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INTRODUCTION

It is not likely that the hand— of Vicar John Bretchgirdle presumably— trembled when
it originally marked in the Stratford-upon-Avon Register that on April 26th, 1564
there was baptized the first son of John Shakespeare, William Shakespeare. Nobody
could foresee that this would be the mpst famous entry in the whole register — and
so the third child and first son of alderman Shakespeare and his wife Mary Ardent,
though doubly welcomed by his parents, was seemingly just one of the rnany whose
birth meant something only to his family.

The records remain silent for several years about his life-story^ but suddenly, more
than eighteen years later, we find on November 27th, 1512 an entry in the Bishop of
Worcester’s Register which tells us about the issue that day of a special licence — only

one reading of the banns — for the marriage of William Shakespeare and Anne Whateley
of Temple Grafton, a village five miles west of Stratford.

On the next day, November 28th, 1582, we find a bond-exempting the Bishop of Wor-
cester from all responsibility should the marriage of “William Shagspere” and “Anne
Hathwey” of Stratford prove not valid because of some previous contract of the two
pafties, or other lawful obstacle (consanguimty, affinity etc.). The sureties in this bond—
because Shakespeare was still a minor — were Fulk Sandells and John Richardson,

farmers of Stratford. Though we cannot now be sure, it seems most likely that Ann
Whateley of Temple Grafton and Anne Hathaway of Stratford were one and the same
girl, “Whateley” being merely a clerk’s slip m copying names from an allegation.

Such a bond was normal procedure when it was necessary to perform the marriage

ceremonies without delays and the next record extant reveals us the probable reason

why this was necessary. On May 26th, 1583, the Stratford parish church saw the christen-

mg of “Susanna, daughter to WiHiam Sh^espeare”. Nor was this the only child: two
years later, on Candlemas Day, his next children “Hamnet & Judeth sonne and daughter

to William Shakspere” were baptized in the same church, as the parish register informs us.

From now on, neither the Register nor any other record gives us a clue to Shakespeare’s

life for several years. The only exception is a mention of William Shake^eare’s name in

a suit of his parents against a distant relative, Edmund Lambert, in a property matter.

This was in 1588. But, apart from this, Shakespeare’s life at this time is wide open to

conjecture; these are his “lost years”.

Then, suddenly, in September 1592, Shakespeare’s name appears in London. An
impoverished poet and dramatist, Robert Greene, bitterly complainmg and admonishing
his colleagues, Christopher Marlowe and probably two others, George Peele, and either

Thomas Nashe or Thomas Lodge, in his farewell book, Groatsworth of Wit, writes this

passage containing an unmistakable pun upon Shakespeare’s name and personal history:

“Base minded men all three of you, if by my misery you be not warned : for unto none
of you (like me) sought those burrs to cleave: those Puppets (I mean) that spake from our
mouths, those Antics garnished in our colours. Is it not strange, that I, to whom they

all have been beholding: is it not like that you, to whom they all have been beholding,

shall (were ye in that case as I am now) be both at once of them forsaken ? Yes trust them
not: for there is an upstart Crow, beautified with our feathers, that with his Tyger^s

heart wrapt in a Playefs hide, supposes he is as well able to bombast out a blank verse as

the best of you: and being an absolute lohamesfac mum, is in his own conceit the only

Shake-scene in a country,”

There may be some differences in detailed interpretation of this passage, but it is dear
that by autumn 1592 Shakespeare was both a player and a playwright.

Next year saw the publication of his first work, with the author’s name still not on the

title but as a signature on the dedication inside. It was the narrative poem, Venus and
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AdoniSi followed in 1594 by The Rape ofLucrece. Quite probably this growing popularity

was the cause ofa direct allusion to him and to his work included in anonymous commen-
datory verses to Willobie his Aviso (registered on September 3rdj 1594):

Though Collatine have dearly bought.

To high renown, a lasting life.

And found, that most in vain have sought.

To have a Fair^ and Constant wife,

Yet Tarquin plucked his glistering grape,

And Shake-speare, paints poor Lucrece*s rape.

Other allusions may be found at this time in the works of Michael Drayton, William

Coveil, and perhaps m the Epistle to Saint Peter*s Complaint by Robert Southwell,

Quite clearly, the nesn record presents us Shakespeare as an actor in the Lord Cham-

.

berlain’s company. "Wilham Kempe William Shakespeare & Richarde Burbage seruantes

to the Lord Chamberleyne’* were payees for Court performances at Greenwich on
December 26th and 27th, 1594. .

Two years later, death touched the family of the young poet and actor. On August
11th, 1596 Hamnet, his son, was buried at Stratford, as the parish register informs us.

Some time later, Shakespeare was living in the Parish of St Helen's, Bishopsgate; this is

borne out by the report of “petty collectors” who next year tried in vain to collect from
him arrears assessed in the previous October. Shakespeare's name appears on similar

lists for four years.

On October 20th, 1596 the poet’s father was granted a Coat of Arms, "viz. Gold, on
a Bend Sables, a Speare of the first steeled argent. And for his crest or cognizance a falcon

.his wings displayed Argent standing on a wreath of his colours: suppo[rting] a Spear
Gold steeled as aforesaid set upon a helmet with mantles & tassels as hath been accus-

tomed and doth more plainly appear depicted on this maxgent.” Thus we read in the

College of Arms Vincent MS 157— and on the margin are executed the new arms and
the crest of the Shakespeares. The motto Non smz drbict appears at the head of this

document.

This granting of arms is only one of several faas showing us that Shakespeare must
have been a man of considerable property by now. But, observing strict chronology,
before we can quote another significant example of Shakespeare’s well-being, we must
mention a strange document which gives us some reason to believe that by November
1596 Shakespeare was living on the aouth bank of the Thames, probably in the liberty of
Clink, Bankside. The relevant document is a writ of attachment issued to the sheriff of

on the instigation of one William Wayde, “who craved sureties of peace against

William Shakespeare” and others "for fear of death, and so forth.”

. On May 4th, 1597 Shakespeare bought, from William Underhill, New Place, the second
largest house in Stratford at the comer of Chapel Street and Chapel Lane — originally

built a himdred years earher by Sir Hugh Clopton. It is likely that some repairs had to

be done to the house, because in the following year the Stratford Corporation paid to
‘ Shakespeare lOd for one load of stone — posisbly what was left after the repairs^

By this time Shakespeare was considered to be wealthy as we see from the only extant
letters where his name is mentioned, the so-called Quiney correspondence, in which
Shakespeare is asked by Richard Quiney for a loan of£ 30, and from the fact that the note
of com and malt taken on 4th of February, 1597 "in the xl^^^ yeare of the raigne of our
moste gracious Soveraigne Ladie Queen EHzabethe” lists William Shakespeare of Chapel
Street as having 10 quarts of malt (?) although, because of dearth, it was necessary to
economize in grain.

But Slwkespeare had certainly other things on his mind: in September of this year he
was cast in one of the principal parts of Ben Jonson’s Every Man in his Humour, as we sec
from the list of actors printed after the text of the play in the First Folio of Ben Jonson's
Works (1616). The sarne month Palladis Tamia: Wtfs Treasury by Francis Meres was
reptered — a collection of apothegm on philosophy and the contahung itt its
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‘‘Comparatiue discourse of our EugHsh Poets with the Greeke, LatmCi and Itahan Poets”

an invaluable passage on Shakespeare’s achievements:

‘The English tongue is mightily enrichedj and gorgeously myested in rare ornaments

and resplendent abiliments by Sir FhtUp Sidney Spencer, Daniel, Drayton, Warner,

Shakespeare, Marlowe and Chapman ...

“As the soul of Euphorhus was thought to live in Pythagoras,: so the sweet witty soul of

Ovid lives in mellifluous & honey-tongued Shakespeare, witness his Venus and Adonis,

his Lucrece, his sugared sonnets among his private friends^ &c,
“As Plautus and Seneca are accounted the best for Comedy and Tragedy among the.

Latins: so Shakespeare among the EngHsh is the most excellent in both kinds for the

stage; for Comedy, witness his Gentlemen of Verona, his Errors, his Love Labours Lost,

his Love Labours Won, his Midsummer* s Night Dream, his Merchant of Venice: for

Tragedy his Richard the 2. Richard the 3. Henry the 4. King lohti, Titus Andronicus and
his Romeo and Juliet.

“As Epius Stolo said, that the Muses would speak with Plautus’ tongue, if they would
speak Latin: so I say that the Muses would speak with Shakespeare*sfiaoi filed phrase, if

they would speak English ...”

Further, Meres mentions Shakespeare among those who are “the best among our

Poets”, “our best for Tragedy”, “ the best for Comedy” and who “are the most passionate

among us to bewail and bemoan the perplexities of Love”. •

In 1598 there was also published the first play by Shakespeare with his name on the

title page, Love*s Labours Lost, though perhaps its original first edition, now lost, pre-

ceded this issue in this claim.

1599 saw the opening of the Globe Theatre and appropriately on February 2l8t,
’

Shakespeare became one of the seven original housekeepers of the Globe with a one-

tenth share. Six of these housekeepers were members of the Lord Chamberlain’s 'Com-
pany. It is not dear whether Shakespeare held this share and a silmlar one acquired m
the Blackfriars Theatre (on August 9th, 1608) to the end of his hfe;,nor is it clear when he

parted with them, if he ever did so. He was still holding them m 1612, however, as is.

proved by the mentioning of his name in the suit of Ostler v.,Heminges (9th [ ?] October

1615).

On August 23rd3 1600 Shakespeare is for the first time mentioned in the Stationer’s

register when Andrew Wyse and William Aspley “Entred for their copies vnder the

handes of the wardens Two bookes, the one called Muche a Doo about nothinge...

Wrytten by master Shakespere.”

From now on the records tell us Shakespeare’s prosperous life story in individual

records of his transactions.

Next year, on March 25th, Thomas Whittington, husbandman of Shottery, mentions

Anne Shakespeare, “wyf unto Mr Wyllyam Shaxpere”, in his testament.. She owed him
40s which he bequeathed to the poor of Stratford. The late summer of this year dealt

a blow-to the poet; his father John was buried on September 8th. Exactly eight years and
a day after, funerd services were read over the body of Shakespeare’s mpther, “Mayry
Shaxspere wydowe”.

On May Day 1602, Shakespeare bought 127 (or 107 ?) aqres of land in Old Stratford,

an agricultural area to the north of the borough, for £ 320 from William and John
Combe. On September 28th of the same year, Shakespeare became copyholder of a cot-

tage in Chapel Lane, opposite New Place, whidi is mentioned later that year when
a secohd fine was levied on it. The description in the relevant record lists wo additional

orchards and Shakespeare is titled “generosus” in it'.

In 1603, Queen Elizabeth I died; when James I took oyer the Lord Chamberlain’s

company, the Royal Licence for the King’s men names Shakespeare in the second place

in the member’s list of the company.. Next year in March, they were all supplied with

4*-/a yards of red cloth for liveries, as they took part in the coronation procession of the

new king. By that time, however, Shakespeare seems to have ceased acting, as in the note
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at the end of the Folio text ofBen Jonson’s Sejams Shakespeare’s name is included in the

list of “the principal Tragoedians” for the last time.

Shakespeare was still living in London in those days^ with a Huguenot tire-maker

(a manufacturer of women’s headdresses), Christopher Mountjoy who lived at the corner

of Silver and Monkwell Streets in Cnpplegate ward This is proved by Shakespeare’s

deposition in a law-suit, made in London on May 11th, 1612. This deposition is impor-

tant as it contains the first of six known signatures of Shakespeare Late in 1604, Shake-

speare himself was engaged in a law-suit: he brought an action for the recovery of 1 15.9

lOd from a Stratford apothecary Phillip Rogers who bought from the poet several bushels

of malt and later even borrowed money Sfrom him and paid only the first instalment

of his debt.

On May 4th, 1605 Shakespeare’s fellow-actor and one of the original housekeepers of

the Globe, Augustme Phillips, made his will wherein he bequeathed the poet “thirty

shillmgs peece in gould”.

On July 24th of the same year, Shakespeare bought from one Ralph Huband “of

Ippesley in the coqntrye of Warr. Esqmer” for £ 440 “of lawfull Englishe money” his

interest in a lease of tithers in Stratford, Old Stratford, Welcombe and Bishopton. Never-

theless, this purchase still did not make Shakespeare the principal tithe-owner in Strat-

ford.

Next year, on August 1st, Shakespeare is marked in a survey of Rowmgton as being

a tenant of the Chapel Lane Cottage.

5th June, 1607 saw the marriage of Shakespeare’s daughter Susanna to John Hall,

a well-known physician. Hall is said to have had puritanical leanings which contrasts

strangely with the opimons voiced by Shakespeare m his plays. Shakespeare’s first

grandchild, Elizabeth, was baptized next year on February 21st.

On December 17th, 1608 Shakespeare took legal action against one John Addenbrook
which was repeated later on March 15th, 1609. But in the meantime Addenbrook moved
outside the jurisdiction of the Stratford Court of Record.

On September 9th of the same year, Shakespeare’s mother was buried.

It is generally assumed that Shakespeare settled at Stratford, in New Place, about

1610 — that year he assured conveyance of the Old Stratford land acquired in 1602.

In 1611, probably, Shakespeare and Richard Lane, another holder of Stratford tithes,

drafted a Bill of Complaint claiming that the other holders, particularly the Combes,
were not paying their share so that they themselves were “usually dryven to pay the same
for preservacion of their estates”.

Aja inventory of Robert Johnson’s goods — he lived in Henley Street — made on
October 1 1 th, 1 6 11 after his death, lists “A lease of a barne that he holdeth ofMr. Shaxper
xxh” which is the only record of Shakespeare’s Henley Street property made during

the poet’s life (apart from his will).

Next, Shakespeare is mentioned in the will of John Combe of January 28th, 1613

wherein he was bequeathed five pounds. '

Quite possibly the next record is one the full significance of which has not been fully

grasped: on March 10th of the same year, Shakespeare bought from Henry Walker,

a “citizein and Mmstrell of London” a gate-house close to the Blackfriars Theatre, for

£ 140. The very next day, he mortgaged this house to Walker for £ 60, perhaps as security

against the payment. The pertinent documents are signed by Shakespeare’s own hand
(2nd and 3rd signatures).

On 31st of the same month, Shakespeare was paid 44s for his share in designing the

heraldic device of Francis Manners, 6th Earl of Rutland (1578-1632), for the lilt of March
24th. The star of Shakespeare’s company, Richard Burbage, was paid likewise 44s “for

paynting and making yt”

In September 1614 there started a long controversy about enclosure in Welcombe
which aifeaed Shakespeare as a landliolder. His name is several times mentioned in

“The Particulers of Olde Stratforde” which are the main source of our information.

This controversy lasted till September 1615.
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At Christmas of 1614, Shakespeare seems to have had a distinguished company's for

the Accounts list “Item for one quart of sack and one quart of clarett winne geuen to

a preacher at the newe place, xx^.”

In the spring of the next year, Shakespeare and others issued a friendly Bill of Com-
plaint against Matthias Bacon which enabled Bacon to surrender the tithe deeds of the

Lodging of the Prior of Blackfriars. Shakespeare*s Gatehouse was a part of this.

The poet’s days were coming near to their final sunset: on February 10th, 16Id when
Shaltespeare’s younger daughter Judith married Thomas Quiney, the poet had already

drafted his will which was finally signed by him on March 25th.

On April 23rd, 1616, probably on his birthday, Shakespeare died and was buried two
days later in the parish church.

These are the facts of Shakespeare’s life, the story of official records and early con-

temporary allusions. They tell us that WiUiam Shakespeare of Stratford upon Avon,
whose early life history is open to conjecture, became a successful dramatist and poet

some time before 1592, that he was a leadmg member of the leading theatre-company of
Elizabethan London, that he made money which he invested in property at Stratford

and that he died in his native town.

Though these facts are interesting to the “general reader”, he is nevertheless m the

same position as one who wonders what Shakespeare really looked like. Shakespeare’s

life-story is known only in the outline— and it is filled in by more conjectures of varymg
certainty. These are based on detailed research of background, by drawing comparisons

with other Elizabethans of similar origin and career and, finally, by explaimng Shake-

speare’s verses as a direct echo of his personal experience. It is only natural that everybody

who reconstructs Shakespeare’s life to some extent projects his “ideal life of Shake-

speare” into the established facts.

The rich variety of opimons which is to be found m Shakespeare’s verses and the

multicoloured experiences which seem to be mirrored m them give ample scope for all

kinds of guesswork. It is not necessary to stress that these records wluch happen to be
extant may in no way reflect the most important events in Shakespeare’s, life. You will

have noticed that no mention of the poet’s marriage was made- till today no record was
found, though there seems to be an interesting coincidence touching this subject in the

registry of St Martin’s: two leaves covering the crucial year 1582 had been cut out of it.

At the same time we must remember that this marriage most probably took place at

Temple Grafton, for which no register covering this period is extant. Thus we must be
very cautious in our trying to take a journey into the full story of Shakespeare’s life—the

occasional mile-stones of the records, ±ough never misleading in themselves, may seem
to be giving us a completely wrong direction

Let us remember the cautionary words of Ben Jonson warning all who strive to know
what Shakespeare really looked like: loke / Not on his Picture, but his Booke.”

If It were not for two of Shakespeare’s colleagues, John Hemmges and Henry Condell,

the Complete Edition of Shakespeare’s Works would include twenty-two less plays than

we are accustomed to find in the canon. Heminges and Condell published in 1623 the

first complete edition of Shakespeare’s works in a one-volume folio edition (s. c. First

Folio - Fj) where we find all the plays with the exception of Pencks. Not all of them were

therein published for the first time, however.

Several of them have been published separately m Shakespeare’s life-time or before

the printing of Fj without the poet’s direct supervision. Professor Pollard divided these

editions — the so-called Quartos — into “bad” and “good” according to the merits of

their texts. Thus we have several texts for some of Shakespeare’s plays; e. g. for Hamlet,

where there are three umdentical texts.

You must remember that there is no Shakespeare’s manuscript for any of the canon
plays contained in this edition; but the critics are convinced that a part of Sir Thomas
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Morej a play counted to the “Shakespeare Apocrypha”, is written in Shakespeare’s own
hand. Thus the editor’s task is a very difficult one — he has to tiy to establish conjec-

turaliy the original Shakespearian text from printed versions of different reliability, full

of misprints, gaps and almost indecipherable passages. What we are accustomed to read

in our study or hear from the stage is in many cases a result of several generations’ edito-

rial work.

Nicholas Rowe, Alexander Pope, Lewis Theobald, Thomas Hanmer, William War-
burton, Samuel Johnson, Edward Capell, George Steevehs, Edmond Malone— these are

the names of classical editorship. Though they often worked intuitively, projecting their

own ideas of what Shakespeare should have written into the extant editions, not resorting

or unable to resort to the origmal texts — still their work is invaluable: Rowe added

uniform stage-directions and Dramatis Personae, Theobald, Capell and Malone laid

the foundations of a really scholarly handling all kinds of Shakespearian problems,

espeaally the textual ones.

This was in the eighteenth century. The nineteenth century brought new names to

editorship: Nikolaus Delius (a German scholar), Alexander Dyce, William George Clark,

John Glover, W. Aldis Wright (these three edited the Cambridge Shakespeare which has

in the meantime become the s. c. accepted text), H. H. Furness, Israel Gollancz, G. H.
Herford. This century’s editions were taken care of by W. J. Craig and R. H. Case,

W. L. Cross, C! F. T Brooke, A. Quiller-Couch, John Dover Wilson, G. L. Kittredge

and, most recently, G. B. Harrison, Peter Alexander, Charles Jasper Sisson and Una
EUis-Fermor with a galaxy of others who devote their efforts to some plays only. Some of
the scholars do not belong to thte mainline of Shakespearian editorship, though the results

of their work have added immensely to the editing of the poet, e. g. the palaeographer,

Edward Maunde Thompson, who identified Shakespeare’s handwriting in the play of
Sir Thomas More, or the ’great names of Shakespearian scholarship, E K. Chambers
and W. W. Greg.

The following short introduction to the individual plays is the result of life-long studies

of outstanding scholars — in short, it is the fragrance of “other people’s flowers”

THE APPROXIMATE CHRONOLOGICAL ORDER OF THE PllAYS
(opposed by some scholars)

1 Henry VI (1589-1590, later revised)

2 and 3 Henry VI (1590-91)

Richard III (1592-93)

The Comedy of Errors (1592-93)

Titus Andronicus (1593-94)

The Taming of the Shrew (1593-94)

Two Gentlemen of Verona (1594-95)

Love’s Labour’s Lost (1594-95')

Romeo and Juliet (1595-96)

Richard -II (1595-96)

A Midsummer Night’s Dream (1596)
King John (1596-97)

The Merchant of Venice (1596-97)

1 and 2 Henry IV (1597-98)

Much Ado about Nothing (1598-99)
Henry V (1598-99)

Julius Caesar (1599-1600)

As You LikeTt (1596-1600)

Twelfth Night (1599-1600)

Hamlet (1599-1600)

Merry Wives of 'Windsor (1597-1601 ?)

Troilus and Cressida (1597-1602?)
AU’s Well that Ends Well (1602-04)



INTRODUCTION XIII

Measure for Measure (1604-05)

Othello (1604-05)

King Leaf (1605-60)

Macbeth (1605-60)

Antony and Cleopatra (1606-07)

Coriolanus (1607-8)

Timon of Athens (1607-8)

Pericles (1608-9)

Cymbeline (1609-10)

The Winter’s Tale (1610-11)

The Tempest (1611, revised 1612-13)

Henry VIII (1612-13)

THE POEMS
Venus and Adonis (1592)

Lucrece (1593-94)

The Sonnets (1593-1600)

The Phoenix and the Turtle (1601)

The plays are discussed in the order in which they are arranged in this edition.

THE TEMPEST
Written about 1611-1612, first published in from an edited transcription of. the foul

papers (i. e. the original Shakespeare’s manuscript with corrections and additions, not

the fin^ “fair copy”), which were carefully prepared for stage-production (perhaps

because, at that time, Shakespeare already did not supervise the production in person).

It was performed onNovember 1st, 1611 atWhitehall. For the island and shipwrecking the

sources are narratives describing the shipwreck of Sir George Somers, Sir Thomas Gates,

WilHam Strachey, Sylvester Jourdan and-Richard Rich which took place at the Bermudas
during their voyage to Virginia, on July 25th, 1609. These narratives consist of Rich’s

ballad of Newsfrom Vtrginiay Jourdan’s A Discovery of the Barmudasy an official publica-

tion of the London Council of Virginia, A True Declaration of the Estate of the Colonie in

Virginia, and Strachey’s manuscript A True Repertory of the Wracke and Redemption

of Sir Thomas Gates, Knight, not published till 1625. The actual plot of The Tempest

resembles in mapy ways that ofLi Tre Satin, one ofthe four scenari for commedie delVarte

by Neri. Gonzalo’s Utopian discourse is taken from the essay, Of the Camhales, in

Giovanni Florio’s translation of Montaigne. The Tempest is the only play by Shakespeare

which conforms to the classical unities : the action takes place in one place and in one day.

It is the second shortest play of Shakespeare.

TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA
Written 1594-1595, but the date can hardly be fixed with precision,* not even the usually

helpM allusions to “the wars” or to pestilence tell us anything in this play. It was first

published in Fp probably from a transcript of the theatre prompt-book. There is no

record of performance before 1762. The only indisputable source is the story of Felix

and Fehsmena in Jorge de Montemayor’s Diana Enamorada, a Spanish prose romance.

It had been translated into English by Bartholomew Yonge or earlier into French by

Nicholas Collin. A play on its theme was performed at Court in 1585. It is noted by

Campbell that many features of the Two Gentlemen are common in Italian comedies.

THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR
Written 1597-1601, but again the date of composition is open to conjecture. It was first

published in 1602 with a very garbled text in a quarto edition (Q^): “A Most pleas-

aunt and excellent conceited Comedie, of Syr lohn Falstaffe, and the merrie

Wiues of Windspr. Entermixed with sundrie variable and pleasing humors, of Syr Bt^h
the Wcldi Knight, lustice Shallow, and his wise Cousin M. Slender. With the swaggering
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vame of Auacient Pistol^ and Corporall Nym. By William Shakespeare. As it hath bene

dmerse times Acted by the right Honorable my Lord Chamberlaines seruants. Both

before her Maiestie, and else-where.” The teicr is a memorial reconstruction of a version

very close to the one of the First Foho It has been reissued by the printer W. Jaggard

in 1619 CQa)- The full text of the comedy was first printed in F^, its basis being probably

a transcript of the prompt-book. Though we may :tod in the play several topical allusions^

no source for this comedy has been found yeti the plot is essentially Shakespeare’s, the

theme of a lover hidden by an unfaithful wife is common.

TWELFTH NIGHT OR WHAT YOU WILL

Written about 1599-1600. First printed — from foul papers or a transcript of these —
in the Folio. There is no decisive evidence that it was performed before 1602. The imme-
diate source of this play is the story of Apolomus and Silla in Barnabe Riche’s Farewell

to the Military Profession (1581). Shakespeare’s debt, however, is not great. Several

suggestions may have been taken form Giraldi Cintio’s Hecatommithi Sidney’s Arcadia,

the play of Sir Clyomon and Clamydes, or Emanuel Forde’s Panmus,

MEASURE FOR MEASURE

is one of the “problem plays” — or dark comedies, as they are sometimes called — about

the composition and ethics of which critics do not agree. It was written probably 1604

and later expanded, and first published m the Fj perhaps from a transcript of foul

papers. There is a record of its performance in the Revels Account on December 26th,

1604:“ By his Maiesties plaiers. On Stiuens night in the Hall A play Caled Mesure for

Mesur. Shaxberd.” The substantial source of Measure for Measure was George Whet-
stone’s two-part play, Promos and Cassandra, 1578, itself based upon Giraldi Cintio’s

Hecatommithi, which may have been written after a historical incident of 1547 near Milan.

In this case Shakespeare’s Duke would be Fernando Gonzaga, the governor of the

province.

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING

Written about 1598-1599, first published from foul papers m a quarto edition in 1600:

“Much adoe about Nothing. As it hath been sundrie times publikely acted by the right

honourable, the Lord Chamberlaine his seruants. Written by William Shakespeare.”

This is one of the “good” quartos and it was used with some reference to the prompt-
book m the setting of the Fj text. The main theme of this play may be traced back to the

story of Timbreo and Fenicia from Matteo Bandello’s Novelle (translated by F. de
Belleforest in Histoires Tragiques) and to the story of Ariodante and Genevra in Ariosto’s

Orlando Funoso. The latter was known to the Elizabethan public not only m Sir John
Harington’s translation, but also from several poetical and dramatical adaptations. The
sub-plot of Beatrice and Benedick is Shakespeare’s own, thought it might have been in-

fluenced by the wit-combats m Baldassare Castiglione’s II Cortegiano, translated in 1561
by Sir Thomas Hoby. Much Ado about Nothing is sometimes considered to be Meres*
Loue Labours Wonne.

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM
Written about 1596. First published 1600 from foul papers in a quarto edition, Q^:
“A Midsommer nights dreame. As it hath beene sundry times publickely acted, by the
Right honourable, the Lord Chamberlaine his seruants. Written by William Shake-
speare.” A new edition, Q^, appeared in 1619^ it was set up from Q^. The Folio text was
set up from Qa with some additional stage-directions. It is almost certain that this play
was originally written for a wedding entertainment and perhaps two different endings (one,

the fairy mask, for the original entertainment, the second, Puck’s epilogue, for public
performance) are printed in all texts one after the other. The whole fantasy seems to be
Shakespeare’s own, but the different components ofthis comedy are in some way indebted
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to Plutarch’s Life of Theseus^ Chaucer’s Kmghfs Tale, Ovid’s Metamorphoses, Scot’s

Discovery of Witchcraft, and to Elizabethan folk-lore.

LOVE’S LABOUR’S L^OST

Written about 1594-1595. First published 1598^ presumably from foul papers, m a quarto

edition (Qj): “A Pleasant Conceited Comedie Loues labors lost. As it was presented

before her Highnes this last Christmas. Newly corrected and augmented By W Shake-
speare. “This title implies that Love's Labour's Lost had been already published before Qj

,

probably in a surreptitious quarto from which was “newly corrected and augmented”.
Though the text in Qj is badly printed, it served as the copy for setting the play in F^.

The plot seems to be Shakespeare’s own : numerous topical allusions in the play— writ-

ten rather for a courtly than a popular audience — make many lines hardly intelligible

to the modern reader.

THE MERCHANT OF VENICE

Written about 1596-1597. First published 1600 (two years after its entry in the Stationers’

Register) from foul papers in a quarto edition (Q^) : “The most excellent Historie of the

Merchant of Venice. With the extreame crueltie of Shylocke the lewe towards the sayd

Merchant, in cutting a iust poimd of his flesh: and the obtayning of Portia by the choyse

of three chests. As it hath beene diuers times acted by the Lord Chamberlaine his

Seruants. Written by William Shakespeare.” This quarto, reprinted in 1619, served,

perhaps with a prompt-book, as the Folio compositor’s copy. The source of the bond-
theme was II Pecarone (The Simpleton), by Ser Giovanni Fiorentino, the idea of the

caskets was from Richard Robinson’s version of the Gesta Romanorum. The play also

contains some parallels to Marlowe’s Jezv of Malta.

AS YOU LIKE IT

Written sometime between 1596-1600. First printed from a prompt-book or from

a transcript of it in the First Folio. The only source is Thomas Lodge’s Rosalynde, or

Euphues* Golden Legacy. Shakespeare may have referred to the manuscript pseudo-

Chaucerian Tale of Gamelyn, upon which Rosalynde was based. According to tradition,

Shakespeare played Adam in this play.

ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL

Written about 1602-1604, It is a very difficult play to date, because it is not homoge-
neous. It was first printed— probably from foul papers— in the Folio. The only source

is Boccaccio’s Decameron, the tale of Gighetta di Nerbona, as translated in William Pain-

ter’s Palace of Pleasure (1566). This very difficult— though rewarding— play, one of the

“dark comedies”, is sometimes considered to be Meres’s Loue Labours Wonne.

THE TAMING OF THE SHREW

Written about 1593-94, First printed from foul papers m the First Folio. In 1594,

however, there appeared in a quarto edition “A Pleasant Conceited Historie, called The
taming of a Shrew. As it was sundry times acted by the Right honorable the Earle of

Pembrook his seruants”, of which there are, speaking broadly, three different opinions

of scholars : a) that it was a source for The Taming of the Shrew; b) that it is a “bad”

quarto of this play; and c) that it is a play independent from, but having common source

with The Taming of the Shrew. The Christopher Sly scenes, though not identical with

those of The Shrew, are in A Shrew complete in themselves. Both plays were confused

in the publishing trade of the 16th century. If we do not take A Shrew into account

no source for the Kate-Petruchio story is known; the Bianca sub-plot is based upon

Ariosto’s Suppositi or its translation by George Gascoigne, Supposes,
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THE WINTER»S TALE

Written about 1610-1611. First printed — presumably from a transcript of foul papers

— in the Folio. The main source was Greene’s romance, Pandosto or The Triumph of

Time (1588), reprinted as Dorastus and Fawnia (1607). Other hints were perhaps taken

from Lyly’s Woman in the Moon (1597) or Marston’s Pygmahon^s Image (1598),

THE COMEDY OF ERRORS

Written about 1592-1593, first published in Fi, perhaps from foul papers. There is

a record ofits performance on December 28th, 1594 at Gray’s Inn j ‘3y his Maiesties plat-

ers. On Inosents night. The plaie of Errors. Shaxberd.” The subject for this comedy is

taken form Plautus’s Menaechmt, and perhaps his Amphitrus. Shakespeare may have

read these plays m the Latin original. The Comedy of Errors is Shakespeare’s shortest

play.

KING JOHN
Written about 1596-1597. First printed — from author’s copy that had perhaps served

as the prompt-book— in the Folio. The principal sources are “The Troublesome Rajgne

of lohn King of England, with the discouerie of King Richards Cordelions Base sonne

(vulgarly named, The Bastard Fawconbridge) : also the death ofKing lohn at Swinstead

Abbey” — and “The Second part of the troublesome Raigne of King lohn, conteining

the death of Arthur Plantaginet, the landing of Lewes,' and the poysning ofKing lohn at

Swinstead Abbey”— and anonymous two-part play, printed in 1591,“which is followed

pretty closely as regards historical events, the selection of scenes, and even the logical

run of many of the dialogues” (Chambers). Nevertheless it was entirely re-written;

Shakespeare’s play contains less comedy and the strong anti-papist sentunent of The
Troublesome Reign almost entirely disappeared.

RICHARD II

Written about 1595-1596. First published 1597 from foul papers in a quarto edition

(Qi): “The Tragedie of King Richard the second. As it hath beene publikely acted

by the right Honourable the Lorde Chamberlaine his seruants.” This quarto was
reprinted several times (Qj — 1598; Qs'— 1598; Q4 — 1608; Q5 — 1615), though not

without changes or additional, previously censored, material, as we may see from the

title page of Qg.* “The Tragedie of King Richard the Second: With new additions of

the Parliament Sceane, and the deposing of King Richard. As it hath been lately acted

by the Kinges Maiesties seruants, at the Globe. William Shake-speare.” When this play

was printed in the Folio, it was set from and Q5
either used as a prompt-book or col-

lated with it. The main source of Richard 11 was Raphael Holinshed’s The Chronicles

of England) Scotland and Ireland) first published in 1577, though its second enlarged

edition of 1587 was used by Shakespeare.

HENRY IV, PART 1

Written about 1597-1598. First published 1598 from foul papera in a quarto edition

(Qi): “The History of Henrie the Fourth; With the battell at Shrewsburie, betweene
the King and Lord Henry Percy, sumamed Henrie Hotspur of the North, With the

humorous conceits of Sir lohn Falstaffe”. This quarto was reprinted next year (Qj
—

1599)” ...Newly corrected by W. Shake-speare” — and in 1604 (Q3), 1608 (Q|),
16l3 (Q5)

and 1622 (Q®). From the 1613 Quarto with some literary editing the Folio

text 1623 was set. The Folio title draws attention to the historical part of the subject

not to the comical: “The First Part of Henry the Fourth, with the Life and Deatih of
Henry Simamed Hotspur.” The historical source of this play is Holinshed’s OhronkUsi
for the comic scenes Shakespeare probably took hints from an anonymous, play, The
Famous Victories of Henry the Fifth.
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HENRY IV, PART 2

Written about 1597-1598. First printed 1600 from foul papers in a quarto edition:

‘The Second part of Henrie the fourth, continumg to Ms death, and coronation of
Henrie the fift. With the humours of sir lohn Falstaffe, and swaggering- Pistoll As it

hath been sundrie times publikely acted by the right honourable, the Lord Chamberlaine
his seruants. Written by William Shakespeare.” No reprints of this quarto are known.
The Folio text was set from Q collated perhaps with the prompt-book, as it contains

lines omitted m Q leaving out some which are there. As in the Fmt Part, the sources

are Holinshed’s Chronicles and The Famous Victories.

HENRY V
Written about 1598-1599. Last play of the s. c. “second tetralogy”, beginning with
Richard JL First printed 1600 in a very garbled version (reported text?) ia a quarto

edition (Qi) : “The Chronicle History of Henry the fift, With his battel fought at Agin
Court in France. Togither with Auntient Pistoll As it hath bene sundry times playd

by the Right honorable the Lord Chamberlaine his seruants.” This quarto was reprinted

in 1602 (Qg) and 1619 (Qg) with the false date of 1608. The Foho text was set independ-
ently from foul papers. The sources are Holinshed’s Chronicle and The Famous Victories

(Wooing Scene).

HENRY VI, PART 1

Written about 1589-1590. First printed in the Folio, perhaps from the author’s (or

authors’) fair copy,* later revised. This play was registered by Blount and Jaggard before

the printing as “The thirde parte of Henry ye Sixt”. There is a record extant about

“Harey the vj” having been performed on March.Srd, 1592: this may have been either

this play, or its source. The main source is Holinshed’s Chronicles, but hints were per-

haps taken form Edward Halle’s Chronicles, Robert Fabyans’ Flew Chronicles of England

and of France, and Chronicle by Richard Grafton.

HENRY VI, PART 2

Written about 1590-1591. First printed 1594 as a reported text in a quarto edition

(Qi) : “The First part of the Contention betwixt the two famous Houses ofYorke and Lan-
caster, with the death of the good Duke Humphrey: And the banishment and death of

the Duke of Suffolke, and the Tragicall end of the proud Cardinall of Winchester,

with the notable Rebellion of lacke Cade: And the Duke of Yorkes first claime vnto

the Crowne.” This quarto was reprinted in 1600 (Qg). In 1619, there appeared a third

Quarto of this play, together with its sequel: “The Whole Contention between the two

Famous Houses, Lancaster and Yorke. With the Tragicall ends of tbe good Duke Hum-
frey, Richard Duke of Yorke, and King Henrie the sixt. Diuided into two Parts : And
newly corrected and enlarged. Written by William Shakespeare, Gent.” But an authori-

tative text was not printed until First Folio: it was set from fair copy originally used as

prompt-book and later revised. Sources for this play were the usual ones: the Chronicles

ofHolinshed, Halle, Fabyan, and perhaps Grafton, and John Stow’s Annalis, or a Generah

Chronicle of Englandfrom Brute until the presentyeare of Christ 1580.

HENRY VI, PART 3

Its history runs in similar lines to that of the Second Part. It was written about 1590-

1591 and contains (I, iv, 137) the line parodied by Robert Greene in his Oroatsworth

of Wih “Tiger’s heart wrapp’d in a woman’s hide” (see. page IX). It was first p’rmted

1595 in an octavo edition (called nevertheless Q^): “The True Tragedie of Richarde

Duke of Yorke, and the death of good king Henrie the sixt: With the whole contenJion

betwcene the two Houses, Lancaster and Yorke; as it was sundry times acted by the

Right Honourable the Barle of Pembrooke his seruantes.” This text was reprinted in

1600 (Qi) and in 1619 (Q^) as “The whole contention.,,” The authoritative text is

the First Folio — with the same charactoistics.and sources as Henry VI, Part 2.
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RICHARD III

Written about 1592-1594. First printed 1597 (“communal reconstruction for provincial

prompt-book”) in a quarto edition (Qi): “The Tragedy of King Richard the third.

Containing, His treacherous Plots agamst his brother Clarence : the pittiefuU murther

of his innocent nephews : his tyramcall vsurpation : with the whole course of his detested

Hfe, and most deserued death. As it hath beene lately Acted by the Right honourable

the Lord Chamberlame his seruants.” This text was reprinted in 1598 (Qg); the title

of this edition adds “By William Shake-speare.” Next reprmt of 1602 (Qg) assures the

buyer that it is “Newly augmented” — but there are no additions. There were yet

three other reprints of this play, in 1605 (Q,), in 1612 (Qg) and in 1622 (Qg). Each of

the six quartos is printed from its predecessor, with the possible exception of Qg. The
Foho text was set from Qg and Qg collated with foul papers. Sources for this play, the last

of the “first tetralogy”, are Holinshed’s and Hall’s Chromcles, and Sir Thomas More’s

History of Rickard III. It is very difficult to bring it in any distinct relation with an

anonymous play (1590?), “The True Tragedie of Richard the Third: wherein is showne

the death of Edward the fourth, with the smothering of the two yoong Princes in the

Tower: With a lamentable ende of Shore’s wife, an example for all wicked women.
And lastly the conjuction and loyning pf the two noble Houses, Lancaster and Yorke.

As It was playd by the Queenes Maiesties Players”, which was registered in 1594.

HENRY VIII

Written about 1612-1613, First printed in First Folio “from foul papers carefully

prepared for production (or a transcript of them)”. The text has elaborate stage-direc-

tions. Scholars agree that this play was written by two authors, Shakespeare and,

most probably, John Fletcher. The sources for this play are Holinshed’s ChromcleSi

Foxe’s Book of Martyrs for the Cramner episode, and possibly Samuel Rowley’s play

When you see me, You know me. Or thefamous Chronicle Histone of King Henry the eight.

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA
Written about 1597-1620( ?) First printed 1602, perhaps from a private transcript by the

author, in a quarto edition First issue: “The Historic of Troylus and Cresseida. As it

was acted by the Kings Maiesties seruants at the Globe. Written by William Shake-
speare”. Second issue: “The Famous Historie of Troylus and Cresseid. Excellently

expressing the beginning of their loues, with the conceited wooing of Pandarus Prince

of Licia. Written by William Shakespeare.” The preface to the second issue begins:

“Eternall reader, you haue heere a new play, neuer stal’d with the Stage, neuer clapper-

clawd with the palms of the vulger, .. ’’which seems to suggest that Troilus and Cressida

was never acted publicly, in direct contradiction to the assertions of the First Issue

title-page. The Folio text was set from Quarto collated with foul papers. The sources

for this play were Chaucer’s Troilus and Cnseyde, Lydgate’s The Sege of Troye, or
Caxton’s Recuyell of the Historyes of Troye, Robert Henryson’s Scottish Testament of
Cresseid, and Homer (Chapman’s translations, Seaven Bookes of the Jhades and Achilles

Shield, and Arthur Hall’s Ten Bookes of Homers Iliades). Parts of Troilus and Cressida

are sometimes suspected to have been written by other authors : Dekker, Chettlc, Chap-
man and Marston.

TIMON OF ATHENS
Written about 1607-1608. First printed in F^ “from foul papers left unfinished”. The
text IS not satisfactory. The sources were Plutarch’s Lives of Antonins and Alcihiades,

Paynter’s Palace of Pleasure, Lucian’s dialogue, Timon, or the Misanthrope, and an
anonymous play, Timon, extant in manuscript only.

CORIOLANUS
Written about 1607-1608. First printed in Fi “from foul papers carefully prepared
for production”. The sources are Plutarch’s life of Coriolanus, probably in North’s



INTRODUCTION XIX

translation, and possibly William Camden’s Remaines of a greater Worke concerntrig

Britatne.

JULIUS CAESAR

Written about 1599-1600. First printed m Fp perhaps from a transcript of the prompt-
book It IS a good text, though it may have been cut. The only known source for this

play IS Plutarch’s Lives of Brutus, Caesar and Antony, translated by Sir Thomas North
from the French version by Jacques Amyot Shakespeare’s possible debt to lost plays
on this subject is only a matter of conjecture.

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA
Written about 1606-1607. First printed in Fj — though registered in 1608 — perhaps
from foul papers, which were carefully prepared for production. The main source is

North’s translation of Plutarch’s Life of Antomus: hints may have been taken from
Appian’s Bella Civihaj Samuel Daniel’s Cleopatra (earlier version) or Lady Pembroke’s
Antomus.

CYMBELINE
Written about 1609-1610. First printed in Fj from a prompt-book (which contained

some foul papers) There are several probable sources for this play: Boccacio’s Decameron
(the story of Bernabo of Genoa) for the wager theme, Fairfax’s translation of Tasso’s

Gerusalemme Liherata in Godfrey of Boulogne^ or The Mirrour of Knighthood^ or an anony-
mous play, The Rare Triumphs of Love and FortunCi for the Belarius theme, and finally,

Holinshed’s ChromcleSi for historical material,

TITUS ANDRONICUS
Written about 1593-1594, first published 1594 from foul papers in a quarto edition

(Qi): "The Most Lamentable Romaine Tragedie of Titus Andromcus: as it was Plaide

by the Right Honourable the Earle of Darbie, Earle of Pembrooke, and Earle of Sussex

tlieir Seruants”. This Quarto was reprinted (with several conjectural passages m place

of damaged places in the printer’s copy) in 1600 (Qg), and the latter’s reprint appeared

in 1611 (Q;,). 'File Foiio text was set from Qg which had been supplemented and used

as a prompt-book. I’he themes of a revengeful Moor and of the love-relations between
a Moor and a wlute lady were common; additional material was perhaps drawn from
Seneca’s Theystes and Troades (cannibalism and sacrifice in I, i) and Ovid’s Metamor-
phoses.

PERICLES {not included in the First Folio).

Written about 1608-1609. First printed 1609 in a Quarto edition (Qi — reported text):

"The Late, And much admired Play, Called Pericles, Prince of Tyre. With the true

Relation of the whole Historic, aduentures, and fortunes of the said Prince: As also.

The no lessc strange, and worthy accidents, in the Birth and Life, of his Daughter

Mariana. As it hath been diuers and sundry times acted by his Maiesties Seruants, at

the Globe on the Banck-side By William Shakespeare.” This quarto was reprinted

in 1609 (Qg), 1611 (Qg), 1619 (Q^) and in 1630 and 1635. The play was not included

in Ft either because the editors were convinced that Shakespeare’s part in this play was

not great enough to justify its inclusion in Ft, or because they were unable to replace

a "bad” quarto text by a good one. Pericles was included in Shakespearian canon in 1664,

when it was added to Fg. The conjectural collaborator in Pencks was perhaps George

Wilkins, who in 1608 published a prose novel, The Pamfull Admntures of Pencks Prince

of Tyre. Being the true Histoiy of the Play of Pericles^ as it was lately presented hy the

worthy and ancient Poet John Gower. The story of Apollonius of Tyre was widespread

and it is included in Gower^s Confessio Amantis.
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KING LEAR
Written ‘about 1 605-1606(?). First printed 1608 in a quarto edition from a too careful

transcript of foul papers or from shorthand notes (Q^, the s. c. “Pied Bull Quarto”):

“Mr. Wilham Shah-speare: His True Chronicle Historic of the life and death of King
Lear and his three Daughters. With the vnfortunate hfe of Edgar, sonne and heire to

die Earle of Gloster, and his sullen and assumed humor of Tom of Bedlam: As it was

played before the Kings Maiestie at Whitehall vpon S. Stephans night in Christmas

Hollidayes By his Maiesties seruants playing vsually at the Gloabe on the Bancke-»side.”

This Quarto was reprinted (with conjectural corrections) in 1619 (Qg). The Folio text

seems to have been set from collated with the prompt-book. The main source was
perhaps Hohnshed’s ChromckS) though it is further contained in the Mtrrour for Magis-

trates (contributed by John Higgins) and Spencer’s Faerie Queene. An outline of the

Gloucester story is in Sidney’s Arcadia, The relation of King Lear to an anonymous
play, “The True Chronicle History of King Leir, and his three daughters, Gonorill,

Ragan and Cordelia. As it hath bene diuers and sundry times lately acted”, published

in 1605, is a very complicated one.

ROMEO AND JULIET
Written about 1595-1596, first printed in a Quarto edition (Q^: presumably a reported

text): “An Excellent conceited Tragedie of Romeo and luliet. As it hath been often

(with great applause) plaid publiquely, by the right Honourable the L. of Hunsdon his

Seruants.” Another edition of this play appeared in 1599 (Qg, the basis of the text were

foul papers and some use was made of Q^); “The Most Excellent and Lamentable
Tragedie, of Romeo and luliet. Newly corrected, augmented, and amended: As it hath

bene sundry times publiquely acted, by the right Honourable the Lord Chamberlaine

his Seruants.” Before the appearance of Fj, this text was reprinted twice (?): in 1609

(Qg) and -some time after 1612j we cannot be sure, because Q^ bears no date at all. The
Folio text was printed from Qg. There are many sources from which Shakespeare might
have drawn: without doubt die most handy was Arthur Brooke’s poem, The Tragtcall

History e ofRomms and Juliet. There existed a play on this theme —ihis fact is mentioned
by Brooke—but nothing more is known about it and the relation of Shakespeare’s drama
to 'this play is not clear.

MACBETH
Written about 1606-1607 Fnst printed in Fj from a prompt-book which shows signs

of cuts and additional material (Hecate scenes by John Middleton?). The main sources

for this play are Holinshed’s Chronicles, Reginald Scot’s Dtscoverie of Witchcraft, Newes
from Scotland, Daemonologie, and William Stewart’s Bulk of the Cronichs of Scotland,

which IS a metrical and expanded version of Hector Boece’s CronicUs of Scotland, trans-

lated by John Bellenden. Macbeth is the third shortest play of Shakespeare.

HAMLET
Written about 1599-1600. First printed 1603 m a quarto edition (Qj) with text probably
as reported by the actor who played Marcellus: “The Tragicall Historic of Hamlet
Prince of Denmarke By William Shake-speare. As it hath beene diuerse times acted
by his Hignesse seruants in the cittie of London: as also in the two Vniuersities of Cam-
bridge and Oxford, and else-where.” Another quarto edition appeared m 1604 (Qg):
this time it was a fairly reliable text of the foul papers with some use of Q^ : “The Trag-
icall Histone of Hamlet, Prince of Denmarke. By William Shakespeare. Newly imprinted
and enlarged to almost as much againe as it was, according to the true and perfect Cop-
pie.” The Fi text was printed from Qg after it was collated with the prompt-book or
Its transcript. Thus the “accepted” text of Hamlet, by far the longest and most closely
studied of Shakespeare’s dramas, is a kind of compromise including all passages alterna-
tively missing on Qj and Fi. The sources are P. de Belleforest’s French Himires Trag-
iques based on Historiae Danicae by Saxo Grammaticus (12th century), and probably the
s. G. XJr’^Hamlet, a play perhaps by Thomas Kyd, now lost.
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OTHELLO
.

Written about 1604-1605 First printed 1622 “from a prit^ate transcript of foul papers”

in a quarto edition (Q^) : “The Tragoedy of Othello, the Moore of Venice. As it hath
beene diuerse times acted at the Globe, and at the Black-Fners, by his Maiesties Ser-

uants. Written by William Shakespeare.” Second and third editions appeared only

after Fi, in ,1630 (Qg) and 1655 (Q^. The Folio text was set from Qj after coUatmg with

a prompt-book. The source for this play is a novella m Giraldi Cinthio’s Hecatommithi,
Shakespeare seems to have read it in the original Italian, as no contemporary English

version is known.

Over forty other plays have been ascribed to Shakespeare, of which 14 are the s. c,

“Shakespeare Apocrypha”: Arden of Pevershami Locrine^ Edward III, MucedoruS) The
First Part of Sir John Oldcastle, Thomas Lord CromwelU The London Prodtgah The
PuntaUi A Yorkshire Tragedy, The Merry Devil of Edmonton, Fair Em, The Two Noble
Kinsmen, The Birth of Merlin and Sir Thomas More.

THE POEMS
VENUS AND ADONIS
Written about 1592, first published 1593 m a quarto edition. It became immediately

very popular, because it was reprinted at least fifteen times before 1640. Shakespeare

calls it “ the first heire ofmy inuention”— either because it his is first work to be written,

or the first to be published. The theme is classical i the immediate sources may have

been Thomas Lodge’s SctUaes Metamorphosis and Ovid’s Metamorphoses

THE RAPE OF LUCRECE
Written about 1593-1594. It may have been referred to by Shakespeare in the dedica-

tion to his Venus and Adonis, as the “graver labour”. It was first published 1594 in a quarto

edition: seven other editions were prmted before 1640. Shakespeare perhaps knew several

versions of the story, which is included m Ovid’s Fasti, Livy’s Annals, Chaucer’s The

Legend of Good Women, Painter’s Palace o/ Pleasure, and other works.

THE SONNETS
Written about 1593-1600, first printed by Thomas Thorpe in 1609 There are many
inter-related problems connected with tliese 154 sonnets, the main one being the authen-

ticity of the order of the sonnets, the identity of “Mr. W. H.”, of the “RM Poet” and
of the “Dark Lady”. The identity of Mr. W. H. is further obscured by the ambiguity

of the word “begetter”.

A LOVER’S COMPLAINT
This poem, the authorship and date of origin of which is uncertain, was published

in the same volume as Shakespeare’s Sonnets: “A Loners complaint. By William Shake-

speare.” The only external evidence for Shakespeare’s authorship is strongly gainsaid

by the internal evidence.

THE PASSIONATE PILGRAM
A miscellany, published 1599 in an octavo edition under Shakespeare’s name, probably

because his poems sold well, with an inserted half-title. Sonnets To sundry Notes of Musicke,

Only five of these poems are certainly Shakespeare’s (1, 2, 3, 5, 17). Another edition

appeared in 1612, though in the meantime there may have been another printing,

now lost.

PHOENIX AND TURTLE
Written about 1601. One of the poems in Robert Chester’s collection, “Loves Martyr,

Or, Rosalins Complaint. Allegorically shadowing the truth of Loue, in the constant

Fate of the Phoemx-^d Turtle...”, which includes verses by Ben Jonson, John Mar^
ston, George Chapman, Shakespeare, and other anonymous poets. This collection

was reprinted in 1611 under a new title, “The Aauals of great Brittaine.

.
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THE TEMPEST

PERSONS REPRESENTED

Alonso, King of Naples,

Sebastian, his brother,

Prospero, (he rightful Duke of Milan.

Antonio, Ms bi other, the usurping Duke of
Milan.

Ferdinand, son to the King of Naples.

Gonzalo, an honest old Counsellor of Naples

Adrian, (

Francisco, \

Caliban, a savage and deformed Slave.

Trinculo, a Jester.

Stephano, a drunken Butler.

Master of a Ship, Boatswain, and iWariners.

Miranda, daughter to Prosper©.

Ariel, an airy Spirit.

Iris,

Ceres,
Juno, ),Spirits,

Nymphs,
Reaj^rs,

Other Spirits attending on Prosper©.

Scene, ~ The Sea, with a Ship: afterwards an uninhabited Island.

ACT I.

Scene i.—On a Ship at Sea.—A Storm,
with Thunder and Lightning.

Enter a SMpmastei and a Boatswain.

Master. Boatswain,-™
Boats. Here, master: what cheer?
Master. Good: Speak to the manners: fall

to *t yarely, or we run ourselves aground;
bestir, bestir. [Exit.

Enter Mariners.

Boats. Heigh, my hearts; cheerly, cheerly,
my hearts; yare, yare: take in the top-sail;

’'Tend to the master’s whistle. Blow till thou
burst thy wind, if room enough!

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio,
Ferdinand, Gonzalo, and others.

Alon. Good Boatswain, have care. Where’s
the master? Play the men.

Boats. I pray now, keep below.
Ant. Where is the master, Boatswain?
Boats. Do you not hear him? You mar

our labour; keep your cabins: you do assist

the storm.
Gon. Nay, good, he patient.

Boats. When the sea is. Hence! What
care these roarers for the name of king? To
cabin, silence: trouble us not.

Gon. Good; yet remember whom thou hast

aboard.
Boats. None that I more love than myself.
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Toti are a counsellor: if you can command
these elements to silence, and work the peace
of the present, we will not hand a rope more,
use your authority. If you cannot, give thanks
you have lived so long, and make yourself

ready m your cabin for the mischance of the
hour, if it so hap.—-Cheerly, good hearts.—
Out of our way, I say. [Exit.

Gon. I have great comfort from this fellow,

methinks he hath no drowmng mark upon him;
his complexion is perfect gallows. Stand fast,

good fate, to his hanging I make the rope of

his destiny our cable, for our own doth little

advantage! If he be not born to be hanged,
our case is miserable. [Ex&unt.

,
Re-enter Boatswain.

Boats. Down with the top-mast; yare;

lower, -lower; bring her to try with main-
course. U cry within.] A plague upon this

howling! They are louder than the weather,
or our office.—

Re-enter Sebastian, Antonio, and Gonzalo

Yet again? What do you here? Shall we ^ve
o^er, arid drown? Have you a mind to sink?

Seb. A pox 0 * your throat! you bawling,

blasphemous, incharitable dog!
Boats. Work you, then.

Ant. Hang, cur, hang! you whoreson, in-

solent noise-maker, we are less afraid to be
drowned than thou art.

Gon. rU warrant him from drowmng;
. though the ship were no stronger than a nut-

shell, and as leaky as an unstanch’d wench.
Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold: set her two

courses; off to sea again, lay her off,

£nfer Mariners, wet.

Mar. All lost! to prayers, to prayers! all

lost! • [Exeunt.

Boats. What, must our mouths be cold?

Gon. The king and prince at prayers! let us
assist them,

For our case is as theirs.

Seb. I am out of patience, [drunkards.

—

Ant, We are merely cheated of our lives by
This wide-chapp’d rascal;—Would thou

mightst lie drowning,
The washing of ten tides!

Gon. He’ll be hanged yet;

Though every drop of water swear against it,

And gape at wid’st to glut him.
[A confused noise within .]—Mercy on us! We
spEt, we split!—Farewell, my wife and children!

Farewell, brother!—We split, we split, we
split!—
Ant Ijct’s all sink with th^ king. [Exit

- Seb. Let’s take leave , of him. [Exit
Gon. How would X give a thousand furlongs

of sea for an acre of barren ground; long heath,
brown furze, any .thing; The wills above be
done! but I would fkin die a dry death. [Exit

Scene IL—The Island; before the Cell of
Prospero.

. Enter ProSpero and Miranda.

Mra. If by youf art, my dearest father, you
have

,Put the wild Waters in this roar, allay them:

The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking
pitch,

But that the sea, mounting to the welkin’s
cheek,

Dashes the fire out. 0, 1 have suffer’d

With those that I saw suffer! a brave vessel,
Who had, no doubt, some noble creatures in her,
Dash’d ail to pieces. 0, the cry did Icnock
Against my very heart! poor souls! they

perish’d.

Had I been any god of power, I would
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e’er

It should the good ship so have swallowed, and
The freighting souls within her.

Pro. Be collected

,

No more amazement; tell your piteous heart,

There’s no harm done.
Mira. 0, woe the day!
Pro. No harm.

I have done nothing but in care of thee,
'

(Of thee, my dear one’ thee, my daughter!) who
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing
Of whence I am; nor that I am more better

Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell,

And thy no greater father.

Mira. More to know
Did never meddle with my thoughts.

Pro. ’Tis time
I should inform thee further. Lend thy hand,
And pluck my magic garment from me.- So,

[Lays down his mantle.
Lie there my art.—Wipe thou thine eyes; have

coriifort.

The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch’d
The very virtue of compa.‘5Sion m thee,

I have with such provision m mine ait

So safely order’d, that there is no soul

—

No, not so much perdition as an hair,

Betid to any creature m the vessel

Which thou heard’st cry, which thou saw’st
sink. Sit down;

For thou must now know further.

Mirc. You have often
Begun to tell me what I am; but stopp’d,

And left me to a bootless inquisition;

Concluding, Stay, not yet, -
JFJfo. The hour’s now come;

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear;

Obey, and be attentive. Canst thou remember
A time before we came unto this cell? [not

I do not think thou canst; for then thou wast
Out three years old.

Mira. Certainly, sir, I can.

Pro. By what? by any other house, or person?
Of any thing the image tell me, that

Hath kept with thy remembrance.
Mira. ’Tis far off;

And rather like a dream than an assurance
That my remembrance warrants; Had I not
Four or five women once, that tended me?‘

,Pro. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda: But
how is it, [else

That this lives in thy mind? What seest thou
In the dark backward and abysm of time?
Ifthou remember’st aught, ere thou cam’st here,
How thou cam’st here, thou mayst.

Mira. But that I do not.

Pro. Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve
years since,
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Thy father was the Duke of Milan, and
A pnnce of power.

Jkfira. Sir, are not you my father?

Pro* Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and
She said—thou wast my daughter; and thy

father

Was Duke of Milan; and his only heir

A princess; no worse issued.

Mira. O, the heavens!
What foul playhad we thatwecamefrom thence;
Or blessed was’t, we did?

Pro. Both, both, my girl;

By foul play as thou say’st, were we heaved
thence;

But blessedly holp hither.

Mira. 0, my heart bleeds
To think o^ the teen that I have turn’d you to,

Which is from my remembrance 1 Please, you,
further.

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call’d

Antonio

—

I pray thee, mark me,—that a brother should

Be so perfi^ous!—he whom, next thyself.

Of all the world I loved, and to him put
The manage of my state; as, at that time,

Through all the signiories it was the first.

And Prospeio the prime duke; being so reputed

In dignity, and, for the liberal arts,

Without a parallel: those being all my study.

The government I cast upon my brother.

Andtomy state grew stranger, beingtransported

And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle—
Dost thou attend me?
Mira, Sir, most heedfuUy*
Pro. Being once perfected how to grant suits,

Blow to deny them; whom to advance, and
whom

To trash for over-topping; new created

The creatures that were mine; I say, or chang’d
them,

Or else new form’d them; having both the key
Of officer and office, set all hearts

To what tune pleased his ear; that now he was
The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk.

And suck’d my verdure out on’t.—Thou
attead'st not;

I pray thee, mark me.
Mira, 0 good sir, I do. [dedicate

Pro, I thus neglecting worldly ends, all

To closeness, and the bettering of my mind
With that, Which, but by being so retired,

O’er-prireid all popular rate, in my false brother

Awaked an evil nature: and my trust,

Like a good parent, did beget of him
A falsehood, in its contrary as great

As my trust was; which had, indeed, no limit,

A confidence sans bound. He being thus
lorded,

Hot only with what my revenue yielded,

Butwhatmy power might else exact,—hke one,

Who having, unto tcum, by telling of it,

Made such a sinner ofMs memory,
To credit Ms own lie,—he did believe

He was the duke; out of the substitution,

And executing the outward face of royal^,

With all prerogative;—Hence Ms ambition
Growing;,—Dost hear?

Mira. Your tale, dr, would cure deafness.

Pro* To have no screen between tMs part he
ifiay^d

And him he play’d it for, he needs will be
Absolute Milan: Me, poor man!—^my hbrary
Wasdukedomlargeenough;oftemporalroyalties
He thinks me now incapable: confederates
(So dryhe was for sway) with the king of Naples,
To give him annual tribute, do him homage;
Subject his coronet to Ms crown, and bend
The dukedom, yetunbowed, (alas, poor Milan !>

To most ignoble stooping. ,*

Mira. 0 the heavens! '

Pro.

'

Mark his condition, and the event; then
If tMs might be a brother. Itell me,
Mira. I should sin

To think but nobly of my grandmother:
Good wombs have home bad sons.

Pro. , Now the condition.
This king of Naples being an enemy
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’s suit;

Which was that he in lieu o’ the premises,

—

Of homage, and I knownothow much tribute,

—

Should presently extirpate me and mine
Out of the dukedom; and confer fair Milan,
With all the honours, on my brother: Whereon,
A treacherous army levied, one midnight
Fated to the purpose, did- Antonio open
The gates of Milan; andi’ the dead of darkness,
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence
Me, and thy crying self.

Mira. Alack, for pity!

1, not rememb’ring how I cried out then.
Will cry it o’er again: it is a hint,

That wrings mine eyes to *t

Pro. Hear a little further,

And then I'll bring thee to the present business
WMch now’s upon us; without the whic. this

Were most impertinent. [story

Mira, Wherefore did they not,

That hour, destroy us?
Pro. Well demanded, wench;

My tale provokes that question. Dear, 'they
durst not;

(So dear the love my people bore me) nor set
A mark so blbody on the business; but
With colours fairer painted their foul ends.
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark;
Boreussomeleagues to sea;where theyprepai’d
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg’d,

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats

Instinctively had quit it: there they hoist us,

To cry to the sea tiiat roar’d to us; to sigh

To the winds, whose pity, sigMng back again,

Did us but loving wrong.
Mira. Alack! what trouble

Was I tihen to you!
Pro. Ola cherubim

^
,

Thou wast, that did preserve me 1 Thou didst

smile,

Infused with a fortitude from heaven,
When I have deck’d the sea with drops full salt;

Under my burden groan’d; which raised in me
An undergoing stomach, to bear np •

Against what should ensue.

Mira. How came we ashore?

Pro. By Providence divine.

Some food we had, and some fresh water, that

A noble Neapolitan, Gonralo,
Out of his charity, (who being then appointed

Master of this demgn,) did give ua; wth
Bich garments, linens, utuffSi'and necessaries,



THE TEMPEST [ACT 1.

Which since have steaded much; so, of his

gentleness,

Knowing I loved my hooks, he furnish’d me,
From my own library, with volumes that

I prize above my dukedom.
Mira, Would I might

But ever see that man!
Pro. ’ Now I arise:

—

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow.

Here in this island we arrived; and here
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit

Than other princes can, that have more time

For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful.

Mira, Heavens thank you for’t I And now,
I pray you, sir,

(For still ’tis beating in my rDind,)your reason
For raising this sea-storm>

Pro. Know thus far forth.

—

By accident most strange, bountiful Fortune,

Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies
Brought to this shore: and by my prescience

I find my zenith doth depend upon
A most auspicious star; whose influence

If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes

Will ever after droop.—Here cease more ques-

tions.

Thou art inclin’d to sleep; ’tis a good dulness.

And give itway;—I know thou canst not choose.
[Miranda sleeps.

Come away, servant, come: I am ready now;
Approach, ray Ariel; come.

Enter Ariel.
[come

Art. All hail, great master
!
grave sir, haiU I

To answer thy best pleasure; be’t to fly.

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride

On the curl’d clouds; to thy strong bidding, task

Ariel and all his quahty.
Pro. Hast thou, spint,

Perform’d to point the tempest that I bade thee?
Art To every article.

I boarded the king’s ship; now on the beak,
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin,

I flamed amazement : Sometimes, I’d divide,

And burn in many places; on the top-mast,

The yards, and bowsprit, would I flame dis-

tinctly,

Then meet and join: Jove’s lightnings, the
precursors

O' the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary
And sight-out-running were not: The fire, and

cracks

Of sulphurous roaring, the most mightyNeptune
Seem’d to besiege, and make his bold waves
Yea, his dread trident shake. [tremble,

Pro. My brave spirit

!

Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil

Would not infect his reason?
Art Not a soul,

But felt a fever of the mad, and play’d

Some tricks of desperation: All, but mariners;
Plung’d in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel,

Then all afire withme : the king’s son, Ferdinand,
With hair up-starmg (then like reeds, not hair),

Was the first man that leap'd; cried# JTen is

And all the devils are here! [empty

^

Pro. Why, that’s my spintl
But was not this nigh shore?

Ari. Close by, my master.

Pro. But are they, Ariel, safe?

Ari. Not a hair perish’d;
On their sustaining garments not a blemish,
Butfresherthan before: and, as thou bad’stme,
In troops I have dispersed them ’bout the isle;

The king’s son have Handed by himself;
Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs,

In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting,

His arms in this sad knot.

Pro. Of the king’s ship.
The mariners, say, how thou hast disposed,
And all the rest o’ the fleet?

Ari. Safely in harbour
Is the king’s ship; in the deep nook, where once
Thou call’dst me up at midnight to fetch dew
Fromthe still-vex’d Bermoothes, there she’s hid

:

The mariners all under hatches stow’d;
Whom, with a charm join’d to their suffer’d

labour,

I have left asleep: and for the rest o’ the fleet,

Which I dispersed, they all have met again;
And are upon the Mediterranean flote,

Bound sadly home for Naples;
Supposing that theysaw the king’s ship wreck’d,
And his great person perish.

Pro. Ariel, thy charge
Exactly is performed; but there’s more work:
What IS the time o’ the day?
An. Past the mid season.

Pro. At least two glasses: The time 'twixt
SIX and now

Must by us both be spent most preciously.
An. Is there more toil? Since thou dost

give me pams,
Betme remember thee what thou hast promis’d.
Which IS not yet perform’d rne.

Pro. How now? moody?
What is’t thou canst demand?
An. My liberty.

Pro. Before the time be out? No more!
Art. 1 pray thee

Remember, I have done thee worthy service;
Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv’d
Without or grudge or grumblings: thou didst

promise
To bate me a full year.

Pro. Dost thou forget
From what a torment I did free thee?
An. No.
Pro. Thou dost; and think’st

It much to tread the ooze of the salt deep;
lo run upon the sharp wind of the north;
To do me business m the veins o’ the earth,

When it is bak’d with frost.

Ari. I do not, sir.

Pro. Thou liest, malignant thing! Hast
thou forgot [envy,

The foul witch, Sycorax, who, with age and
Was grown into a hoop? hast thou forgot her?
An. No, sir.

Pro. Thou hast; Where was she
bom? speak; tell me.

Ari. Sir, in Argier.

Pro. Oh, was she so? 1 must,
Once in a month, recount what thou hast been,
Which thou forget’st. This damn’d witch,

Sycorax,
For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible

To enter human hearing, from Argier,
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TIiou know’st, was banished; for one thing
she did,

They would not take her life: Is not this true?

An. Ay, sir.

Pro. This blear-eyed hagwas hither brought
With child, [slave,

And here was left by the sailors; Thou, my
As thou report’s! thyself, wast then her servant:
And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate

To act her earthy and abhorr’d commands,
Refusing her grand ’bests, she did confine thee,

By help of her more potent nunistors,

And in her most unimtigable rage.

Into a cloven pine; within which rift

Imprison’d, then didst painfully remain
A dozen years; within which space she died.

And left thee there: where thou didst vent thy
groans,

As fast as mill-wheels strike; Then was this

island,

(Save for the son that she did litter here,

A freckled whelp, hag-born,) not honour'd with

A human shape.

Art Yes: Caliban her son.

Pro. Dull tiling, I cay so; he, that Caliban,

Whom now I ke epm service. Thou best know’st

What torment I did find thee in: thy groans
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts

Of over-angry bears; it was a torment
To lay upon the damn’d, wliich Sycorax
Could not again undo; it was mine art,

When I arriv’d, and heard thee, that made gape

The pine, and let thee out.

Aru I thank thee, master

Pro. If thou more murmur’st I will rend an
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till [oak.

Thou hast howl’d away twelve winters.

An, Pardon, master:
I will be correspondent to command,
And do my spntmg gently.

Pro. Do so; and after two days
I will discharge thee.

Ari. That’s my noble master!
What shall I do? say what? what shall I do?

Fro. Go, make thyself like to a nymph o’

the sea;

Be subject to no sight but mine; invisible

To every eye-ball else. Go, take this shape
And hither come in ’t; hence, with diligence.

[Exit Ariel.
Awake, dear heart, awake! thou hast slept well;

Awake

!

Mira. The strangeness of your story put
Heaviness m me.

Pro. Shake it off; Come on;
We’ll visit Caliban, my slave, who never
Yields us kind answer.

Miru. ’Tis a villain, sir,

I do not love to look on.

Fro. But, as ’tis,

We cannot miss him: he does make our fire,

Fetch in our wood; and serves m offices

That profit us. What hoi slave! Caliban!

Thou earth, thoul speak.
’

Cat fWif/im.! XhejMj’s wood enough within.

Fro, Come forth, 1 say; there’s other busi-

ness for thee;
Come forth, thou tortoise i when?

Re-enter Ariel, like a water-nymph*

Fine apparition! My quaint Ariel,
Hark in thine ear.

Ari. My lord, it shall be done. [Fxif.

Pro* Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil
himself

Upon thy wicked dam, come forth!

Enter Caliban.

Cat As wicked dew as e’er my mother
brush’d

With raven’s feather fiom unwholesome fen,
Drop on you both! a south-west blow on ye,

And bbster you all o’er.

Pro* For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt

have cramps,
Side-stitches that shall pen Ihy breath up;

urchins
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work,
All exercise on thee ; thou shalt be pinch’d
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more

stinging

Thaii bees that made them.
Cat I must oat my dinner.

This island’s mine, by Sycorax my mother,
Which thou tak’st from me. When thou

earnest first,

Thou strok’dst me, and mad’st much of me;
wouldst give me

Water with berries in ’t; and teach me how
To name the bigger light, and how the less,

That burn by day and night: and then I lov’d

thee,
And shew’d thee all the qualities o’ the isle.

The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and
fertile;

Cursed be I that did so!—All the charms
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you!
For I am all the subjects that you have,
Which first was mine own king; and here you

sty me
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me
The rest of the island.

Pro. Thou most lying slave,

Whom stripes may move, not kindness: I have
used thee, [thee

Filth as thou art, with human care; and lodged
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate

The honour of my child.

Cat O ho, 0 ho!— would it had been done!
Thou didst prevent me; I had peopled else

This isle with Calibans.

Pro. Abhorred slave;

Which any print of goodness will not take,

Being capable of all ill! I pitied thee,

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee

each hour [savage,

One thing or other: when thou didst not,

Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble

like

A thing most brutish, I endow’d thy purposes
With words that made them known: But thy

vile race, [good natures

Though thou (lids^ learn, had that in ’t which
Could not abide to be with, therefore wast thou

}
Deservedly confined into this rock,

Who hadst deserved more than a prison.

Cat You taught me language; and my
profit on ’t
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Is, I know kow to curse; the red plague rid you,

Por learning me'your language!

Pro. Hag-seed, hence!

Fetch us in fuel; and he quick, thou wert best,

To answer other business. Shrug’st thou,

malice?

If thou neglect’st, or dost unwillin^y

What I command, I’ll rackthee with old cramps;

Fin aU thy bones with aches; make thee roar,

That beasts shall tremble at thy din.

CaL No, pray thee!

—

I must obey: his art is of such power, [Aside,

If woidd control my dam’s god, Setebos,

ijid make a vassal of him.

Pro. So, slave; hence!
[Exit Caliban.

Be-enter Ariel invisible, playing and singing;

lEkDmM(J>following him.

AMEL’S SONG.
Come unto these yellow sands.
And then take hands:

Court’sied when you have, and kiss’d,

(The wild waves whist,)

Foot it featly here and there;
' And sweet sprites, the burden bear.

Hark, hark!
Bur, Bowgh, wotogh, [Duperaedly.

The watch-dogs bark:
Bur, Bowgh, wowgh. [Dispersedltj.

Hark, hark! 1 hear
The stram of strutting chanticlere

Cry, Cock-a-doodle-doo,

Fer. Where should this music be? i’ the air,

or the earth?

It sounds no more:—and sure it waits upon
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank
Weeping again the king my father’s wreck,
•This music crept by me upon the waters;

Allaying both their fury, and my passion,

With its sweet air; thence I have follow’d it.

Or it hath drawn me rather:—But ’tis gone.

Ko, it begins again.

Ariel sings.

Full fathom five thy father lies

;

Of his bones are coral made

;

Those are pearls that were his eyes:
Nothing of him that doth fade,

But doth siSer a sea-chauge
Into something nch and strange.

• Sea-nymphs hourly rmg his knell:
[Burden, dxng-dong.

Harfcl now I hear them,—ding-dong bell.

Per. The ditty does remember my drown’d
father:

—

This is no mortal business, nor no sound
That the earth owes:—I hear it now above me.
Pro. The fringed curtains of thme eye

advance,
And say, what thou seest yond’.

Mifa. What is ’t? a spirit?

lord, how it looks about! Believe me, sir,

It carries a brave form:—But ’tis a spirit.

Pro. No, wench; it eats and sleeps, and
hath such senses [seest,

As we have, such: This gallant, which thou
Was in the wreck: and but he’s something

stain’d
. [call him

With^ef
,
that’sbeauty’s canker, thou might’st

A goodly person: he hdthlost his fellows,
And .strays about to find them.

„ ikf^ra. I mi|d>tt call him

A thing divine; for nothing natural

I ever saw so noble.

Pro. It goes on, Usidfe.

As my soul prompts it:—Spirit, fine spint! I’ll

free thee
Within two days for this.

Fer. • Most sure the goddess
On whom these airs attend!—Vouchsafe, my

prayer
May know, if you remain upon this island;

And that you will some good instruction give,

How I may bear me here; My prime request,
Which I do last pronounce, is, 0 you wonder!
If you be maid or no?
Mira. No wonder, sir;

But certainly a maid.
Fer. My language ! heavens I

—

I am the best of them that speak this speech,
Were I but where ’tis spoken.

Pro. How! the best?
What wert thou, if the king of Naplesheardthee?

Fer. A single thing, as Iamnow, thatwonders
To hear thee speak of Naples: He does hear mq;
And, that he does, I weep: myself am Naples;
Who with mine eyes, ne’er since at ebb, beheld
The long my father wreck’d.
Mira. Alack, for mercy!
Fer. Yes,faith, and all his lords'.the Duke of

And his brave son, being twain. [Milan,
Pro. The Duke of Milan,

And his more braver daughter, could control
thee, [Asiofe.

If now ’twere fit to do’t:—At the first sight
They have changed eyes:—Delicate Ariel,

I’ll set thee free for this!—A word, good sir;

I fear you have done yourself some wrong: a
word.

Afira. Why speaks my father so ungently?
This

Is the third man that e’er I saw; the first

That e’er I sigh’d for: pity, move my father
To be incKned my way!

Fer. 0, if a virgin,

And your affection not gone forth, FUmake you
The queen of Naples.
Pro. Soft, sir; one word more.

—

They are both in either’s powers; but this swift
business

Imustuneasymake, lesttoo lightwinning [Asofe.

Make the prize light.—One word more; I charge
thee,

That thou attend me; thou dost here usurp
The name thou ow’st not; and hast put thyself
Upon this island, as a spy, to win it

*

From me, the lord on’t.

Fer. No, as I am a man.
Mira. There’s nothing ill can dweilin such a

If the ill spirit hive so fair an house, [temple;
Good things will strive to dwell with’t.

Pro. Follow me.—
[To Fbrd,

Speak not you for him; he’s a traitor.—Come.
I’ll manacle thy neck and feet together;
Sea-water sbalt thou drink; thy food shall be
The fresh-brook muscles, wither’d roots, and

husks
Wherein the acorn cradled: Follow.

Fer. No;
I will resist such enterta&ment, till

Mine enemy has more power. [He draws..
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Mira. 0 dear father,

Make not too rash a trial of him, for

He’s gentle, and not fearful.

Pro. What, I say,

My foot my tutor! Put thy sword up, traitor;

Who makest a show,*hut darest not strike, thy
conscience

Is so possess’d with guilt: come from thy ward;
For I can here disarm thee with this stick,

And make thy weapon drop,

jkfzru. Beseech you, father!

Pro. Hence; hang not on my garments.
Mira. Sir, have pity;

I’ll he his surety.

Pro. Silence! one word more
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee.

What!
An advocate for an imposter? hush!
Xhou think’st there are no more such shapes

as he, [wench!
Having seen hut him and Caliban: Foohsh
To the most of men this is a Cahhan,
And they to him are angels.

Mira. My affections

Are then most humble; I have no ambition

To see a goodlier man.
Pro. Come on; obey: [To Ferd.

Thy nerves are in their infancy again,

And have no vigour in them.
Per. So they are;

My spirits, as in a dream, are all hound up.

My father’s loss, the weakness which I feel.

The wreck of all my friends, or this man’s
threats.

To whom 1 am subdued, are but light to me.
Might I but through my prison once a day
Behold this maid: all comers else o’ the earth

Let Uberty make use of; space enough
Have I, in such a prison.

Pro. It works:—Come on.

—

Thou hast done well, fine ArielI—Follow me,

—

[To Feed, and Mm.
Hkrk, what thou else shalt do me. [To Ariel,

Mira. Be of comfort;

My father’s of a better nature, sir,

Than he appears by speech; tlds is unwonted,
Which now came from Mm.

Pro. Thou shalt be as free

As mountain winds: but then exactly do
AJl points of my command.

Ari. To the syllable.

Pro. Come, follow: speak not for Mm.
[Exeunt.

ACT 11.

Scene l.--~-Anofhor part of the Island.

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio,
Gonzalo, Aerian, Francisco, and others.

Gon. Beseech you, sir, be merry: you have
<So have we all) of joy; for our escape [cause

Is much beyond our loss: Our Mnt of woe
Is common; every day, some sailor’s “Wife,

The masters of some merchant, and the
merchant.

Have just our theme of woe : but for the miracle,

I mean our preservatioE, few in millions

Can speak like us: then wisely, good sir, weigh
Our sorrow with our comfort.

AJon, Pr’ythee, peace.

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge.
Ant. The visitor will not give him o’er so.
Seb. Look, he’s winding up the watch of his

By and by it wiU strike. ' [wit;

Gon. Sir,— .

Seb, One,—TeH. [offer’d,

Gon. When every grief is entertain’d, that’s
Comes to the entertainer—
Seb. A dollar.

Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed; you
have spoken truer than you purposed,

Seb. Youhave taken it wiselierthan Imeant
you should.

Gon. Therefore, my lord,

—

Ant. Fye, what a spendthrift is he of his
tongue!

Aton. I pr’ythee spare,

Gon, Well, I have done; But yet—
Seb. He will be talking.

Ant. WMch of them, he, or Adrian, for a
good wager, first begins to crow?

Seb. The old cock.
Ant. The cockrel.

Seb. Done : the wager?
Ant. A laughter,
Seb. A match.
Adr. Though tMs island seem to be desert,

—

Seb. Ha, ha, ha!
Ant. So, you’ve paid. [sible,

—

Adr, Uninhabitable, and almost inacces-
Seb. Yet,—
Adr. Yet,—
Ant. He could not miss it.'

Adr. It must needs be of subtile, tender, and
delicate temperance.

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench.
Seb. Ay, and a subtle ; as he most learnedly

ddivered. [sweetly.
Adr. The air breathes upon us here most
Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten oae^.
Ant. Or, as ’twere perfumed by a feiv
Gon. HereiseverytMngadvantageoustolife.
Ant. True; save means to Hve.
Seb. Of that there’s none, or little, [green!

Gon. Howlushandlustythe grasslookslhow
Ant. The ground, indeed, is tawny

,

Seb, With an eye of green in ’t.

Ant. He misses not much.
Seb. No; he doth butmistake the truth totally.

Goru But the rarity of it is (which is indeed
almost beyond credit)—

Seb. As many vouch’d rarities are.

Gon. Thatourgarments, being, astheywere,
drenched inthe sea, hold, notwithstanding, their
freshness and glosses; being rather new dyed,
than stained with salt water.
Ant If bnt one of fiis pockets could speak,

would it not say, he lies?

Seb. Ay, or v^ry falsely pocketup Ms report.

Gon. Methinks, our garments are now as

fresh as when we put them on first in Africk,

at tile marriage of the king’s fair daughter
Claribel to the king of Tunis.
Seb. ’Twas a sweet marriage, and we pros*

per well in our return.
Adr. Tunis was never graced before with

such a paragon to their queen.
Gm. Not since widow Dido’s time.

,

Ant. Widow? a pox o’ that! Ho-^ came
that widow in? Widow' Dido I
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iSe&. What if he had said, widower jffineas

too? £OOd lord, how you take it!

Adr, Widow Dido, said you? you make me
study of that: She was of Carthage, not of Tunis.

Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage.
Adr, Carthage?
Gon* 1 assure you, Carthage. [harp.

Ant His word is more than the miraculous
Seb, He hath raised the wail, and houses too*

Ant What impossible matter will he make
easy next?

Seb. I think he will carry this island home in
his pocket, and give it his son for an apple.

Ant And, sowing the kernels of it in the
sea, bring forth more islands.

Gon. Ay?
Ant Why, in good time.
Gon, Sir, we were talking, that our garments

seem now as fresh as when we were at Turns at

the marriage of your daughter,who isnow queen.
Ant And the rarest that e’er came there.
Seb. ’Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido.
Ant. 0, widow Dido; ay, widow Dido.
Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the

first day I wore it? I mean, in a sort.

Ant That sort was well fish’d for.

Gon. When I wore it at your daughter’s
marriage? [against

Alon, You cram these words into mine ears,
The stomach of my sense: Would I had never
Mamedmy daughter there ! for, coming thence,
My son is lost; and, in my rate, she too,
Who is so far from Italy removed,
I ne’er again shall see her. O thou mine heir
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish
Hath made his meal on theel

Fran. Sir, he may live;

I saw him heat the surges under him,
And ride upon their backs; he trod the water,
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted
The surge most swoln that met him; his bold

head
’Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar’d
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke
Totheshore,thato'erhiswave-wornbasis bow’d,
As stooping to relieve him; I not doubt
He came alive to land.

Alon. No, no, he’s gone.
Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this

great loss; [daughter,
That would not bless our Europe with your
But rather lose her to an African;
Where she, at least, is banish’d from your eye,
Who hath cause to wet the grief on ’t.

' 4^?”* Pr’ythee, peace,
Seb. You were kneel’d to, and importun’d

otherwise
By all of us; and the fair soul herself
Weigh’d, between lothness and obedience, at
Which end o’ the beam she’d bow. We have

lost your son,
I fear, for ever: Milan and Naples have
More widows in them of this business’ maldng,
Than we bring men to comfort them: the fault’s
Your own.
Alon, So is the dearest of the loss.
Gon, My lord Sebastian,

The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness,Md time to speak it in; you rub the sore,
When you should bring the plaster.

Geb. Very well.
Ant And most chirurgeonly.
Gon, It is foul weather in us all, good sir,

When you are cloudy.
Seb. Foul weather?
Ant Very foul.
Gon. Had I aplantation ofthis isle,mylord,

—

Ant. He’d sow it with nettle-seed.
Seb. Or docks, or mallows.
Gon, Andwere the kingof it, whatwould Ido?
Seb. ’Scape being dmnk, for want of wine

.

Gon. I’ the commonwealth, I would by con-
Execute all things: for no kind of traffic [traries
Would I admit, no name of magistrate;
Letters should not be known; no use of service,
Of riches, or of poverty; no contracts,
Successions; bound ofland, tilth, vineyard, none

:

No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil:

No occupation; all men idle, all;

And women too, but innocent and pure:
No sovereignty.—

Seb. And yet he would be king on ’t.

j4nf. The latter end of his commonwealth
forgets the beginning. [duce

Gon. All things in common nature should pro-
Without sweat or endeavour: treason, felony,
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine,
Would I not have ; but nature should bring forth,
Of its own kind, all foison, all abundance,
To feed my innocent people.

Seb. No marrying ’mong his subjects?
Ant. None, man; all idle; whores and knaves.
Gon. I wouldwith suchperfection govern, sir.

To excel the golden age.
Seb. Save his majesty.
Ant. Long live Gonzalo!
Gon. And, do you mark me, sir?-
Alon. Pr’ythee, no more: thou dost* talk

nothing to me.
Gon. I do well believe your highness; and

did it to minister occasion to these gentlemen,
who are of such sensible and nimble lungs, that
they always use to laugh at nothing.
Ant ’Twas you we laugh’d at.

Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling, am
nothing to you: so you may continue, and
laugh at nothing still.

Ant What a blow was there given!
Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long,

Gon. You are gentlemen of brave mettle; you
would lift the moon out of her sphere, if she
would continuem it five weeks without changing.

Enter Ariel invisible, playing solemn musk.

Seb. We would so, and then go a bat-fowHng.
Ant. Nay, good my lord, be not angry.
Gon. No, I warrant you; I will not adven-

ture my discretion so weakly. Will you laugh
me asleep, for I am very heavy?

Ant. Go sleep, and hear us.

[All sleep but ^ON. Seb. and km*
Alon. What, all so soon asleep! I wish nriiie

eyes [I find
Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts:
They are inclined to do so.

Seb* Please you, sir,

Do not omit the heavy offer of it:

It seldom visits sorrow; when it doth,
It is a comforter.
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Ant. We two, my lord,

Will guardyour person, wMle you take your rest.

And watch your safety.

Alon. Thank you: wondrous heavy -

[Alonso sleeps. Exit Ariel.

Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses
them?

Ant. It is the quahty o’ the climate.

Seb. Why
Doth it not then our eyelids sink! I find not

Myself disposed to sleep.

Ant. Nor I; my spirits are nimble.

They fell together all, as by consent;

They dropp’d, as by a thunder-stroke. What
might, [more:

—

Worthy Sebastian?—0 what might?—No
And yet, methinks, I see it in thy face,

What thou shouldst be: the occasion speaks
thee, and

My strong imagination sees a crown
Dropping upon thy head.

Seb. What, art thou waking?
Ant. Do you not hear me speak?
Seb. I do; and, surely,

It is a sleepy language; and thou speak’ st

Out of thy sleep: What is it thou didst say?
This is a strange repose, to be asleep [ing,

With eyes wide open, standing, speaking, mov-
And yet so fast asleep.

Ant Noble Sebastian, [wink’st

Thou lett’st thy fortune sleep—die rather.

Whiles thou art waking.
Seb. Thou dost snore distinctly;

There’s meaning in thy snores.

Ant. I am more serious than my custom: you
Must be so too, if heed me, which to do
Trebles thee o’er.

Seb. Well, I am standing water.

Ant. I’ll teach you how to flow.

Seb. Do so: to ebb,
Hereditary sloth instructs me.
Ant 0,

If you but knew, how you the purpose cherish,

Wlules thus you mock it! how, in stripping it,

You more mvest it! Ebbing men, indeed.
Most often do so near the bottom run.

By their own fear, or sloth.

Seb. Pr’ythee, say on:
The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim
A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed.

Which throes thee much to yield.

Ant. Thus, sir:

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this.

Who shall be of as little memory
When he is earth’d, hath here almost persuaded
(For he’s a spirit of persuasion only)

The Mng, his son’s alive: ’tis as impossible
That he’s uudrown’d as he that sleeps here

iSeb. I have no hope [swims
That he’s undrown’d.
Ant 0, out of that no hope.

What great hope have you! no hope, that way, is

Another way so high an hope, that even
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond,
But doubts discovery there. Will you grant,

with me.
That Ferdinand is drown’d?

Seb. He’s gone.
Ant Then, tell jne,

Who’s the next heir of Naples?

Seb. Claribel.

Ant She that is queen of Tunis: she that
dwells

Ten leagues beyond man’s life, she that from
Naples

Can have no note, unless the sun were post
(The man i’ the moon’s too slow,) till new-born
Be rough and razorable; she, from whom [chms
We were all sea-swallow’d, though some cast

again;
And, hy that, destined to perform an act,

Whereof what’s past is prologue; what to come,
In yours and my discharge.

iScb. What stuff is this?—How say you?
’Tis true, my brother’s daughter’s queen of

Turns*
So is she heir of Naples; ’twixt which regions
There is some space.

Ant A space whose every cubit
Seems to cry out, How shall that Claribel

Measure usback to Naples?—Keepm Turns,
And let Sebastian wake!—Say, this were death
That now hath seized them; why, they were

no worse
Than now they are: There be, that can rule

Naples,
As well as he that sleeps; lords, that can prate
As amply and unnecessarily

As this Gonzalo; I myself could make
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore
The mind that I do! what a sleep were this

For your advancement ! Do you understandme?
Seb Methinks, I do.

Ant And how does your content
Tender your own good fortune?

Seb. I remember,
You did supplant your brother Prospeio.
Ant True:

And, look, how well my garments sit upon me;
Much feater than before: My brother’s servants
Were then my fellows, now they are my men.

Seb. But, for your conscience—
Ant Ay, sir; where lies that? if it were a

kybe,
’Twould put me to my slipper: But I feel not
This deity in my bosom; twenty consciences,
That stand ’twixt me and Milan, candied be

they, [brother,

And melt, ere they molest! Here lies your
No better than the earth he lies upon,
If he were that which now he’s hfce* whom I,

With this obedient steel, three inches of it,

Can lay to bed for ever: whiles you, doing thus
To the perpetual wmk for aye might put
This ancient morsel, this Sir Prudence, who
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest,

They’ll take suggestion, as a cat laps milk;

They’ll tell the clock to any business that

We say befits the hour.

Seb. Thy case, dear friend.

Shall be my precedent; as thou gott’st Milan,
I’ll 'come by Naples. Draw thy sword: one

stroke [pay’st;

Shall free thee from the tribute which thou
And I the king shall love thee.

Ant Draw together:

And when 1 rear my hand, do you the like,

To fall it on Gonzalo.
Seb. O, but one word.

[Theif converse apart
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Music. Re-^nter Ariel, invisible.

Ari. Mjr master tjiroiigji his art forsees the

danger {forth,

—

That these his friends, are in; and sends me
Por else his project dies,—to keep the living.

[Sinfirs in Gonzalo's ear.

While you here do snoring he.
Open-eyed conspiracy
His time doth take

:

If of life you keep a care,

Shake off slumber, and beware:
Awake! Awake!

Ant Then let us both be sudden.
Gon. Now, good angels, preserve the king!

[They awake.

Alon. Why, how now, hoi awake! Why
are you drawn?

Wherefore this ghastly looking?

Gon. What’s the matter?

Seh. Whiles we stood here securing your
repose,

Even now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing

Like bulls, or rather Hons; did it not wake you?

It struck mine ear most terribly.

Alon. 1 heard nothing.

'Ant O, ’twas a din to fright a monster’s ear;

To make an earthquake I sure it was the roar

Of a whole herd of Hons.
Alon. Heard you this, Gonzalo?
Gon. TJpon mne honour, sir, I heard a

humming, [me:
And that a strange one too, which did awake
I shaked you, sir, and cried; as mine eyes

open’d,

I saw their weapons drawn:—-there was a noise,

That’s verity:/Best stand upon our guard;
Or that we quit this place: let’s draw our

weapons. [further search
Alom lead off this ground; and let’s make

For my poor son.

Gon. Heavens keep him from these beasts!

Eor he is, sure, i’ the island.

Alon. Lead away.
Ari. Prospero my lord shall know what I

have done: [Aswic.

So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. [Exeunt

Scene II.

—

Another part of the Island.

Enter Caliban, with a burden of wood.
A noise of thunder heard.

Cat All the infections that the sun sucks up
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and

make him
By inch-meal a disease! His spirits hear me,
And yet I needs must curse, But they’ll nor

pinch, [mire,

Flight me wim urchin-shows, pitch me i’ the
Nor lead me, Hke a firebrand, in the dark

;

Out of my way, unless he bid them; but
,

For every trifle they are set upon me : !

SometimeHke apes, thatmoe and chatter at me,
And after, bite me; thenHke hedge-hogs, which
Lie tumblingin my bare-foot way, and mount '

Their pricks at my foot-faH; sometimie am I '

All wound with adders, who, with cloven
tongues,

Do hiss me into madness:—Lo! now! lo!

Enter Trincdlo.

Here comes a spirit of Ms; and to torment me,
For bringing wood in slowly: I’ll faU flat;

Perchance he will not mind me.
Trin. Here’s neither bush nor shrub, to bear

off any weather at aU, and another storm brew-
ing; I hear it sing i’ the wind; yond same
black cloud, yond huge one, looks Hke a foul
bumbard that would shed Ms Hquor. If it

should thunder, as it did before, I know not
where to Mde my head: yond same cloud can-
not choose but fall by pailfuls.—What have we
here? a man or a fish? dead or aHve? A fish:

he smells Hke a fish: a very ancient and fish-

hke smeH; a kind of, not of the newest, Poor-
John. A strange fish! Were I m England
now (as once I was), and had but this fish

painted, not a hoHday fool there but would give
a piece of silver: there would tMs monster
make a man; any strange beast there makes a
man: when they will not give a doit to reheve
a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to see a
dead Indian. Legg’d hke a man! and Ms fins

Hke arms! Warm, o’ my troth! I do now
let loose my opimon, hold it no longer; this is

no fish, but an islander, that hath lately suffered

by a thunder-bolt. [Thunder.] AJas! the
storm is come again: my best way is to creep
under his gaber^e; there is no other shelter

hereabout: Misery acquaints a man wi^
strange bedfeUows. I will here shroud, tiU

the dregs of the storm be past.

Enter Stephano singing; a bottle in his hand.

Sie. 1 shall no more to sea, to sea,
Here shall I die ashore;

—

TMs i« a very scurvy tune to sing at a man’s
funeral: Well, here’s my comfort. [Drinks.

The master, the swabber, thO boatswain, and I,

The gunner, and his mate,
Lov’d Mall, Meg, and Mariam and Margery,

But none ofus car’d for Kate: *

For she had a tongue with a tang,
Would cry to a sailor, Go, hangi

She lov’d not the savour of far nor of pitch.

Yet a tailor might scratch her where’er she did itch

:

Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang.

TMs is a scurvy tune too: But here’s my
comfort. [Drinks.

Cal. Do not torment me; Oh!
Ste. What’s the matter? Have we devils

here? Do you put tricks upon us with savages,
and men of Inde? Ha! I have not ’scaped
drowning, to be afeard now of your four legs;

for it hath been said, As proper a man as ever
went onfourlegs cannotmakeMm give ground:
and it shall be said so again, while Stephano
breathes at nostrils-

Cal. The spirit torments me; Oh I

Ste. TMs is some monster of the Me, with
four legs: who hath got, as I take it, an ague:
Where the devH should he learn our language?
I will give Mm some relief, if it be but for that:

If I can recover him, and keep Mm tame, and
get to Naples with Mm, he’s a present for any
emperor that ever trod on neat’s leather.

’

Cat Do not torment me, pr’ytheej
I’U bring my wood home faster.

Ste. He’s in Ms fit now; and does not talk

after the wisest. He shall taste of my bottle:
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if he have never drank wine afore, it will go
near to remove his fit. If I can recover him,

and keep him tame, I will not take too much
for him: he shall pay for him that hath him,
and that soundly. [wilt

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt; thou
Anon; I know it by thy trembling;

Now Prosper works upon thee.

Ste. Come on your ways; open your mouth:
here is that which will give language to you,

cat; open your mouth: this will shake your shak-

ing, I can tell you, and that soundly: you cannot
tell who’s your friend: open your chaps again.

Trm. 1 should know that voice: It should
be—But he is drowned; and these are devils:

Oh r defend me!

—

Ste. Four legs and two voices; a most deli-

cate monster! His forward voice now is to

speak well of his friend; his backward voice is

to utter foul speeches, and to detract. If all

the wine in my bottle will recover him, I will

help his ague: Come—Amen! 1 will pour some
in thy other mouth.

Trin. Stephano,

—

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy!
mercy! This is a devil, and no monster: I

will leave him; I have no long spoon.

Trin. Stephano!—if thou beest Stephano,
touch me, and speak to me; for I am Trinculo;

—be not afeard,—thy good friend Trmculo.
Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth; I’ll

pull thee by the lesser legs: if any be Trinculo’s

legs, these are they. Thou art very Trmculo
indeed: How cam’st thou to be the siege of

this moon-calf? Can he vent Trinculos?

Trin. I took him to be killed with a thunder-
stroke:—But art thou not drowned, Stephano?
I hope, now, thou art not drowned. Is the
storm over-blown? I hid me under the dead
moon-calf’s gaberdine for fear of the storm.
And art thou living, Stephano? O Stephano,
two Neapolitans ’scaped!

Ste. Pr’ythee, do not turn me about; my
stomach is not constant. [sprites.

Cal. These be fine things, and if they be not
That’s a brave god, and bears celestial liquor:

I will kneel to him.
Ste. How didst thou ’scape? how cam’st

thou hither? swear by this bottle, how thou
cam’st hither. I escaped upon a butt of sack,

which the sailors heaved overboard, by this

bottte! which 1 made of the bark of a tree,

with mine own hands, since I was cast ashore.
Cal. I’E swear, upon that bottle, to be thy

True subject; for the liquor is not earthly.

Ste, Here; swear then how thou escap’dst.

Trin, Swam ashore, man, like a duck; I

can swim like a duck, I’ll be sworn.
Ste. Here, Mss the book: Though thou

canst swim like a duck, thou art made like a
goose.

Trin. 0 Stephano, hast any more of this?

Ste. The whole butt, man; my cellar is in a

rock by the sea-side, where my wine is hid.

How now, moon-calf? how does thine ague?
Cal, Hast thou not droimed from heaven?
Ste. Out o’ the moon, I do assure thee: I

was the man i’ the moon, when time was.
Cal, I have seen thee in her, and I do adore

thee;

D
'

My mistress showed me thee, and thy dog and
bush.

Ste. Come, swear to that; kiss the book: I
will ^nish it anon with new contents: swear.

Trin. By this good hght, this is a very shal-
low monster:—I afeard of him? a very weak
monster;—The mani’ the moon!—a most poor
credulous monster: Well drawn, monster, in
good sooth.

Cal, I’ll show thee every fertile inch o’ the
island;

And kiss thy foot: I pr’ythee, be my god.
Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and

drunken monster; when his god’s asleep, he’ll

rob his bottle.

Cal. I’ll kiss thy foot: I’ll swear myself thy
subject.

Ste. Come on, then; down, and swear.
Trin. I shall laugh myself to death at this

puppy-headed monster: a most scurvy monster!
I could find in my heart to beat him,

—

Ste. Come, kiss.

Trin. —but that the poor monster’sm drink.

An abominable monster!
Cal. I’ll show thee the best springs; I’ll

pluck thee berries;

I’ll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough.
A plague upon the tyrant that I serve!
I’ll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee.
Thou wondrous man.

Trin. A most ridiculous monster! to make
a wonder of a poor drunkard.

Cal. I pr’y^ee, let me bring thee where
crabs grow;

And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts,

Show thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee how
To snare the mmble marmozet; I’ll bring thee
To clust’ring Mberts, and sometimes I’ll get

thee
/

Young sea-mells from the rock: Wilt thou go
with me?

Ste. I pr’ythee now lead the way, without
any more talking.—Trinculo, the king and all

oui company else being drowned, we will in-

herit here.—Here; [To Cal.] bear my bottle.

Fellow Trmculo, we’ll fill him by and by again.

Cal. Farewell, master; farewell, farewell.

[Sings drunkenly.
Trin. A howling monster; a drunken monster
Cal. No more dams Pit make for fish;

Nor fetch m firing

At requiring.

Nor scrape trencher, nor wash dish;

*Ban 'Ban, Ca—Caliban,

Has a new master—Cef a new man.
Freedom, hey-day! hey-day, freedom! freedom,

hey-day, freedom!
Ste. 0 brave monster! lead the way [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Be/orc Prospero’s Cell*

Enter Ferdinanii, hearing a log.

Fer. There be some sports are painful, and
their labour

Delight in them sets ofi: some kinds of baseness

Are nobly undergone; and most poor matters

Point to rich gods. This my mean task would
be

As heavy to me, as ’tis odious; but



THE TEMPEST [act hi.

The mistress which I serve quickens what^s
dead,

And makes my labours pleasures: Oh, she is

Ten times more gentle than her father’s

crabbed;
And he’s composed ofharshness. Imustremove
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up,

Upon a sore injunction. My sweet mistress

Weeps when she sees me work; and says such
baseness

Had never hke executor. I forget: [labours,

But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my
Most busy, least when I do it.

Enter Miranda, and Prospero at a distance,

Mira. Alas, now! pray you.

Work not so hard: I would the lightning had
Burntup those logs that you are enjoin’d to pile

'

Pray, set it down, and rest you: when this bums,
’ Twill we ep for having weaned you. My father

Is hard at study; pray, now, rest yourself;

He’s safe for these three hours,

Fer. O most dear mistress,

The sun will set before I shall discharge
What I must stnve to do.

Mira. If you’ll sit down,
I’U bear your logs the while: pray, give me that,

I’ll carry it to the pile.

Fer. No, precious creature:

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back,
Than you should such dishonour undergo,
While I sit lazy by.

Mira. It would become me
As well as it does you: and I should do it

With much more ease; for my good will is to it,

And yours agamst.
Pro. [Aside.] Poor worm! thou art infected;

This visitation shows it.

Mira. You look weainly,

Fer. No, noble mistress; ’tis fresh morning
with me

When you are by at mght. 1 4o beseech you,

Chiefly that I imght set in my prayers,

What is your name?
Mira. Miranda:--0 my father,*

I have broke your ’hest to say sol

Fer. Admir’d Miranda!
Indeed the top of admiration; worth
What’s dearest to the world! Full many a lady
I have eyed with best regard; and many a time
The harmony of their tongues hathinto bondage
Brought my too diligent ear: for several virtues

Have I lik’d several women: never any
With so full soul, but some defect in her
Bid quarrel with the noblest grace she owed,
And put it to the foil: but you, 0 you,

So perfect and so peerless, are created
Of every creature’s best.

Mtra. I do not know
One of my sex! no woman's face remember,
Save, from my glass, mine own; nor have I seen
More that I may call men, than you, good

friend,

And my dear father: how features are abroad,
I am skill-less of; but, by my modesty,

—

The jewel in my dower,—I would not wish
Any companion in the world but you;
Nor can imagination form a shape,
Besides yourself, to like of. But I prattle

Something too wildly, and my father’s precepts
Therein forget. ^

Fer. 1 am, in my condition,

A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king,

—

I would, not so!—and would no more endure
This wooden slavery than I would suffer

The flesh-fly blow my mouth. Hear my soul
speak:

The very instant that I saw you, did
My heart fly to your service; there resides,
To make me slave to it; and for your sake
Am I this patient log-man.
Mira. Do you love me?
Fer. O heaven, 0 earth, bear witness to this

sound,
And crown what I profess with kind event.
If I speak true! if hollowly, invert

What best is boded me to mischief! I,

Beyond all limit of what else i* the world,
Do love, prize, honour you.
Mira. 1 am a fool

To weep at what I am glad of.

Pro. [Aside.] Fair encounter
Of two most rare affections ! Heavensram grace
On that which breeds between them!

Fer. Wherefore weep you?
Mira. At mine unworthiness, that dare not

offer

What I desire to give; and much less take
What I shall die to want. But this is trifling;

And all the more it seeks to hide itself, [cunning;
The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence!
I am your wife, if you will marry me;
If not, I’U die your maid: to be your feUow
You may deny me; but I’ll be your servant
Whether you will or no.

Fer, My mistress, dearest.

And I thus humble ever.

Mira. My husband, then?
Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing

As bondage e’er of freedom: here’s my hand,
Mira, ^d mine, with my heart in ’t: and

now fareweU
Till half an hour hence.

Fer. A thousand! thousand!
[Exeunt Ferd. and Mira.

Pro. So glad of this as they I cannot be,
Who are surpnsed withal; but my rejoicing

At nothing can be more. I’U to my book;
For yet, ere supper time, must I perform
Much business appertainmg.

Scene II.—Another J>art of the Island.

Enter Stephano and Trincxilo; Caliban
following with a bottle.

Ste. Tell not me;—when the butt is out, we
will drink water; not a drop before: therefore
bear up, and board ’em: Servant-monster,
drink to me,

Trin. Servant-monster! the foUy of this

island! They sty there’s but five upon tMs
isle; we are three of them; if the other two be
brained like us, the state totters.

Ste. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid
thee; thy eyes are almost set in thy head,

Trin. Where should they bo set else? he
were a brave monster indeed, if they were set
in his tail.



THE TEMPEST 13

Ste* My man-monster hath drowned his

tongue in sack: for my part, the sea cannot
(^own me: I swam, ere I could recover the
shore, five-and-thirty leagues, off and on, by
this light.—Thou shdt he my lieutenant, mon-
ster, or my standard. [standard.

Trin, Your lieutenant, il you list; he’s no
Ste. We’ll not run, monsieur-monster.
2Wn. Nor go neither: hut you’ll lie, like

dogs; and yet say nothing neither.

Ste. Moon-call, speak once in thy life, if thou
beest agood moon-calf.
CaL How does thy honour? Let me lick

thy shoe.

PU not serve him; he is not valiant.

Trin, Thou liest, most ignorant monster: I

am in case to justle a constable. Why, thou
deboshed fish thou, was there ever a man a
coward that hath drunk so much sack as I to-

day? Wilt thou tell a monstrous lie, being
but half a fish and half a monster?
Cal Lo, how he mocks me! wilt thou let

him, my lord?

Trin. Lord, quoth he!—^that a monster
should be such a natural!

Cal Lo, lo again! bite him to death, I

pr*ythee.

Ste. Tiincxdo, keep a good tongue in your
head: if you prove a mutineer, the next tree.

—

The poor monster’s my subject, and he shall

not suffer indignity.

Cal 1 thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be
pleased to hearken once again to the suit I

made thee?
Ste. Marry will I: kneel and repeat it; I

will stand, and so shall Trinculo.

Bnter Awel, invisible.

Cal. As 1 told thee before, I am subject to a
tyrant; a sorcerer, that by his cunning hath
cheated me of this island.

Ari. Thou liest.

Cal Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou;
I would my valiant master would destroy thee!

I do not lie.

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more
in his tale, by this hand, I will supplant some
of your teeth.

Trin. Why, I said nothing.

Ste. Mum,then,andnomore.

—

[ToCALiBAir.]

Proceed.
Cal, I say, by sorcery ho got this isle;

From me he got it. If thy greatness will

Revenge it on him—for 1 know thou dar’st,

But this thing dare not.

Ste That’s most certain.

Cal Thou shaltbe lord of it^ and I’ll serve thee.

Ste, How now shall this be compassed?
Canst thou bring me to tbe party? [asleep,

CaL Yea, yea my lord; I’U jdeld him thee
Where thou mayst knock a nail Into his head.

Ari. Thou liest; thou canst noL [patch!

—

Col. What a pied ninny’s this? Thou scurvy
I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows,
And take his botfie fromMm: when that’s gone
He shall drink nought but brine; for I’U not

show him
Where the quick freshes are.

Ste. Trinculo, run into no farther danger!
interrupt the monster one word further, and,

by this hand, I’U turn my mercy out of doors,
and make a stock-fish of thee.

Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing,
ru go further off.

Ste. Didst thou not say, he lied?

Ari. ThouUest.
Ste. Do I so? take thou that. [SfnT^es Aim.]

As you like tMs, give me the lie another time.
Trin, I did not give the lie.—Out o* your

wits and hearing too? A pox o* your bottle!

tMs can sack and drinking do.—A murrain on
your monster, and the devU take your fingers!

Cal Ha, ha, ha!
Ste. Now, forward with your tale. Pr’ythee,

stand further off.

Cal. Beat Mm enough: after a little time,
I’U beat him too.

Ste. Stand further.—Come, proceed.
Cal. Why, as I told thee, ’fis a custom with him
r the afternoon to sleep: there thou mayst brain

him,
Having first seized Ms books; or with a log
Batter Ms skuU, or paunchMm with a stake.
Or cut Ms wezand mth thy knife. Remember,
First to possess Ms books; for without tiiem
He’s but a sot, as 1 am, nor hath not
One spirit to command: they aU do hate him
As rootedly as I. Bum but Ms books.
He has brave utensils,—for so he caUs them,

—

WMch, when he has a house, he’U deck withal.

And that most deeply to consider is

The beauty of Ms daughter; he himself
CaUs her a nonpareil; I never saw woman,
But only Sycorox my dam and she;

But she as far surpasseth Sycorax,
As great’st does least.

Ste. Is it so brave a lass?

Cal. Ay, lord; she wiU become thy bed, 1war-
rant,

And bring Ihee forth,brave brood.
Ste. Monster, 1 wiU kiU tMs man: his

daughter and I will be king and queen;—save
our graces!—and Trinculo and thyself shaU be
viceroys.—Dost thou like the plot, Trinculo!

Trin. £xceUent.
Ste. Oive me thy hand; 1 am sorry I beat

thee: but while thou livest, keep a good tongue
in thy head.
Cal WitMn tMs half hour wiU he be asleep;

WUt thou destroy Mm then?
Ste. Ay, on mine honour.
Ari. This wiU I teU my master.
Cd. Thou mak’st me merry: I am full of

pleasure;

Let us be jocund: wiU you troll the catch
You taught me but wMle-ere?

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason,
any reason. Come on, Trinculo, let us sing.

[Sinas.
FUnU 'em, and aeoid 'em; and seaut 'em andflotU 'em;
Thoiight is free.

Cal That’s not the tune.

[Ariel plays the tune on a tabor and pipe.

Ste. What is tMs same?
Trin. TMs is the tune of our catch, played

by the picture of Nobody.
Ste. If thou beest a man, show thyself in thy

likeness: if thou beest a devil, take’t as thou
list

Trin. 0, forgive me my sins!
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Ste, He that dies, pays all debts: I defy
thee:—Mercy upon us!

Cal. Art thou afeard?
Ste, Ho, monster, not 1.

Cal, Bo not afeard; the isle is full of noises,

Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight and
hurt not.

Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments
Willhumaboutmine ears; andsometimes voices,
That, if 1 then had waked after long sleep.

Will make me sleep again; and then, in

dreaming, [riches

The clouds, me^ought, would open and show
Ready to drop upon me: that, when 1 waked,
I cried to dream again.

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me,
where I shall have my music for nothing.
“ Cat. When Prospero is destroyed.

Ste. That shall be by and by: I remember
the story.

Trin. The sound is going away: let’s follow

'it, and after, do our work.
Ste. lead, monster, we’ll follow.—I would

I could see this taborer: he lays it on,

Trin. Wilt come? I’ll follow, Stephano,
\Bxeimt

Scene 111.—Another part of the Island.

Enter Alonzo, Sebastian, Antonio,
Gonzalo, Adrian, Francisco, and others

Gon. By’r lakin, I can go no further, sir;

My old bones ache: here’s a maze trod, indeed,
Through forth-rights and meanders! by your
I needs must rest me. [patience.

Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee.

Who am myself attach’d with weariness,
To the duUing of my spirits: sit down, and rest.

Even here I wiU put off my hope, and keep it

No longer for my flatterer: he is drown’d
Whom thus we stray to find: and the sea mocks
Our frustrate search on land. Well, let him go.

Anf. I am right glad that he’s so out of hope.
[Aside to Seb.

Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose.

That you resolved to effect.

Seb. The next advantage
Will we take thoroughly. [Aside to Ant.

Ant. Ustde to Seb.] Let it be tonight;

For, now they are oppress’d with travel, they
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance,

As when they are fresh.

Seb, [Aside to ANT.] I say tonight; no more.

Solemn and strange music; and Prospero
above, invisible. Enter several strange
Shapes, bringing in a bariquet; they dance
about it with gentle actions of salutation,

and inviting the King, &c., to eat, they
depart

'

Atom What harmony is this? My good
friends hark!

Gon. Marvellous sweet'musicl
Alan. Give us kind keepers, heavens! What

were these?
Seb. A living drollery: now I will believe,

That there are unicorns; that, in Arabia
There is one tree, the phoenik’ throne; one
At this hour reignmg there. * [phoenix i

' ru believe both;
,

And what does else want credit, come to me,
And rU be sworn ’tis true : travellers ne’er did he

.

Though fools at home condemn them.
Gon. If in Naples

I should report this now, would they believe me’
If I should say, I saw such islanders,™
For, certes, these are people of the island,—
Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet,

note,

Their manners are more gentle-kind than of

Our human generation you shall find

Many, nay, almost any.

Pro. Honest lord,

Thou hast said wall; for some of you there
present

Are worse than devils. [Asilde,

Alon. I cannot too much muse,
Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound,

expressing,

—

Although they want the use of tongue,™a kind
Of excellent dumb discourse.

Pro. Praise in departing. [Aatcfe.

Fran. They vanish’d strangely.

Seb. No matter, since

They have left their vidnds behind; for we have
stomachs,

—

Will’t please you taste of what is here?
Alon. Not I.

Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear. When
we were boys, [eers.

Who would believe that there were mountain-
Dew-lapp’d like bulls, whose throats had hang-

ing at them
Wallets of flesh? or that there were such men,
Whose heads stood in their breasts? which now

we find.

Each putter-out of one for five, will bring us
Good warrant of.

Alon. X will stand to, and feed,

Although my last: no matter, since I feel,

The best is past:—Brother, my lord the duke,
Stand to, and do as we.

Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariel like a
harpy; claps his wings upon the table, and
with a quaint device the banquet vanishes,

Ari. Youare threemen of sin,whomdestiny,—
That hath to instrument this lower world,
And what is in ’t,™the never-surfeited sea
Hath caused to belch up; and on this island
Where man doth not inhabit; you ’mongst men
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad;
And even with such like valour, men hang and
Their proper selves, [drown

[Alon., Seb. &c., draw their stmrds.
You fools! I and my fellows

Are ministers of fate; the elements,
Ofwhom your swords are temjper’d, may as well
Woundthe loudwinds, orwithfeemochfd-atstabs
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminisdi

One dowle that’s in my plume; my feUoyr-
ministers

Are like invulnerable; if you could hurt,

Yourswordsarenowtoomassyforyourstrengths,
And will not be uplifted. But, remember,™
For that’s my business to you,™that you three
From Milan did supplant good Prospero;
Expos’d unto the sea, which hath re<|uit it,

Him, and his innocent child : for which foul deed
The powers, delaying, not forgetting have
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Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the
creatures.

Against your peace: Thee, of thy son, Alonzo,
They have bereft; and do pronounce by me,
Lingering perdition,—worse than any death
Can be at once,—shall step by step attend
You and your ways; whose wraths to guard

you from,

—

Which here, in this most desolate isle; else falls

Uponyourheads,— is nothingbutheart’s sorrow,
And a clear life ensuing,

He mnishes in thunder: then, to soft music,
enter the Shapes again, and dance with mops
and mows, and carry out the table.

Pro. [Aside.]Bravely the figure of this harpy
hast thou

Perform’d, my Ariel; a grace it had devounng:
Of my ins^uction hast ^ou nothing ’bated.

In what thou hadst to say: so, with good life.

And observation strange, my meaner ministers

Their several kinds have done: my high charms
And these, mine enemies, are all knit up [work.

In their distractions: they now are in my power,
And m these fits I leave them, whilst I visit

Young Ferdinand,—who they suppose is

And his and my loved darling, [drown’d,—
\Extt Prospero from above.

Gon. r the name of something holy, sir, why
In this strange stare? [stand you
Alon. 0, it is monstrous! monstrous!

Mcthought the billows spoke, and told me of it,

The winds did sing it to me; and the thunder.
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounced
'The name of Prosper; it did bass my trespass.

Therefore my son i’ the ooze is bedded; and
I’ll seek him deeper than e’er plummet sounded.
And with him there he mudded. [fxif.

Seb. But one fiend at a time,
I’ll fight their legions o’er.

Ant. I’ll be thy second.
[Fxeunf Seb. and Ant.

Con All three of them are desperate; their

great guilt,

Like poison given to work a great time after.

Now ’gins to bite the spirits:—I do beseech you
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly.

And hinder them from what this ecstacy
"May now provoke them to.

Adr. Follow, I pray you. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene 1.— Before Prospero’s Cell

Enter Prospero, Ferdinand, and Miranda

Pro, If I have too austerely punished you.
Your compensation makes amends; for I

Have given you here a thread of mine own life,

Or that for which I hve; who once again
I tender to thy hand: all thy vexations
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou
Hast strangelystoodthe test:here, aforeHeaven,
I ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand,
Do not smile at me, that I boast her dfi,

For thou shaft find she will outstrip all praise,

And make it halt behind her.

Per. . I do believe it.

Against an oracle.

Pro. Then, as my gift, and thine own
acqmsition

Worthily purchas’d, take my daughter: But
If thou dost break her virgin knot before
All sanctimonious ceremonies may
With full and holy rite be minister’d,

No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall

To make this contract grow: but barren hate.
Sour-eyed disdain, and discord, shall bestrew
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly,

Tha you shall hate it both: therefore, take
As Hymen’s lamps shall hght you. [heed.

Per. As I hope
For quiet days, fair issue, and long life.

With such love as ’tis now, the murkiest den
The most opportune place, the strong’st sugges-
Our worser Gemus can, shall never melt ^on
Mine honour into lust, to take away
The edge of that day’s celebration, [founder’d,

When I shall think, or Phoebus’ steeds are
Or night kept chain’d below.

Pro. Fairly spoke:
Sit, then, and talk with her, she is thine own.

—

What, Ariel; my industrious servant, Ariel!

Enter Ariel.

Ari. What would, my potent master^ here
I am. [service

Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last

Did worthily perform; and I must use you
In such another tnck: go, bring the rabble.
O’er whom I give thee power, here, to this place:

Incite them to quick' motion; for I must
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple

Some vanity of mine art; it is my piomise,
And they expect it from me.

Ari. Presently?
Pro. Ay, with a twink.

Ari. Before you can say, Come and go,
And breathe twice; and cry, $0, so;

Each one, tripping on his toe,

Will be here with mop and mow:
Do you love me, master? no? [approach

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel, Do not
Till thou dost hear me call.

Ari. Well I conceive. [Exft.

Pro. Look thou be true: do not give dalliance

Too much the rein : the strongest oaths are straw

To the fire i’ the blood: be more abstemious.
Or else, good night your vow I

Per.
'

I warrant you, sir.

The white cold virgin snow upon my ]h«art

Abates the ardour of my liver.

Pro. Well.—
Now come, my Ariel: bring a corollary,

Rather than want ^ spirit: appear, and pertly.—
No tongue; all eyes; be silent. [So/f music.

A Afasque* Enter Iris.

Ms. Ceres, most bounteouslady, thyrich leas
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease;

Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep,
Andfiatmeadsthatch’dwithstover,themtokeep;
Thy banks with peonied and lifted brims,

WMch spongy April at thy ’host betrims.

To make cold nymphs chaste crowns; and thy
broom groves,

Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor lovely,

Being lass-lorn; thy pole-dipt vineyard;

And thy sea-marge, sterile and rocky-hard.

Where thou thyself dost air: The queeno’ the sky

Whose watery arch, and messenger, am I,
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Bids thee leave these; and with her sovereign

grace,

Here on this grass-plot, in this very place,

To come and sport: her peacocks fly amain;

Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain.

Enter Ceres.

Cer. Hail, many-colour’d messenger, that

ne’er

Dosft disobey the wife of Jupiter;

Who, with thy saffron wings, upon my flowers

Diffusest honey drops, refreshing showers;
And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown
My bosky acres, and my unshrubb’d down,
Richj scarf to my proud earth;-“Why hath thy

I queen
Summon’dmehither, tothis short-grass’dgreen?

Iris* A contract of true love to celebrate;

And some donation freely to estate

On the bless’d lovers.

Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow,
If Venus, or her son, as thou dost know.
Ho now attend the queen? since they did plot

Th^eans, that dusky His my daughter got,

Her and her blind boy’s scand^’d company
I have forsworn.

Iris. Of her society

Be not afraid. I met her deity

Cutting the clouds towards Paphos; and her son

Hove-drawn with her; here thoughtthey to have
done

Some wanton charm upon this man and maid^

Whose vows are that no bed-rite shall be paid

Till Hymen’s torch be lighted; butm vain;

Mars’ hot minion is return’d again;

Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows,

Swears he will shoot no more, but play with

And be a boy right out. [sparrows,

Cer. Highest queen of state.

Great Juno comes; I know her by her gait.

Enter Jxmo.

Jun, How docs my bounteous sister? Go
with me,

To Mess this twain, thattheymayprosperous be,
And honour’d in their issue.

SONG.
Jwn.—Honour, riches, mamaice-bleasiiig,

Long continuance, and increasing,

Hourly joys be still upon you!
Jnno sings her blessings on you.

Cer.—Earth’s increase, and foison plenty,

Barns and garners never empty;
Vines, with clust’ring bunches growing;
Plants, with goodly burden bowing;
Spring come to you, at the farthest,

In the very end of harvest!
Scarcity and want shall shim you
Ceres’ blessing so is on you.

Fer. This is a most majestic vision, and
Harmonious charmingly: May I be bold
To think these spirits?

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art

I h4ve from their confines called to enact
My present fikucles.

Per. Let me live here ever;
So rare a wonder’d father, and a wise.
Makes tfiie place Paradise.

[Juno and Ceres whisper^ and
send Iris on employment

Pro. Sweet now, silence;

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously;

There’s something else to do; hush, andbe mute,
Or else our spell is marr’d.

Iris. You nymphs, call’d Haiads, of the
wind’ring brooks, [looks,

With your sedged crowns, and ever harmless
Leave your crisp channels, and onthis greenland
Answer your summons: Juno does command.
Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate
A contract of true love; be not too late.

Enter certain Nsunphs.

You sun-bum’d sicMemen, of August weary.
Come hither from the furrow, and be merry;
Make holiday; your rye-straw hats put on,
And these fresh nymphs encounter every one
In country footing.

Enter certain Reapers, properly habited; they
Join with the Nymphs in a graceful dance;
toumrds the end whereof Prospkro starts
suddenly^ and ^eaks; after whichf to a
strange^ hollow, and confused noise, they
heavily vanish.

Pro. [Asote] I had forgot that foul conspiracy
Of the beast Caliban and his confederates
Against my life; the minute of their plot

Is almost come.—[To the Spirits.]'WeVL done;
—avoid;—no more. [passion

Per. This is strange; your father’s in some
That works him strongly.

Mira. Never till this day,
Saw X him touch’d with anger so distemper’d.

Pro. You do look, my son, in a moved sort.

As if you were dismay’d: be cheerful, sir:

Our revels now are ended: these our actors.

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and
Are melted into air, into thin air:

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision
The cloud-capp’d tovrers, the gorgeous palaces.
The solemn temples, the great globe itself,

Yea, all which it inherit, shall ^ssolve,
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,
Leave not a rack behind: We are such stuff

As dreams are made of, and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep.—Sir, I am vex’d:
Bearwithmyweakness;my old brainia troubled.
Be not disturb’d with my infirmity;

If you be pleased, retire into my cell,

And there repose; a turn or two I’H walk,
To still my beating mind.

Per. Mira. We wish your peace.
[Exeunt.

Pro. Come, with a thought:—I thajok you;—Ariel, come.

Enter Ariel.

Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to: Whafs thy
pleasure?

Pro. Spirit,

We must prepare to meet with Caliban.
Ari. Ay, my commander; when I presented

Ceres,
I thought to have told thee of it; but I fear’d
Lest I might anger thee. ^ [varlets?
Pro, Say agrin, where didst thou leave these
Art, 1 told you, sir, they were red-hot with

drinking:
So full of valour that they smote the air
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For breathing in their faces; heat the ground

For kissing of their feet; yet always heading

Towards their project: Then I heat my taher,

At which, like nnhack’d colts, they prick’d their

ears,

Advanced their eyelids, lifted up their noses

As they smelt music; so I charm’d their ears,

That, calf-hke, they my lowing follow’d through

Tooth’d hriers, sharp furzes, prictamg goss, and
thorns,

Which enter’d their frail shins: at last I left them
r the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell,

There dancingup to the chms, that the foul lake

O’erstunk their feet.

Pro. This was well done, my bird;

Thy shape invisible retain thou still:

The trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither.

For stale to catch these thieves.

Ari. 1 go, I go. [Exit.

Pro. A devil, a bom devil, on whose nature

Nurture can never stick; on whom my pains,

Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost:

And as, with age, his body uglier grows,

So his mind cankers: I will plague them all.

Re-enter Ariel, loaden wilh glistering

apporel, &c.

Even to roaring:— Come, hangthem on this line,
j

pROSPERO and Ariel remain invisible. Enter

Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet.

Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind

mole may not
Hear a footfall: we now are near his cell.

Ste. Monster, your fairy, which you say is a
harmless fairy, has done little better than
played the Jack with us.

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss; at

which my nose is in great indignation.

Sie. So is mme. Do you hear, monster? If I

shouldtakea displeasure againstyou ;lookyou,—
Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster.

Cal. Good, my lord, give me thy favour stUl:

Be patient, for the prize I’ll bring thee to

Shall hood-wmk this mischance: therefore speak
All’s hush’d as midnight yet. (softly,

Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool

—

Ste. There is not only disgrace and dis-

honour in that, monster, but an infinite loss-

Trin. That’s more to me than my wetting:

yet this is your harmless fairy monster.
Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be

o'er ears for my labour. fheic.

Cal. Pr’ythee, ray king, be quiet: Seest thou
This IS the mouth o’ the cell: no noise, and enter.

Do that good mischief, which may make this

island

Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban,

For aye thy foot-licker.

5/e. Give me thy band: I do begin to have
bloody thoughts.

Trin. 0 king Stephano! O peer! 0 worthy
Stephano! look, what a wardrobe here is for thee.

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool; it is but trash.

Trin. 0, ho, monster; we know what be-
longs to a frippery.—0 Mng Stephano!

S/e. Put off that gown, Trinculo; by this

hand, I’ll have that gown:
Trm. Thy grace shall have it. (mean,
Cal The dropsy drown this fool! what do you

To dote thus on such luggage? Let’s along,
And do the murder first: if he awake.
From toe to crown he’ll fill our skins with

pinches;
Make us strange stuff.

Ste. Be you quiet, monster.— Mistress line,

is not this my jerkin? Now is the jerkin under
the line: now, jerkin, you are like to lose your
hair, and prove a bald jerkin.

Trin. Do, do: We steal by line and level,

ain’t like your grace.

Ste. I thank thee for that jest: here’s a
garment for ’t: wit shall not go unrewarded
while I am king of this countiy: Steal by line

and level, is an excellent pass of pate; there’s
another garment for ’t.

Trin. Monster, come, put some lime upon
your fingers, and away with the rest. [time,

Cal. I will have none on’t: we shall lose our
And all be turned to barnacles, or to apes
With foreheads viUanous low.

Ste. Monster, lay to yourfingers;help to bear
this away where my hogshead of wine is, or I’ll

turn you out of my kingdom: go to, carry this.

Trin. And this.

Ste. Ay, and this.

A noise of hunters heard. Enter divers Spirits,

in shape of hounds, and hunt them about,
pROSPERO and Ariel setting them on.

Pro. Hey, Mountain, hey!
Ari. Silver! there it goes, Silver! [hark!
Pro. Fury, Fury! there, Tyrant, there! hark,

[Cal., Ste., and Trin. are driven out.

Go, chargemy goblins that they grind their joints
With dry convulsions; shorten up their sinews
With aged cramps; andmore pinch-spottedmake
Than pard or cat o’mountain. [them.
An. Hark, they roar.

Pro. Let them be hunted soundly: At this

Lie at my mercy all mine enemies: [hour
Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou
Shalt have the air at freedom: for a little

Follow, and do me service. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.—Ne/ore the Cell of Prospero.

Enter Prospero in his magic robes;and Ariel.

Pro. Now does my project gather to a head:
My charms crack not; my spirits obey; and time
Goes upright with his carriage. How’s the day?
An, On the sixth hour; at which time, my

You said our work should cease. [lord.

Pro. I did say so,

When first I raised the tempest. Say, my spirit,

How fares the king and *s followers?
Ari. Confin’d together

In the same fashion as you gave in charge;
Just as you left them, sir; all prisoners
In the lime-grove which weather-fendsyourcell;
They cannot budge till your release. The king,
His brother, and yours, abide allthree distracted

,

And the remainder mourning over them,
Brimful of sorrow and dismay; but chiefly

Him you termed, sir, The good old lord Gonzalo;
His tears rundown his beard, like winter’s drops
From eaves of reeds: your charm so strongly

works them,
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That if.you now beheld them, your affections Thou’rt pinch’d for ’t now, Sebastian, flesh and
Would becofne tender. blood.

—

Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit?

Art. Mine would, sir, were I human.
Pro. And mine shall.

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling

Of their auctions? and shall not myself.

One of their kind, that relish all as sharply

Passion as they, be kindliermovedthanthou art?

Though With their high wrongs I am struck to

the quick,

Yet, with my nobler reason, ’gainst my fury

Do I take part: the rarer action is

In virtue than in vengeance: they being penitent.

The sole drift of my purpose doth extend

Hot a frown further. Go, release them, Ariel;

My charms I’ll break, their senses I’ll restore.

And they shall be themselves.
Ari. I’ll fetch them, sir. [Exit.

Pro, Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes,

and groves;

And ye that on, the sands with printless foot

Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him
When he comes back; you demi-puppets that

By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make,
Whereoftkeewenotbites;andyouwhosepastime
Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice

To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid,

—

Weak mastersthou^ ye be,—IhaVe bedimm’d
Thenoontidesun,call’dforththemutinouswinds,

And ’twixt the green sea and the azured vault

Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove’s stout oak
With his own bolt: the strong-based promontory
Have I made shake: and by the spurs pluck’d up
The pine and cedar: graves, at my command,
Have waked their sleepers, oped, and let them

forth

By my so potent art. But this rough magic
I here abjure: and, when 1 have required
Someheavenly music,—^which evennow I do,

—

To work mine end upon their senses, that

This airy charm is for, I’ll break my staff,

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth,

And deeper than did ever plummet sound
I’ll drown my book. {Solemn music.

Reenter Ariel: after him Alonso, with a
franticgesturef attendedby Gonzalo; Sebas~
TiAN and Antonio in like manner, attended by

‘ Adrian and Francisco: they all enter the

circle which Prospero herd made, and there

stand charmed^ which Prospero observing,

s^aks,

A solemn air, and the best comforter
To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, [stand,

Now useless, boil’d within thy skulll There
For you are spell-stopp’d.

—

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man.
Mine eyes, even sociable to the show of thine,

Fallfellowlsr drops.—Thecharmdissolvesapace;
And as the morning steals u^on the night,

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses
Begm to chase the ignorant fumes mat mantle
Their clearer reason.—0 good Gonzald,

My true preserver, and a loyal sir

To him thou follow’st; I will pay thy graces
Home, both in word and deed.—Most cruelly
Didst thou, Alonzo, use me and my daughter;
Thy brother was a furtherer in the act;-

You brother mine, that entertain ambition,
Expell’d remorse and nature; who, with Sebas-

tian,— [strong,

~

Whose inward pinches therefore are most
Would here have Mfl’d your king; I do forgive

thee, [ing
Unnatural though thou art.—Their understand-
Begins to swell; and the approaching tide
Will shortly fill the reasonable shore
Thatnow lies foul and muddy. Not one of them
That yetlooks onme, orwouldknowme.—Ariel,

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell;

[Exit Ariel.
I will disease me, and myself present
As I was sometime Milan: quickly, spirit;

Thou Shalt ere long be free.

Ariel re-enters, singing, and helps to attire

Prospero.
Ari. Where the bee sucks, there suck I;

In the cowslip’s bell I lie:

There I couch when owls do cry.

On the bat’s back I do fly

After summer merrily:
Merrily, merrily shall I live now,
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough.

Pro. Why, that’s my dainty Ariel: I shall

miss thee;
But yet thou shalt have freedom; so, so, so.—
To the king’s ship, invisible as thou art:

There shalt thou find the mariners asleep
Underthe hatches; themasterandthe boatswain
Being awake, enforce them to this place;
And presently, I pr’ythee.

An. I dnnk the air before me, and return
Or e’er your pulse twice beat. [j&xff Ariel.

<?on. All torment, trouble, wonder, and
amazement

Inhabits here. Some heavenly power guide us
Out of this fearful country!

Pro. Behold, sir king.

The wronged Duke of Milan, Prospero;
For more assurance that a living prince

Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body;
And to thee and thy company I hid
A hearty welcome.
Alon. Whether thou beest he or no.

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me,
As late I have been, I not know: thy pulse
Beats, as of flesh and blood; and, since I saw

thee.

The affiction of my mind amends, with which,
I fear, a madness held me; this must crave,—
An if this be at all,—a most strange story.

Thy dukedom I resign; and do entreat
Thou pardon me my wrongs,—But how should

Prospero
Be living and be here?

Pro, First, noble friend.

Letme embrace thine age, whose honour capnot
Be measured or confined.
Gon, Whether this be

Or be not, PH not swear.
Pro, You do :ret taste

Some subtilties o* the isle, that will not let you
Beheve things certain— Welcome, my friends,

all:— (Asirfe to Sbb. onri Ant,
But you, my brace of lords, were I so mbaded,
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I here could pluckMs Mghness’ frownupon you,

And justify you traitors; at tMs time
I’ll tell no tales.

Seb. The devil speaks in Mm. [Aside,

Pro. No:
For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive

Thy rankest fault,—all of them; and require

My dukedom of thee, wMch, perforce, I know
Thou must restore.

^

Alon, If thou beest Prospero,
Give us particulars of thy preservation:

Howthouhastmetushere,who three hours since
Were wreck’d upon tMs shore; where I have

lost

—

How sharp the point of tMs remembrance is!

—

My dear son Ferdinand.
Pro. I am woe for ’t, sir.

Alon. Irreparable is the loss; and patience

Says it is past her cure.

Pro. I rather tMnk
You have not soughther help; ofwhose soft grace
For the like loss I have her sovereign aid,

And rest myself content.

Alon. You the like loss?

Pro. As great to me as late; and, supportable
Tomakethe dearloss, haveImeansmuchweaker
Than you may call to comfort you; for I

Have lost my daughter.
Alon. A daughter!

0 heavens, that they were hving bothm Naples,

The king and queen there I that they were, I wish
Myself were mudded in that oozy bed
Where my son lies. When did you lose your

daughter? [lords

Pro. In tMs last tempest. I perceive these
At this encounter do so much admire
That they devour their reason, and scarce tMnk
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words
Are natural breath; but, howsoe’er you have
Been justled from your senses, know for certain

That I am Prospero, and that very duke
WMch was thrust forth of Milan; who most

strangely [landed,

Upon this shore, where you were wreck’d, was
To be the lord on’t. No more yet of tMs;
For ’tis a chronicle of day by day,

Not a relation for a breakfast, nor
Befitting tMs first meeting. Welcome, sir;

TMs cell’smy court: here have Ifew attendants,

And subjects none abroad: pray you, look in.

My dukedom since you have given me again,

1 ip^l requite you with as good a tMng:
At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye

As much as me my dukedom.

The entrance of the CeU opens, and discovers

Ferdinand and Miranda playinp at chess.

Mira. Sweet lord, you play me false.

Per. No, my dearest love,
' I would not for the world.

Mira. Yes, for a score ofkingdoms you should
And I would call it fair play. [wrangle,

Aim. If tMs prove
A vision of the island, one dear son
Shall twice lose.

Sebj. A nmst Mgh miracle?
Per, Thoughthe setsthreaten,theyaremerci-

I have cursed them without cause. [ful;

[Ferd. kneels to Alon.

Alon. Now all the blessings
Of a glad father compass thee about!
Arise and say how thou cam’st here.
Mira. O, wonder!

How many goodly creatures are there here!
How beauteous mankind is ! 0 bravenew world.
That hath such people in’t!

Pro. ’Tis new to thee.
Alon. What is this maid, with whom thou

wast at play?

Your eld’St acquaintance cannotbe three hours;
Is she the goddess that hath sever’d us.
And brought us thus together'^’

Per. Sir, she’s mortal;
But by immortal providence she’s mine;
I chose her when I could not ask my father
For Ms advice, nor thought I had one: she
Is daughter to tMs famous Duke of Milan,
Of whom so often I have heard renown
But never saw before; of whom I have
Received a second life; and second father
TMs lady makes Mm to me.

Alon. I am hers;
But 0, how oddly will it sound that I

Must ask my cMld forgiveness!
Pro. There, sir, stop;

Let us not burden our remembrances
With a heaviness that’s gone.

Gon. I have inly wept,
Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you
And on tMs couple drop a blessed crown; [gods.

For it is you that have chalk’d forth the way
WMch broug^it us Mtherl

Alon. I say, Amen, Gonzalo!
Gon. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his

issue
Should become kings of Naples? 0, rejoice

Beyond a common joy; and set it down
With gold on lasting pillars: in one voyage
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis;
And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife
Where he himself was lost; Prospero Ms duke-
In a poor isle; and all of us ourselves [dom
When no man was Ms own.

Alon. Give me your hands:
[To Ferd. and Mm.

Let grief and sorrow still embrace Ms heart
That doth not wish you joy!

Gon. Be ’t so! Amen!

Re-enter Ariel, with the Master and Boat-
swain amazedly following.

0 look, sir, look, sir; here are more of us!

1 prophesied, if a gallows were on land,

TMs fellow could not drown. Now, blasphemy,
That swear’st grace o’erboard, not an oath on

shore?
Hast thou no mouth by land? Whatis tbe news?

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely

found
Our king and company: the next, our sMp,—
WMch, butthree glasses since,we gave out split,

Is tight, and yare, and bravely rigg’d, as when
We first put out to sea.

Art. Sir, all tMs service !

Have I done smce I went. r Aside.
Pro. My tricksy spirit! j

Alon, These are not naturau events; they

strengthen [hither?

From strange to stranger:—Say, how came you



THE TEMPEST [ACT V.I

Boats, If I did think, sir, I were well awake,
I'd Btrire to tell you. We were dead of sleep,

And,—how, we know not,—ail clapp’d under
hatches, [noises

Where, but even now, with strange and several

Of roaring, shrieking, howling, jingling chains,

And more diversity of sounds, all horrible.

We were awaked; straightway, at liberty;

Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld
Our royal, good, and gallant ship; our master
Capering to eye her: on a trice, so please you.

Even in a dream, were we divided from them,
And were brought moping hither.

Ari. Was’t well done! I

Fro. Bravely, my diligence. Thou > Asitfe.

Shalt be free. J

iZon. Thisisas strangeamazease’ermentrod:
And there is in this business more than nature
Y7as ever conduct of: some oracle

Must rectify our knowledge.
Pro. Sir, my liege.

Do not infest your mind with beating on
Thestxangencssofthisbusinessiatpick’dleisure,

Which shall be shortly, single I’ll resolve you,

—

Which to you shall seem probable,—of every
Thesehappen’daccidents:^when,be cheerful,

And think of each thing well.—Come hither,

spint; [Aside,

Set Caliban and his companions free.

Untie the spell. [Exit Ariel.] How fares

my gracious sir?

There are yet missing of your company
Some few odd lads that you remember not.

Re-enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Ste-
PHANo, and Trinculo, in their stolen

Ste, Every man shift for all the rest, and let

no man take care for himself; for all is but for-

tune-—Coragio, bully-monster, coragiol
Tnn. If these be true spies which 1 wear in

my head, here’s a goodly sight.

Cal. 0 SetoboB, these he brave spirits indeed!
How fine my master is! I am afraid

He will chastise me.
Seb. Ha, ha;

What things are these, my lord Antonio!
Will money buy them?

Anf, Very like; one of them
Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable.

jPro, Mark but the badges of these men, my
lords, [knave,

Then say if they be true. This mis-shapen
His n^other was a witch; and one so strong
That could control the moon, make flows and

ebbs,
And deal in her command, without her power:
These three have robb’d me: and this demi-

devil,

—

For he’s a bastard one,—had plotted with them
To take my life;two of these fellows you
Must know and own; this thing of darkness I
Acknowledge mine.

Cal. I shall be pinch’d to death.
Alon. IsnotthisStephano,mydrunkenbutler?
Seb. He is drtink now: where had he wine?
Alon. And Tiinculo is reeling ripe: where

should they
Find this grand liquor that hath gilded them?—
How cam’st thou in this pickle?

Trm. I have been in such a pickle since I

saw you last that, I fear me, will never out of

my hones: I shall not fear fly-blowing.

Seb. Why, how now, St^hano?
Ste. O, touch me not; 1 am not Stephano,

but a cramp.
Pro. You’d be king of the isle, sirrah!

Ste. I should have been a sore one then.

Alon. This is as strange a thing as e’er I
look’d on. [Pointing to Caliban.

Pro. He is as disproportioned in his manners
As in his shape.—Go, sirrah, to my cell;

Take with you your companions; as you look
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely.

Cal. Ay, that I will; and I’ll be wise here-
after.

And seek for grace. What a thrice-double ass
Was I to take this drunkard for a god,
And worship this dull fool!

Pro. Go to; away!
Alon. Hence, and bestow luggage

where you found it.

Seb. Or stole it, rather.

[Exeunt Cal., Ste., and Tren.
Pro. Sir, I invite your highness and your train

To mypoor cell: where you shall take your rest

For this one mght; which (part of it) I’ll waste
With such discourse as, 1 not doubt, shall

make it

Go quick away,—tho story of my life,

And the particular accidents gone by
Since I came to this isle: and in the mom
I’ll bring you to your ship, and so to Haples,
Where I have hope to see the nuptial

Of these our dear-beloved solemniz’d;
And thence retire me to my Milan, where
Every third thought shall be my grave.

Alon. I long
To hear the story of your life, which must
Take the ear strangely.

Pro. I’ll deliver all;

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales,

And sail so expeditious, that shall catch
Your royal fleet afar off.—My Ariel,—chick,

—

That is thy charge: then to the elements
Be free, and fare thou well!—[Asufe.] Please

you, draw near. [Exeunt.

EPILOGUE.
SPOKEN BY PROSPERO

Wow my charms are all o’erlhrown,
And what strength I have ’s mine own,—
Which is most faint: now ’tis true,

I must be here confined by you,
Or sent to Naples. Let me not,
Since I have ray dukedom got.

And pardon’d me deceiver, dweU
In this bare island by your spell;

But release me from my bands
With the help of your good hands.
Gentle breath of yoxCrs my sails

Must fill, or else my project fails,

Which was to please. Wow I want
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant;
And my ending is despair
Unless I he rehoved by prayer;
Which pierces $o, that it assaults
Mercy itself, and frees all faults.

As you from crimes would pardon’d be,

Let your indulgence set me free.
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Scene,—Sometimes in Verona; sometimes

ACT I.

Scene i—An open place in Verona.

Enter Valentine and Proteus.

VaL Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus;
ever homely witSL

Wert not aSection chains thy tender days
To the sweet glances of thy honour’d love,
1 rather would entreat thy company
To see the wonders of the world abroad.
Than, living dully sluggardiz’d at home,
Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness.
But sincethoulov’st, love still,and thrive therein.
Even as I would, when I to love begin, [adieu!
fyo. WEt thou be gone? Sweet Valentine,

Think on thy Proteus, when thou haply seest
Some rare noteworthy object in thy travel:
Wish me partaker in thy happiness
When thou dost meet good hap: and in thy

danger,
If ever danger do en^on thee.
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers.
For I will be thy beadsman, Valentine.
VaL And on a love-book pray for my success.
fro. Upon some book Ilove PE pray for thee.

Host, where Julia lodges in Milan,
Outlaws.

Julia, a Lady of Verona, beloved by Proteus,
Silvia, the Duke's daughter, beloved by

Valentine.
Lucetta, Waitmg-iooman to Julu.

Servants. Musicians,

in Milan; and on the frontiers of Mantua.

VaL That’sonsome shaEowstory ofdeeplove,
How young Leander cross’d the Hellespont,

Pro. That’s a deep story of a deeper love;
For he was more than over shoes in love.
VaL ’Tis true ; for you are over boots in love,

And yet you never swam to HeUespont.
fro. Over the boots! nay, give me not the

boots.
VaL No, I wEl not, for it boots thee not.
fro. What?
VaL To be in love, where scorn is bought

with ^oans;
Coy looks with heart-sore sighs; one fading

moment’s mirth
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights:
If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain;
If lost, why then a grievous labour won;
However, but a folly bought with wit.
Or else a wit by foUy vanquished, [fool.

Pro. So, by your circumstance, you call me
VaL So, by your circumstance, I fear you’ll

prove.
Pro. ’Tis love you cavil at; 1 am not Love,
VaL Love is your master, for he masters you:

And he that is so yoked by a fool,

Methmks should not be chronicled for wise.
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Pro. Yet writers say, As in the sweetest bud
The eatmg canter dwells, so eating love

Inhabits in the finest wits of all. [bud

Val. And writers say, As the most forward

Is eaten by the canker ere it blow,

Even so by love the young and tender wit

Is turn'd to folly; blasting in the bud,

Losing his verdure even in the prime,

And all the fair effects of future hopes.

But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee

That art a votary to fond desire?

Once more adieu: my father at the road

Expects my coming, there to see me shipp'd.

Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine.

VaL Sweet Proteus, no; now let us take our

leave.

At Milan let me hear from thee by letters

Of thy success in love, and what news else

Betideth here in absence of thy friend;

And I likewise will visit thee with mine.

Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan!

Val. As much to you at home! and so fare-

well. [Exit Valentine.
Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love;

He leaves his friends to digmfy them more;
I leave myself, my friends, and all for love.

Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos’d me;
Made me neglect my studies, lose my time,

War with good counsel, set the world at nought:

Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with

thought.

Enter Speed.

Silked. Sir Proteus, save you. Saw you my
master?

Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark for

Milan.
Speed. Twenty to one, then, he is shipp’d

already;

And I have play'd the sheep in losing him.
Pro. Indeed a sheep doth very often stray

An if the shepherd be awhile away.
Speed. You conclude that my master is a

shepherd, then, and I a sheep?
Pro. Ido.
Speed. Why, then, my -horns are his horns

whether I wake or sleep.

Pro. A silly answer, and fitting well a sheep.
Speed. This proves me still a sheep.

Pro. True; and thy master a shepherd.
Speed. Nay; that I can deny by a circum-

stance.
Pro. It shall go hard but I’ll prove it by

another.

Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not
the sheep the shepherd; but I seek my master,
and my master seeks not me; therefore, I am
no sheep.

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shep-
herd, the shepherd for food follows not the
sheep; thou for wages followest thy master,
thy master for wages follows not thee: there-
fore, thou art a sheep.

Speed, Such another proof will make me cry
baa. '

Pro. But dost thou hear? gav'st thou my
letter to Julia?

Speed. Ay, sir; I, a lost mutton, gave your
letter to her, a laced mutton; and She, a laced

mutton, gave me, a lost mutton, nothing for

my labour!
Pro. Here’s too small a pasture for such a

store of muttons.
Speed. If the ground be overcharged you

were best stick her?
Pro. Nay; m that you are astray; ’twere

best pound you.

Speed. Nay, sir; less than a pound shall

serve me for carrying your letter.

Pro. You mistake; I mean the pound, a
pinfold.

Speed. From a pound to a pin? fold it over
and over, [your lover.

’Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to

Pro. But what said she? did she nod?
Speed. [Nodding.] Ay.
Pro. Nod—Ay“Why, that’s noddy.
Speed. You mistook, sir; I say she did nod:

and you ask me if she did nod; and I say, Ay.
Pro. And that set together is—noddy.
Speed. Now you have taken the pains to set

it together, take it for your pains.

Pro. No, no; you shall have it for bearing
the letter.

Speed, Well, I perceive I must be fain to

bear with you.
Pro. Why, sir, how do you bear with me?
Speed. Marry, sir, the letter very orderly:

having nothing but the word noddy for my
pains.

Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit.

Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your slow
purse.

Pro. Come, come; open the matter in brief:

what said she?
Speed. Open your purse, that the money and

the matter may be both at once delivered.
Pro. WeU, sir, here is for your pains: what

said she?
Speed. Truly, sir, I think you’ll hardly win

her.

Pro. Why, couldst thou perceive so much
from her?

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all

from her; no, not so much as a ducat for de-
livering your lettei; and being so hard to me
that brought your mind, I fear she’ll prove as
hard to you in telhng her mind. Give her no
token but stones; for she’s as hard as steel.

Pro. What! said she nothing?
Speed. No, not so much as—'fahe thisfor thy

pains. To testify your bounty, I thank you,
you have testera’d me; in requital whereof,
henceforth carry your letters yourself: and so,
sir, I’ll commend you to my master, [wreck,

Pro. Go, go; begone, to save your ship from
Which cjinnot perish, having thee aboard,
Being destined to a drier death on shore.
I must go send some better messenger;
I fear my Julia would not deign my Hues,
Receivmg them from such a wortMess post.

I

Wxemt

ScENk ll.'—The same,
Home. ^

\Enter Julia and Iucetta.

Jul. ®ut say, Lucetta, now We are alone,
Wouldst thou then counsel me to fall in love?
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Luc. Ay, madam, so you stumble uot un-
heedfully.

Juh Of all the fair resort of gentlemen
That every day with park encounter me,
In thy opimon which is worthiest love?

Luc. Please you, repeat their names; I’ll

show my mind
According to my shallow simple skill,

Jul, What think’st thou of the fair Sir

Eglamour? [fine;

Luc. As of a knight well-spoken, neat, and
But were I you, he never should be mine.

Jul. What think’st thou of the rich Mercatio’
Luc. Well of his wealth; but of himself, so so.

Jul. What think’st thou ofthe gentle Proteus’
Luc. Lord, lord I to see what folly reigns

in us!

Jul. How now! what means this passion at

his name? iShame
Luc. Pardon, dear madam, ’tis a passing

That I, unworthy body as I am,
Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen.

Jul. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest?

Luc. Then thus ; ofmanygood Ithinkhim best.

Jul. Your reason?
Luc. I have no other but a woman’s reason*

I think him so, because I think him.so.

jul. And'wouM^^^ me^ast my love
on him? [away,

Luc, Ay, if you thought your love not cast

Jul* Why, he of all the rest hath never
moved me. [loves ye.

Luc. Yet he of all the rest, 1 think, best
Jul, His little speaking shows his love but

small.

Luc, Fire that is closest kept burns most of all.

Jul, They do not love that do not show their

love. [their love.

Luc. 0, they love least that let men know
Jul. I would I knew his mind.
Luc. Peruse this paper, madam.

[Giyes a letter.

Jul. [reads] ‘To JuUu,*—Say, from whom?
Luc. That the consents will show.
Julf Say, say; who gave it thee?

Luc. Sir Valentine’s page; and sent, I think,

from Proteus: \ [the way,
He would have given it yo.u; but I, being in

Did m your name receive i^ pardon the fault,

I pray. 1

Jul Now, by my modestyj a goodly broker!
Dare you presume to harbow wanton lines?

To whisper and conspire against my youth?
Now, trust me, ’tis an ofiice bf great worth,
And you an officer fit for the place.

There, take the paper; see it, he return’d;

Or else return no more into my sight.

Luc. To plead for love ci|eserves more fee

Jul. Will you be gone?
j

[than hate.

Luc. That you maj^ruminate. [Exff.

Jul And yet, I wopld I had o’erlook’d the

It were a shame to call her bpck agaiUj [letter.

And pray her to a fault for v^ich I chid her.

What fool is she, that knows4 am a maid,
And would not force the letteoo my view?
Since maids, in modesty, say No to that

WhichtheywouldhavetheprefererconstrueAy.
Fie, fie! how wayward is this foolish love,

That, like a testy babe, wiU scratch the nurse,

And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod!

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence,
When willingly I would have had her here!
How angnly I taught my brow to frown,
When inward joy enforced my heart to smile

!

My penance is to call Lucetta back,
And ask remission for my folly past:—
What, ho! Lucetta?

Re-enter Lucetta.

Luc. What would your ladyship?
Jul Is it near dinner time?
Luc. I would it were:

That you might kill your stomach on your meat,
And not upon your maid.

Jul What is’t you took up
So gingerly?

Luc Nothing.
Jul Why didst thou stoop then?
Luc. To take a paper up that I let fall.

Jul. And IS that paper nothing?
Luc. Nothing concerning me.
Jul Then let it he for those that it concerns.
Luc. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns,

Unless it have a false interpreter.

Jul Some love of yours hath writ to you in

rhyme.
Luc. That I might sing it, madam, to a tune:

Give me a note: your ladyship can set.

Jul. As little by such toys as maybe possible;
Best sing it to the tune of Light o’ love.

Luc. It is too heavy for so light a tune.

Jul. Heavy! behke it hath some burden, then.

Luc. Ay; and melodious were it, would you
smg it.

Jul And why not you?
Luc. I cannot reach so high.
Jul Let’s see your song.—How now,

minion? [it out:

Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will sing
And yet methinks I do not like this tune.

Jul You do not?
Luc. No, madam; it is too sharp.

Jul You, minion, are too saucy,
Luc. Nay, now you are too flat.

And mar the concord with too harsh a descant,
There wanteth but a mean to fill your song.
Jul The mean is drown’d with your unruly

base.
Luc. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus, [me.
Jul This babble shall not henceforth trouble

Here is a coil with protestation!—
[Tears the letter.

Go, get you gone; and let the papers he:
You would be fingering them, to anger me.
Luc, She makes it strange; but she would

be best pleased
To be so anger’d with another letter. [Exit

Jul. Nay, would- 1 were so anger’d with the
same!

0 hateful hands, to tear such loving words!
Injurious wasps! to feed on such sweet hodey,
And kill the bees that yield,it, with your stings!

I’U kiss each several paper for amends.
And here is writ—Amd Julia,—unkind Julia!

As in revenge of thy ingratitude,

1 throw thy name against the bruising stoites,

Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain.

Look, here is wnt’—love-wounded Proteus: -r

Poor wounded name! by bosom, as a bed.
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Shall lodge thee till thy wound be thoroughly

heal’d;

And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss.

But twice or thrice was Proteus written down:
Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away
Till I have found each letter in the letter, [bear

Except mine own name; that some whirlwind

Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging rock,

And throw it thence into the raging sea

!

lo, here in one line is his name twice writ,

—

Foot forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus,

To the sweet Juba; that I’ll tear away;
And yet I will not, sith so prettily

He couples it to his complainmg names.
Thus w^ I fold them one upon another;

How kiss, embrace, contend, do what you wiU.

Re-enter Lucetta.

Luc, Madam, dinner’s ready, and your father
[stays.

Jul, Well, let us go.

Luc, What! shall these papers lie like tell-

tales here? [up.

Jul. If you respect them, best to take them
Luc, Nay, I was taken up for laying them

down;
Yet here they shall not lie for catching cold.

Jul. I see you have a month’s mind to them.

Luc, Ay, madam, you may say what sights

you see;

1 see things too, although you judge I wink.
Jul, Come, come; wilt please you go?

[Exeunt.

Scene HI.—TAe same. A Room in

Antonio’s House,

Enter Antonio and Panthino.

Ant, Tell me, Panthmo, what sad talk was
that

Wherewithmy brother held you in the cloister?

Pan, *Twas of his nephew Proteus, your son.
Ant, Why, what of him?
Pan. He wonder’d that your lordship

Would suffer him to spend his youth at home.
While other men, of slender reputation.

Put forth their sons to seek preferment out:
Some to the wars, to try their fortune there;
Some to discover islands far away;
Some to the studious universities.

For any, or for all these exercises.

He said that Proteus, your son, was meet;
And did request me to importune you
To let him spend his time no more at home.
Which would be great impeachment to his age.
In having known no travel in his youth, [that

Ant Nor need’st thoumuch importune me to
Whereon this month I have been hammering.
I have consider’d well his loss of time.
And how he cannot be a perfect man,
Not being tried and tutor’d in the world:
Expenence is by industry achieved,
And perfected by the swift course of time:
Then tellme, whither were I best to send him?
Pan, I think your lordship is not ignorant

How his companion, youthful Valentine,
Attends the emperor in his royal court.
Ant I know it well. [him thither:
Pan, ’TWere good, Ithinfc, yourlordship sent

There shall be practise tdts and tournaments,

Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen,
And be in eye of every exercise
Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth.

Ant. I like thy counsel; well hast thou advised •

And that thou may’st perceive how well I like it.

The execution of it shall make known;
Even with the speediest execution
I will dispatch him to the emperor’s court.

Pan. Tomorrow, may it please you, Don Al-
With other gentlemen of good esteem, [phonso,
Are journeying to salute the emperor,
And to commend their service to his will.

Ant, Good company; with them shall Pro-
teus go. [him.

And—^in good time;—now will we break with

Enter Proteus.

Pro. Sweet love! sweet lines! sweet life!

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart;

Here is her oath for love, her honour’s pawn:
O that our fathers would applaud our loves,

To seal our happiness with their consents!
0 heavenly Julia! [there?

Ant. How now? what letter are you reading
Pro. May’t please your lordship, ’tis a word or

Of commendation sent from Valentine, [two

Dehver’d by a friend that came from him.
Ant. Lendme the letter; letme see what news.
Pro. There is no news, my lord; but that he

wntes
How happily he lives, how well-beloved
And daily graced by the emperor;
Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune.

Ant, And how stand you affected to his wish?
Pro. As one relying on your lordship’s will,

And not depending on his friendly wish.
Ant. My will is something sorted with his

wish.
Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed;
For what I will, I will, and there an end.
1 am resolved that thou shalt spend some time
With Valentinus in the emperor’s court;

What maintenance he from his friends receives,

Like exhibition shalt thou have from me.
Tomorrow be m readiness to go:
Excuse It not, for I am peremptory.

Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided;
Please you, deliberate a day or two.

[
after thee

:

Ant. Look, what thou want’st shall be sent
No more of stay; to-morrow thou must go.

—

Come on, Panthino; you shall be employ’d
To hasten on his expedition.

[Exeunf Ant. and Pan.
Pro. Thus have I shunn’d the fire, for fear of

burning, [drown’d:
And drench’d me in the sea, where I am
I fear’d to show my father Juba’s letter,

Lest he should take exceptions to my love;

And with the vantage of mine own excuse
Hath he excepted most against my love,

0, how this spring of love resemWeth
The uncertain glory of an April day;
Which now shows all the beauty of the sun,
And by and by a cloud takes all away!

Re-enter Panthino.
Pan. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you;

He is in haste; therefore, I pray you, go.
Pro. Why, tWs it is !my heart accords thereto;

And yet a thousand times it answers no.
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ACT IL

Scene I.

—

Milan. An apartment in the

Duke’s Palace.

Enter Valentine and Speed.

Speed. [Picking up a glove.] Sir, your glove.

Val. Not mine: my ^oves are on.

Speed, Why, then, this may be yours; for this

is but one. [mine:

—

Vat, Hal let me see: ay, give it to me; it’s

Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine I

Ah, Silvia! Silvia! [Silvia!

Speed, [Calling.] Madam Silvia! Madam
Val. How now, sirrah?

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir.

Val. Why, sir, who bade you call her?
Speed. Your worship, sir; or else I mistook.
Val. Well, you’ll still be too forward.

Speed, Andyet Iwaslast chiddenforbeingtoo
slow. [Silvia?

Val, Go to, sir; teU me, do you know Madam
Speed. She that your worship loves?

Val, Why, how know you that I am in love?
Speed. Marry, by these special marks: first

youhave learned,hke Sir Proteus; towreathyour
arms like a mal-content; to relish a love-song,

like a robin redbreast; to walk alone, like one
thathad the pestilence; to sigh, like a school-boy
that had lost his A B C; to weep, like a young
wench that had buried her grandam; to fast, like

one that takes diet; to watch, like one that fears

robbing; to speak puling, like a beggar at Hal-
lowmas. You were wont, when you laughed, to

crow like a cock; when you walked, to walk like

one of the lions; when you fasted, it was pres-

ently after dinner;when you looked sadly, itwas
for want of money: and now you are metamor-
phosed with a mistress, that, when 1 look on
you, I can hardly think you my master.

Val. Are all these things perceived in me?
speed. They are all perceived without you.
Val, Without me? they cannot.
Speed, Without you? nay, that’s certain; for,

without you were so simple, none else would:
but you arc so without these follies, that these
ioUies are within you, and shine though you
like the water in a urmal; that not an eye tiiat

sees you but is a physician to comment on your
malady.

Val, But teE me, dost thou know my lady
Silvia?

Speed, She that you gaze on so, as she sits at
supper?
Vah Ha8tthouob8ervedthat?eveu8heImean.
Speed, Why, sir, 1 know her not.

Kal. Dost thou know her by my gazing on
her, and yet knowest her not?

Speed, Is she not hard favoured, sir?

Val, Not so fair, hoy, as weU favoured*
Speed. Sir, 1 know that weU enough.
Val, What dost thou know?
Speed. That she is not so fair as (of you) well

favoured.
Val 1 mean that her heauty is exijuisite, but

her favour infinite.

;^edf. That’s because the one is painted and
the other out of tU count

Vat, How painted? and how out of count?
Speed, Marry, sir, so psinted, to make her

fair, that no man counts of her beauty.

Val, How esteemest thou me? I account of
her beauty.

Speed. You never saw her since she was de-
formed.

Val. How long hath she been deformed?
Speed. Ever since you loved her.

Val. I have loved her ever smce I saw her;
and stiE I see her beautiful.

speed. If you love her, you cannot see her.
Val. Why?
Speed. Because love is blind. O that you had

mine eyes; or your own eyes had the lights they
were wont to have when you chid at Sir Pro-
teus for going ungartered I

Val: What should I see then?
Speed. Your own present foEy and her pass-

ing deformity; for he, being in love, cotEd not
see to garter his hose; and you, bemg in love,

cannot see to put on your hose.

Val. Belike, boy, ifiien you are in love; for

last morningyou cohld not see to wipemy shoes.
Speed. True, sir; I was in love with my bed;

I thank you, you swinged me formy love, which
makes me the bolder to chide you for yours.

Val. In conclusion, I stand affected to her.

Speed. I would you were set; so your affec-

tion would cease.

Val. Last night she enjoined me to write

some lines to one she loves.

Speed. And have you?
Val. I have.
Speed. Are they not lamely writ?

Val, No, boy, but as weE as I can do them;

—

Peace; here she comes.
Speed. 0 ezceUent motion! O exceeding

puppet! now will he interpret to her.

Enter Silvia.

Vd, Madam and mistress, a thousand good-
morrows.

Speed. 0, give you good even!-—Here’s a
miEion of manners. [Asvde,

Sil. Sir Valentine and servant, to you two
thousand.

Speed. He should give her interest, and she
^ves it to him. [Aside.

Val. Asyou enjoin'dme, Ihavewrityourletter
Unto the secret nameless friend of yours;
Which I was much unwiEing to proceed in
But for my duty to your ladyship.

Sil. 1 thank you, gentie servant; ’tis very
clerkly done.

Vd. Now trustme madam, it came hardly off;

For being ignorant to whom it goes
I wnt at random, very doubtfuEy. [paint?

Sil. Perchance you think too much of so much
Vd. No, madam; so it stead you, I will write,

Pleaseyoucommand, athousandtimes asmuch:
And yet;

—

SU. AprottyperiodlWeE,Igucssthe sequel;

And yet IwiEnotname it:—'and yet I care not;

—

And yet take this again;—and yet I thank you;
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more.

Speed, And yet you wiE; and yet another yet.

[Aside.

Vd, What means your ladyship? do you not
like it?

Sil. Yes, yes; theEnea are very quainffy writ:

But since unwillingly, take them again;

Nay, take ^«m. [Gives hack the Utter,



26 TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA [ACT fl.

Val. Madam, they are for you.
SiL Ay, ay, you wnt them, sir, at my request;

But I will none of them; they are for you:

I would have had them writ more movingly.
Val. Please you, I’ll write your ladyship

another. [over;
' Sil. And when it’s writ, for my sake read it

And if it please you, so; if not, why, so.

Val. If it please me, madam I what then?
Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your

labour.

And so good morrow, servant. [Exit ShVia.
Spe^d. 0 jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible.

As a nose on a man’s face, or a weather-cock on
a steeple I

My master sues to her; and she hath taught her
suitor.

He being her pupil, to become her tutor.

O excellent device !was there everheard a better’
That my master, being scribe, to himself should

wnte the etter?

Val. How now, sir? what are you reasoning

with yourself?

Speed. Nay , I was rhyming : ’tis you that have

the reason.

Val. To do what?
Speed. To b e aspokesmanfromMadamSilvia?
Val. To whom?
Speed. To yourself: why, she woos you by a

figure.

Val. What figure?

Speed. By a letter, I should say.

Val. Why, she hath not writ to me?
Speed. What need she when she hath made

you write to yourself? Why, do you not perceive

Val. No, believe me. [the jest?

Speed. No believing you indeed, sir. But did

you perceive her earnest?

Vat, She gave me none except an angry word.

Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter,

Val. That’s the letter I writ to her fnend.
Speed. And that letter hath she deliver’d,

and there an end.

Val. I would it were no worse.

Speed. I’ll warrant you ’tis as well.

For often you have writ to her; and she, in

modesty,
Or else for want of idle time, could not again

reply;

Or fearing else some messenger that might her

mind discover, [her lover.

—

Herselfhath taught her love himself to write unto
All this I speak in print, forin print I found it.

—

Why muse you, sir? ’tis dinner time.
‘ Val. I have dined.

Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir; though the
cameleon Love can feed on the air, I am one
that am nourished by my victuals, and would
fain have meat; 0, be not like your mistress;

be moved, be moved. [Exeunt.

Scene IL—Verona. A Room in Julia’s
House,

Enter Proteus and Jutu^

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia.

, Jut, I must, where is no remedy.
Pro. When possibly I can I will return.

Jut. If you turnnot you will retufm the sooner;

Keep this remembrance for thy Julia’s sake.

[Giving a ring.

Pro. Why, then, we’ll make exchange; here,

take you this.

Jut. And seal the bargain with a holy kiss.

Pro. Here is my hand for my true constancy;
And when that hour o’erslips me in the day
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake,
The next ensuing hour some foul mischance
Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness!
My father stays my coming; answer not:
The tide is now: nay, not thy tide of tears;

That tide will stay me longer than I should:
[Fxif Julia.

Julia, farewell.—What! gone without a word?
Ay; so true love should do: it cannot speak;
Fortruthhath betterdeedsthan words to grace it.

Enter Panthino.
Pan. Sir Proteus, you are stay’d for.

Pro. Go; I come, I come:—

•

Alas! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb.
[Exeunt.

Scene III .—The same. A Street.

Enter Launce, leading a dog.

Laun. Nay, ’twill be this hour ere I have done
weeping; all the kind of the Launces have this

very fault: I have received my proportion, like

the prodigious son, and am going with Sir Pro-
teus to the Imperial’s court, I think Crab my
dog be the sourest-natured dog that lives: my
mother weeping, my father wailing, my sister

crying, our maid howhng, our cat wringing her
hands, and all our house in a great perplexity;

yet did not this cruel-hearted cur shed one tear:

he is a stone, a very pebble stone, and has no
more pity in him than a dog: a Jew would have
wept to have seen our parting; why, my grand-
am having no eyes, look you, wept herself bUnd
at my parting. Nay, I’ll show you the manner
of it: this shoe is my father;~~no, this left shoe
is my father;—no, no, this left shoe is my
mother; nay, that cannot be so neither; yes; it

is so, it is so ; it hath the worser sole. This shoe
with the hole in it is my mother, and this my
father. A vengeance on ’t! there ’tis. Now,
sir, this staff is my sister; for, look you, she is

as white as a lily and as small as a wand; this

hat is Nan our maid; I am the dog;—no, the
dog is himself, and I am the dog,—0, the dog
is me, and I am myself; ay, so, so. Now come
I to my father; Father, your blessing;-^ now
should not the shoe speak a word for weeping;
now should I kiss my father; well, he weeps on:
—now come I to my mother (0, that she could
speak now!) like a wood woman;—well, I Mss
her:--why there ’tis; here’s my mother’s breath
up and down; now come I to my sister; mark
the moan she makes: now the dog all tliis while
sheds not a tear, nor speaks a word; but see
how I lay the dust with my tears.

Enter Panthino.

Pan, Launce, away, away aboard; thy mas-
ter is shipped, and thou art to post after with
oars*. What’s the matter! why weep’st thou,
man? Away, ass; you will lose the tide if you
tarry any longer.

Loan. It is no matter if the tied were lost;
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font is the unkindest tied that ever man tied.

Pan. What’s the unkindest tide? [dog.

Laun. Why, he that’s tied here: Crab, my
Pan. Tut, man; 1 mean thou’ltlose the flood:

and, in losing the flood, lose thy voyage; and, in

losing thy voyage, lose thy master; and in los-

ing thy master, lose thy service; and, inlosing
thy service,—Why dost thou stop my mouth?

Laun. For fear thou shouldst lose thy tongue.
Pan. Where should I lose my tongue?
Laun. In thy tale.

Pan. In thy tale?

Laun. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the
master, and the service? The tidel Why,
man, if the river were dry, I am able to fill it

with my tears; if the wind were down, I could
drive the boat with my sighs.

Pan. Come, come away, man; I was sent
to call thee.

Lam. Sir, call me what thou darest.

Pan. Wilt thou go?
Lam. Well, I will go. [Exemt.

Scene IV.

—

Milan. An Apartment in the
Duke’s Palace.

Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, and
Speed.

Sil. Servant

—

Val. Mistress?
Speed. Master, Sir Thurio frowns on you.
Val. Ay, boy, it’s for love.

Spee^. Not of you.
Val.‘ Of my imstress, then.
Speed. ’Twere good you knocked him.
Sil. Servant, you are sad.
Val. Indeed, madam, I seem so.

Thu. Seem you that you are not?
Val. Haply I do.
Thu. So do counterfeits.
Val. So do you.
Thu, What seem I that I am not?
Val, Wise.
Thu. What instance of the contrary?
Val YourfoUy.
Thu, And how quote you my folly?

FoZ. I quote it in your jerkin.

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet.
Val Well, then, I’ll double your folly.

Thu. How?
Sil What, angry, Sir Thurio? do you change

colour?

Val. Give Mm leave, madam: he is a kind of

cameleon.
Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your

blood than live in your air.

Val. You have said, sir.

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time.
Val. I know it well, sir; you always end ere

you begin. [quickly shot off.

Sil, A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and
Val ’Tis indeed, madam; we thank the giver,

iSi7, Who is that, servant?
Vat. Yourself, sweet lady; for you gave the

fire. Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your
ladysMp’s looks, and spends what he borrows
kindly in your company,

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word vtith

me, I shall make your wit bankrupt.
Val X know it well, sir; 'you have an ex-

chequer of words, and, I think, no other trea-
sture to ^ve your followers; for it appears bytheir
bare liveries that they live by your bare words.

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more; here
comes my father.

Enter Duke.

Duke. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard
beset.

Sir Valentine, your father’s in good health:
What say you to a letter from your fnends
Of much good news?
Val My lord, I will be thankful

To any happy messenger from thence.

Duke. Know you Don Antonio, your country-
man? . [man

Val. Ay, my good lord; I know the gentle-

To be of worth, and worthy estimation,

And not without desert so well reputed.
Duke. Hath he not a son? [serves

Val Ay, my good lord; a son that well de-
The honour and regard of such a father,

Duke. You know Mm well?

Val Iknewhimasmyself ; forfromourinfancy
Wehaveconversedandspent ourhourstogether

:

And though myself have been an idle truant,

Omittmg the sweet benefit of time
To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection.

Yet hath Sir Proteus—for that’s his name—
Made use and fair advantage of his days;

His years but young, but his expenence old;

His head unmellow’d, but Ms judgment ripe;

And, in a word,—for far behind Ms worth
Come all the praises that I now bestow,—
He is complete in feature and in mind,
With all good grace to grace a gentleman.
Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but if he make tMs

He is as worthy for an empress’ love [good,

As meet to be an emperor’s counsellor.

Well, sir; tMs gentleman is come to me,
With commendation from great potentates;

And here he means to spend Ms time awhile:

I think ’tis no unwelcome news to you. [he.

Val Should I have wished athiagithad been,
Duke. Welcome Mm, then, according to his'

worth;
Silvia, I speak to you; and you, Sir Thurio
For Valentine, I need not ’cite him to it:

I’ll send Mm hither to you presently.

[Exit Duke.
Val This isthe gentleman I told yourladyship

Had come along with me, but that Ms mistress
Did hold his eyes lock’d in her crystal looks.
Sil Belike that now she hath enfrancMsed

Upon some other pawn for fealty. [them
Val Nay, sure, I think she holds them

prisoners still. [blind,

Sil Nay, then, he should be blind; and, being
How could he see Ms way to seek out you?
Val Why, lady, lovehath twenty pairs of eyes.

Thu. They say thatlove hath notan eye at all.

Val To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself;

Upon a homely object love can wink.

Enter Proteus.

Sil Have done, have done; here comes the
gentleman. [seech you

Val Welcome, dearProteus!—Mistress, Ibe-
Confinn his welcome, with some special favour.

Sil His worth is warrant for Ms welcome
hither,
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If fhis 1>e lie you oft bave wish’d to hear from.
VaU Mistress, it is ; sweetlady, entertiduhim

To be my fellow-serrant to your ladyship.
SiL Too low a mistress for so high a senrant.

Pro. Notso,sweetlady;buttoomeauaservant
To have a look of such a wortiiy mistress*
VaL Leave off discourse of disability:

—

Sweetlady, entertaiu him for your servant.
Pro. My duty will I boast of, nothing els<

Sil, And duty never yet did want his meed.
Serrant,youarewelcometoaworthlessmistress.

Pro, I’lldie on him that says so but yourself.

Sil, That you are welcome?
Pro. No; that you are worthless.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Madam, my lord your father would
speak with you.

SU, m wait upon bis pleasure. [Exit Servant.
Come, Sir Thurio,

Gowithme.'-Once more,newservant,welcome.
I’ll leave you to confer of home affairs;

When you have done we look to hear from you.

Pro, We’ll bolh attend upon your ladyship.

[Exeunt Sa., Thu., and Spjeeu.

Vat, Now, tell me, how do all from whence
you came? [much commended.

Pro. Your friends are well, and have them
Val, And how do yours?
Pro. 1 1eft them all in health.

Vai, How does your lady? and how thrives

your love?

Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you;
I know you joy not in a love discourse.

V(d, Ay, Proteus; but that life is alter’d now:
1 have done penance for contemning love;

WhoselughimperiousthoughtshaVepunish’dme
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans.

With nightly tears, and daily heart>sore sighs;

for, in revenge of my contempt of love,

Love hath chased sleepfrommy enthralled eyes.

And made them watchers of mine own heart’s

sorrow*

O, gentle Proteus, love’s a mighty lord;

And hath so humbled me, as I confess,

There is no woe to his correction.

Nor, to his service, no such joy on earthi

Now no discourse, except it be of love;

Now can 1 break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep,

Upon the very naked name of love.

Pro. Enough; I read your fortune in your eye:
Was fhis the idol that you worship so?

Val. Evenshe; andis shenotaheavenlysaint?
•Pro. No; but she is an earthly paragon.

Val. Call her divine.

. Pro, IwiU not flatter her.

y<tl. 0,flAtterme; forlove delightsin praises.
Pro. TOen Iwas sickyou gaveme bitter piils,

And 1 must minister the like to you.

YaUTkmspeak the truth byher; if not divine,
Yet let her be a principality,

Sovereim to all Uie creatures on the earth.

Pro. Except my mistress.
Vtd, Sweet, except not any.

Except thou wilt except against my love.

Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own?
Val. And I will help thee to prefer her too:

She shall be dignified with this high honour---

Ta bear my lady’s train, lest the base earth
Should from her vesture chance to steal a Mss,

And, of so great a favour growing proud.
Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower,
And make roimh winter everlastingly, [this?
Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is
Val, Pardon me, Proteus : all I can is nothing

To her whose worth makes other worthies
She is alone. [not^g;

Pro. Then let her alone. [own;
Val, Notforthe world; why, man, she is mine

And I as rich in having such a jewel
As twenty seas, if all &eir sand were pearl,
The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold.
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee
Because thou seest me dote upon my love.
My foolish rival, that her father likes
Only for his possessions are so huge,
Is gone with her along; and I must after,

For lov^ thou know’st is full of jealousy.
Prd. But she loves you?
Val. Ay, we are betrofli’d:

Nay, more; our marriage hour,
With all the cunning manner of our flight,

Determined of: how I must climb her window.
The ladder made of cords; and all the means
Plotted and ’greed on for my happiness.
Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber.
In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel.

Pro. Go on before; I shall inquire you forth:
I must unto the road to disembark
Some necessaries that I needs must use;
And then I’ll presently attend you.

Val. Will you make haste?
Pro. I will.— [Exit Val.

Even as one heat another heat expels,

Or as one nail by strength drives out another,
So the remembrance of my former love
Is by a newer object quite forgotten.

Is it mine eye, or Valentinus’ praise,

Her true perfection, or my false transgression.

That makes me, reasonless, to reason thus?
She’s f(ur; and so is Julia that 1 love,

—

That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d;
Which like a waxen image ’gainst afire
Bears no impression of the thing it was.
Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold.

And that 1 love him not as 1 was wont:
01 but I love his lady too, too much;
And that’s the reason I love him so little.

How shall I dote on her with more advice,

That thus without advice begin to love her?
*Tis but her picture I have yet beheld,
And that hath dazzled my reason’s light;

But when I look on her perfections,

There is no reason but I shall be blind.

If I can check my erring love, I will:

If not, to compass her I’ll use my sMli. [Exit,

Scene V.—The $ame, A Street,

Enter Speed and Iaunce.

Speed. Launcel by mine honesty, welcome
to Milan.

Laun. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth; for

I am nqt welcome. 1 reckon tMs always—•that
a man ia never undone till he be hanged; nor
never welcome to a place till some certain shot
be paid and the hostess say, welcome.
I^ed. Come on, you madcap; I’ll to the

ale-house with you presently; where, for one
shot of flvepence, thou shalt have five thou-
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sand welcomes. But, sirrah, how did thy
master part with Madam Juha?
Laun. Marry, after they closed in earnest

they parted very fairly in jest.

Speed. But shall she marry him?
jCaun. No.
speed. How, then? shall he marry her?
Laun. No, neither.

Speed. What! are they broken?
iMun. No; they are both as whole as a fish.

Speed. Why, then, how stands the matter
with them?

Laun. Marry, thus; when it stands well

with him it stands well with her.

Speed. What an ass art thou? I understand
thee not.

Laun. What a block art thou, that thou
canst not! My staff understands me.

Speed. What thou say’st?

Laun. Ay, and what I do, too; look thee,

I’ll but lean, and my staff understands me.
Speed. It stands under thee, indeed, [one.

Laun. Why, standunder and understand is all

Speed. But tell me true, will’t be a match?
iMun. Ask my dog: if he say ay, it will; if

he say no, it will; if he shake his tad and say
nothing, it will.

Speed. The conclusion is, then, that it will.

liaun. Thou shalt never get such a secret

from me but by a parable.

Speed. ’Tis well that I get it so. But,
Launce, how say’st thou—that my master is

become a notable lover?

Laun. 1 never knew him otherwise.

Speed. Then how?
Laun, A notable lubber as thou reportest

him to be.

Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mis-
takest me.

Laun. Why, fool, I meant not thee, I meant
thy master.’

speed. I tell thee, my master is become a
hot lover.

Laun. Why, I tell thee I care not though he
bum himself in love. If thou wilt go with me
to the ale-house, so; if not, thou art an Hebrew,
a Jew, and not worth the name of a Christian.

Speed. Why?
Jjiun. Because thou hast not so much chanty

in thee as to go to the ale with a Christian.

Wilt thou go?
Speed. At thy service. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.—The same. An Apartment in
the Palace.

Enter Proteus.

Pro. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn;
To love fair Silvia shaU I be forsworn;

To wrongmy friend, 1 shall be much forsworn;
And eventhatpowerwhich gavemefixstmy oath
Provokes me to this threefold perjury.

Love bademe swear, and love bidsme forswear;

0 sweet-’suggesting love, if thou hast sinn’d.

Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse it
At first I did adore a twinkling star,

But now 1 worship a celestial sun.

UnheedM vows may heedfuUy be broken;
And he wants wit that wants resolved will

To learnhiswitto exchangethe badfor better,

—

Fie, fie, unreverend tongue! to call her bad.

Whose sovereignty so oft thou has preferr’d
With twenty-thousand-soui-confirming oaths.
I cannot leave to love, and yet I do;
But there I leave to love where I should love.
Julia 1 lose, and Valentine I lose:

If 1 keep them, I needs must lose myself;
If I lose them, thus find 1 by their loss,

For Valentine, myself; for Julia, Silvia.

I to myself am dearer than a friend:
For love is still more preciousm itself: [fair!—
And Silvia—witness heaven, that made her
Shows Juha but a swarthy Ethiope.
1 will forget that Julia is alive,

Rememb’nng that my love to her is dead;
And Valentine I’ll hold an enemy.
Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend.

I cannot now prove constant to myself
Without some treachery used to Valentine:

—

This mght he meaneth with a corded ladder
To climb celestial Silvia’s chamber-window

—

Myself in counsel, his competitor;
Now presently I’ll give her father notice
Of their disgmsing and pretended Bight;
Who, all enraged, will banish Valentine;
For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter:
But, Valentine, being gone, I’ll quickly cross,

Bysome sly trick, bluntThuno’s dullproceeding.
Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift.

As thou hast lent me wit to plot tlus drift! [Exit,

Scene VII.—Verona, i Room in Julu’s
House.

Enter Julia and Lucetta.

Jul, Counsel, Lucetta! gentle girl, assist me!
And, even in kmd love, I do conjure thee,—

*

Who art the table wherein all my thoughts
Are visibly character’d and engraved,

—

To lesson me; and tell me some good mean.
How, with my honour, I may undertake
A journey to my loving Proteus.
Luc. Alas! the way is wearisome and long.

Jul* A truenievoted pilgrim is not weary
To measure kingdoms wiffi his feeble steps;

Muchless shall she thathathlove’s wings to fly.

And when the flight is made to one so dear,

Of such divine perfection, as Sir Proteus.

Luc, Better forbear till Proteus make return.

Jul, O, know’st thou not his looks are my
soul’s food?

Pity the dearth that I have pined in
By longing for that food so long a time.

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love,

Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow
As seek to quench the fire of love with words.
Luc. I do not seek to quench your love’s hot

But qualify the fire’s extreme rage, [fire;

Lest It shouldbum above the bounds of reason.

Jul. The more thou damm’st it up, the more
it bums;

The current that with gentle murmur glides,

Thou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth
rage;

But when his fair course is not hindered
Hemakes sweetmusicwiththe enamell’d stones.
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage;

And so by many winding nooks he strays,

With willing sport, to the wUd ocean.

Then let me go, and hinder not my course:
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I’ll be as patient as a gentle stream,
And make a pastime of each weary step,

Till the last step have brought me to my love;

And there Pll rest as, after much turmoil,

A blessed soul doth in Elysium.
Luc- But in what habit will you go along?

Jul Not like a woman; for I would prevent
The loose encounters of lascivious men;
Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds
As may beseem some well-reputed page. [hair.

Luc. Why, then, your ladyship must cut your
Jul. No, girl; I’ll knit it up in silken stnngs,

With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots:

To be fantastic may become a youth
Of greater time than I shall show to be.

Luc. What fashion, madam, shall I make
your breeches? [lord,

Juh That fits as well as—“ Tell me, good my
What compass will you wear your farthingale?”

Why, eventhat fashion thou best lik’st, Lucetta.

Luc. You must needs have them with a cod-

piece, madam.
Jul. Out, out, Lucetta ! that willbe ill-favour’d,

Luc. A round hose, madam, now’s not worth
a pm,

Unless you have a cod-piece to stick pms on.

Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov’st me, let me have
What thou think’St meet,and is most mannerly:
But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me
For undertaking so unstaid a journey?

I fear me it will make me scandahz’d. [go not.

Luc. If you thmk so, then stay at home, and
,

Jul Nay, that I will not.

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go.

If Proteus like your journey when you come,
No matter who’s displeas’d when you are gone:
1 fear me he will scarce be pleased withal.

Jut. That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear:

A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears,

And instances as infinite of love,

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus.

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men.
Jut. Base men, thatusethem to so base effect

!

But truer stars did govern Proteus’ birth:

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles;

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate;
His tears pure messengers sent from his heart;

His heart as farfrom fraud as heaven from earth.

Luc. Pray heaven he prove so when you
come to himl [wrong,

Jul, Now, as thou lov’st me, do him not that
To bear a hard opinion of his truth;

Only deserve my love by loving him,
And presently go with me to my chamber,
To take a note of what I stand in need of

To furnish me upon my longing journey.
Ail that IS mine I leave at thy dispose,
My goods, ray lands, my reputation;

Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hence:
Come, answer not, but to it presently;
I am impatient of ray tarriance. [Exeunt

ACT m.
Scene I.—Milan. An Ante-room in the

Duke’s Palace.

Enter Duke, Thurio, and Proteus.

Duke. Sir Thurio, give us leave, I pray, awhile;
We have some secrets to confer about.

[Exit Thurio,

Now, teU me, Proteus, what’s your will with
me?

Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would
[discover,

The law of friendship bids me to conceal;
But, when I call to mind your gracious favours
Done to me, undeserving as I am.
My duty pncks me on to utter that [me.
Which else no worldly good should draw from
Know, worthy pnnce, Sir Valentine, my friend,
This nightintends to steal away your daughter;
Myself am one made privy to the plot.

I know you have determined to bestow her
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates;
And should she thus be stolen away from you.
It would be much vexation to your age.
Thus, for my duty’s sake, I rather chose
To cross my friend in his intended drift,

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head
A pack of sorrows, which would press you down,
Being unprevented, to your timeless grave.
Duke. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest

care;

Which to requite, command me while I live.

This love of theirs myself have often seen,
Haply when they have judged me fast asleep;
And oftentimes have purposed to forbid
Sir Valentine her company and my court:

But, fearmg lest my jealous aim might err,

And so, unworthily, disgrace the man,

—

A rashness that I ever yet have shunn'd,

—

I gave him gentle looks; thereby to find

That which thyself hast now disclos’d to me.
And, that thou may’st perceive my fear of this,

Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested,
I nightly lodge her m an upper tower,

The key whereof myself have ever kept;

And thence she cannot be conveyed away, [mean
Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devised a

How he her chamber-window will ascend,
And with a corded ladder fetch her down;
For which the youthful lover now is gone,
And this way comes he with it presently;

Where, if it please you, you mayinterccpt him.
But, good my lord, do it so cunningly,

That my discovery be not aimed at;

For love of you, not hate unto my friend,

Hath made me publisher of this pretence.
Duke. Uponmine honour, he shall neverknow

That I had any light from thee of this,

Pro, Adieu, my lord; Sir Valentine is com-
ing. [Exit.

Enter Valentine,

Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast?

Val. Please it your grace, there is amessenger
That stays to bear my letters to my friends,

And I am going to deliver them.
Duke. Be they of much import?
Val. The tenor of them doth but signify

My health and happy being at your court
Duke. Nay, then, no matter; stay with me

awhile;
I am to break with thee of some affairs

Thattouchme near, whereinthoumustbe secret,

’Tis not unknown to thee that I have sought
To match my friend, Sir Thurio, tomy daughter.

Val. I know it well, my lord; and, sure, the
match iman

Were rich and honourable; besides, the gentle-
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Is ftill of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualities

Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter:
Cannot your grace win her to fancy him?
Buke, No, trust me; she is peevish, sullen,

froward,
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty;
Neither regarding that she is ray child

Nor fearing me as if I were her father:

And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers.

Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her;
And, where I thought the rehmant of mine age
Should have been cherished by her child-like

duty,

I am now full resolved to take a wife.

And turn her out to who will take her in:

Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower;
For me and ray possession she esteems not.

Val, What would your grace have me to do
in this?

Duke, There is a lady, sir, in Milan, here,
Whom I affect; but she is nice, and coy.

And nought esteems my aged eloquence:
Now,therefore,would I have thee to mytutor,—
For long agone I have forgot to court:

Besides, the fashion of the time is chang’d;

—

How and which way I may bestow myself.

To be regarded in her sun-bnght eye.

Val.Winherwithgifts, ifsherespectnotwords;
Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind.

Morethan quickwords domoveawoman’smind.
Duke. But she did scorn a present that I sent

her. [contents her:
Val. A woman sometimes scorns what best

Send her another; never give her o’er;

For scorn at first makes after-love the more.
If she do frown, ’tis not in hate of you,

But rather to beget more love in you:
If she do chide, ’tis not to have you gone;
For why, the fools are mad if left alone.

Take no repulse whatever she doth say:

For, get you gone, she doth not mean away:
Flatter and praise, commend, extol their graces;

Thoughne’ersoblack,saytheyhaveangels’faces.
That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man,
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman.
Duke. But she 1 mean is promised by her

friends

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth;

And kept severely from resort of men,
That no man hath access by day to her.

Val. Why, then, Iwould resort to her by night,

Duke, Ay, but the doors be lock’d, and keys
kept safe,

That no man hath recourse to her by night,

Val. What lets but one may enter at her
window? [ground;

Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the

And built so shelving, that one cannot climb it

Without apparent hazard of his life. [cords,

Val Why, then, a ladder, quaintly made of

To cast up with a pair of anchoring hooks,
Would serve to scale another Hero’s tower,

So bold Leander would adventure it.

Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood.

Advise me where I may have such a ladder.

Val When would you use it? pray, sir, teU me
that,

Duke, This very night;M love is like a child,

That longs for'everything that he can come.by.
Vail. Byseveno’clockragctyouauchaladder.

Duke. But, hark thee; I will go to her alone;
How shall I best convey the ladder thither?

FoZ. It will be light, my lord, that you may
bear it

Under a cloak that is of any length. [turn.

Duke. A cloak as long as thine will serve the
Val Ay, my good lord.

Duke. Then let me see thy cloak:
I’ll get me one of such another length, [lord.

Val Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my
Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a

cloak?

—

I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me.—
What letter is this same? What’s here?—To

Silvia?

And here an engine fit for my proceeding!
I’ll be so bold to break the se^ for once. [Reads.
My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly;

Andsla ves they are to me, thatsend themfiying.
O, could their master come and go as lightly,

Himself wouldlodge where senseless they are
lying.

My herald thoughts in thypure bosom rest them.
While I, their king,that thither them importune.

Do curse the grace that with such grace hath
blessed them.

Because myselfdo wantmy servants*fortune:
I curse myself, for they are sent by me,
That they should harbour where their lord

should be.

What’s here?
Sdvia, this night I will enfranchise thee:
’Tis so; and here’s the ladder for the purpose
Why, Phaeton,—for thou art Merops’ son,

—

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car.

And with thy daring foUy burn the world?
Wiltthou reach starsbecause they shine onthee?
Go, base intruder! over-weening slave!

Bestow thy fawmng smiles on equal mates;
And think my patience, more than thy desert,
Is privilege for thy departure hence:
Thank me for this, more than for all the favours
Which, all too much, I have bestow’d on thee.
But if thou linger in my territories

Longer than swiftest expedition
Will give thee time to leave our royal court,

By heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love
I ever bore my daughter or thyself.

Begone, I will not hear thy vain excuse.
But, as thou lov’st thy life, make speed from

hence. [Exit Duke.
Val And why not death, rather than living

torment?
To die is to be bamsh’d from myself;
And Silvia is myself: banish’d from her
Is self from self: a deadly banishment!
What light is light if Silvia be not seen?
What joy is joy if Silvia be not by?
Unless it be to think that she is by.
And feed upon the shadow of perfection.

Except I be by Silvia in the night

There is no music in the nightingale;

Unless 1 look on Silvia in the day
There is no day for me to look upon:
She is my essence; and 1 leave to he.

If 1 be not by her fair influence

Foster’d, illumined, cbeiiah’d, kept alive.

I fly nSt death to fly his deadly doom:
Tarry 1 here I but attend on death;
But fly I hence I fly away from life*
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Enter Proteus and Lacnce.

Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seok him out.

Lam. So-hotso-hoT

Pro. What seest thou?

Laun, Him we go to find: there’s not a hair

on’s head but ’tis a Valentine.

Pro. Valentine?

Val No.
Pro, Who then? his spirit?

Val Neither.

Pro. What then?

Val Nothing. [strike?

Laun. Can nothing speak? master, shall I

Pro. Whom wouldst thou strike?

Laun. Nothing.
Pro. Villain, forbear. (you,—
Laun. Why, sir, I’ll strike nothing: I pray
Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear; Friend Valentine,

a word. [good news,

Vdl. My ears are stopp’d, and cannot hear
So much of had already hath possess’d them.

Pro. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine,
For they are harsh, untuneable, and bad.
Val Is Silvia dead?
Pro. No, Valentine.

Val No Valentine, indeed, forsacred Silvia!

—

Hath she forsworn me?
Pro. No, Valentine. [me!

—

Val No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn
What is your news?

Laun. Sir, there’s a proclamation that you
are vanish’d. [news;

Pro. That thou art banished; 0, that’s the
From hence, from Silvia, andfromme thyfnend.

VcA, 0, 1 have fed upon this woe already,

And now excess of it will make me surfeit.

Doth Silvia know that I am banished?
Pro. Ay, Ay; and she hath offer’d to the

doom,—
Which, unreversed, stands in effectual force,

—

A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears:

Those at her father’s churlish feet she tender’d
With them, upon her knees, her humble self;

Wnnging her hands, whose whiteness so be-
came them.

As if but now they waxed pale for woe:
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up,
Sad sighs, deep groans, norsilver-sheddingtears.
Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire;

But Vdentme, if he be ta’en, must die.

Besides, her intercession chafed him so,

When she for thy repeal was suppliant,

That to close prison he commanded her,
With many bitter threats of ’biding there.

Val No more; unless the next word that

thou speak’st
Have some malignant power upon my life:

If so, I pray thee, breath it in mine ear,

As ending anthem of my endless dolour, [help.

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou canst not
And study help for that which thou lament’st.

Time is the nurse and breeder of all good.
Here if thou stay thou canst not see thy love;

Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life.

Hope is a lover’s staff; walk hence with that.

And manage it against despairing thoughts.
Thy letters may be here though thou arthence:
Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver’d
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love.

The rime now serves not to expostulate:

Come, I’ll convey thee through the city gate;

And, ere I part with thee, confer atlarge
Of all that may concern thy love affairs:

As thou lov’st Silvia, though not for thyself,

Regard thy danger, and along viiith me.
Val I pray thee, Launce, an if thou seest

my boy, [gate.

Bid him make haste and meet me at the north
Pro. Go,* sirrah, find him out. Come,

Valentine.

Val, O my dear Silvia, hapless Valentine!
[Exeunt Val. and Pro.

Laun. I am but a fool, look you; and yet I

have the wit to think my master is a kind of
knave : but that’s all one if he be but one knave

.

He lives not now that knows me to be in love:
yet I am in love; but a team of horse shallnot
pluck that from me; nor who ’tis I love, and
yet ’tis a woman: but what woman I will not
tell myself; and yet *tis a milkmaid; yet *tis

not a maid, for she hath had gossips
: yet *tis a

maid, for she is her master’s maid, and serves
for wages. She hath more qualities than a
water-spaniel,—which is much in a bare Chris-
tian. Here is the cat-log [PuKmp out a paper]
of her conditions- Imprimis, She can fetch and
carry. Why, a horse can do no more; nay, a
horse cannot fetch, but only carry: therefore is

she better than a jade. Item, She can mitk;
look you, a sweet virtue in a maid with clean
hands.

Enter Speed.

Speed. How now, Signior Launce? what news
with your mastership?
Laun. Withmymaster’s ship? why, it is at sea.
Speed. Well, your old vice still; mistake the

word.
What news, then, in your paper? [hcard’st.

Laun. The blackest news that ever thou
Speed. Why, man, how black?
Laun. Why, as black as ink.

Speed. Let me read them. [read.
iMun. Fie on thee, jolthead; thou caxist not
Speed, Thou Uest, I can.
Zaun. 1 will try thee: Tell me this: Who

begot thee?
Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather,
laun. 0 illiterate loiterer! it was the son of

thy grandmother: this proves that thou canst
not read.

Speed. Come, fool, come : try me in thy paper.
Laun. There; and St, Nicholas be thy speedl
Speed. Imprimus, She can milk,
Laun. Ay, that she can.
Speed, Item, She brews good ale.

Zaun. And thereof comes the proverb,—
Blessing of your heart, you brew good ale.

Speed. Item, She can sew.
laun. That’s as much as to say, can she so?
Speed. Item, She can knit,

Laun. What need a man care for a stock
with a wench, when she can knit him a stock.

Speed. Item, She can umh and scour.
Laun. A special virtue; for then she need

not be washed and scoured.
Speed. Item, She can spin,

Laun, Then may I set the world on wheels,
when she can spin for her living.
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speed. Item, She hath manynameless virtues.

Laun, That’s as much as to say, bastard
virtues; that, indeed, know not their fathers,

and therefore have no names.
Speed. Here follow her mces.
Lam, Close at the heels of her virtues.

Speed. Item, She is not to be kissed fasting^
in respect of her breath.

Laun. Well, that fault may be mended with
a breakfast. Read on.

Speed. Item, She hath a sweet mouth.
Laun. Thatmakesamends forhersourbreath.
Speed. Item, She doth talk in her sleep.

laun. It’s no matter for that, so she sleep

not in her talk.

Speed. Item, She is slow in words.
Laun. O villain, that set this down among

her vices! To be slow in words is a woman’s
only virtue: I pray thee, out with’t; and place

it for her chief virtue.

Speed, Item, She is proud.
Laun. Out with that too; it was Eve’s

legacy, and cannot be ta’en from her.

Speed. Item, She hath no teeth.

Laun. I care not for that neither, because I

love crusts.

Speed, Item, She is curst.

J^n. Well; the best is, she hath no teeth to

bite.

Speed. Item, She will often praise her liquor.

Laun. If her liquor be good, she shall: if

she will not, I wiU; for good things should be
praised.

Speed. Item, She is too liberal.

Laun. Of her tongue she cannot; for that’s

writ down she is slow of; of her purse she
shall not; for that I’ll keep shut; now of an-

other thing she may; and that I cannot help.

Well, proceed.
Speed. Item, She hath more hair than wit,

and more faults than hairs, and more wealth

than faults.

Laun. Stop there; I’ll have her: she was
mine, and not nune, twice or thrice in that last

article. Rehearse that once more.
speed. Item, She hath more hair than wit,

—

laun. More hair than wit,—it may be; I’ll

prove it: The cover of the salt hides the salt,

and therefore it is more than the salt; the hair

that covers the wit is more than the wit; for the

greater hides the less. What’s next?

speed.—And more faults than hairs,

—

Mm. That’s monstrous: O, that that were
out!

Speed.’—And more wealth than faults.

Laun. Why, that word makes the faults

gracious. Well, I’U have her: and if it be a
match, as nothing is impossible.

Speed. What then?
Mun. Why, then wiU I tell thee,—that thy

master stays for thee at the north gate.

Speed. Forme?
Laun. For thee? ay: who art thou? he hath

stay’d for a better man than thee.

Speed, And must I go to him?
Mun. Thou must run to him, for thou hast

sta/dsolongthatgolngwUlscarceservethetum.
Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner? ’pox

of your love-letters! [Exit.

Laun. Now will be be swinged for reading

my letter. An unmannerly slave that will thrust
himself into secrets!—I’U after, to rejoice m the
boy’s correction. [Exii.

Scene II.—The same. A Room in the
Duke’s Palace.

Enter Duke and Thurio; Proteus behind.

Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not but that she will
love you

Now Valentine is banish’d from her sight.

Thu. Since his exile she hath despised me
most,

Forsworn my company and rail’d at me,
That I am desperate of obtaining her.
Duke. This weak impress oflove is as a figure

Trenched in ice; which with an hour’s heat
Dissolves to water and doth lose his form.
A Uttle time wiU melt her frozen thoughts,
And worthless Valentine shaU be forgot.-—
How now, Sir Proteus? Is your countryman,
According to our proclamation, gone?

Pro. Gone, my good lord.

Duke. Mydaughtertakeshisgoinggrievously.
Pro. A little time, my lord, wiU kill that grief.

Duke. So I believe; but Thurio thinksnotso.

—

Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee.—
For thou hast shown some sign of good desert,

—

Makes me the better to confer with thee.
Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace,

Let me not five to look upon your grace, [effect

Duke. Thou know’st, how willingly, I would
The matchbetween Sir Thurio andmy daughter.

Pro. I do, my lord.

Duke. And also I think, thou art not ignorant
How she opposes her against my will.

Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine was
here.

Duke. Ay, and perversely she persevers so.

What might we do to make the girl forget

The love of Valentine and love Sir Thuno?
Pro. The best way is to slander Valentine

With falsehood, cowardice, and poor, descent;
Three things that women highly bold in bate.
Duke. Ay, but she’ll think that it is spoke in

hate.

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it:

Therefore it must with circumstance, be spoken
By one whom she esteemeth as his friend, [him,

Duke. Then you must undertake to slander
Pro. And that, my lord, I shall be loth to do:

’Tis an ill oflice for a gentleman;
Especially against his very friend, [tage him
Duke. Where your good word cannot advan-

Your slander never can endamage him;
Therefore, the oflB.ce is indifferent.

Being entreated to it by your friend. [it

Pro. You have prevail’d, my lord: if I can do
By aught that I can speak m his dispraise,

She shall not long continue love to him.
But say this weed her love from Valentine,

It follows not that she will love Sir Thurio.

Thu. Therefore, as you unwind her love

from him*
Lest it should ravel, and be good to none,

You must provide to bottom it on me:
Which must be done by praising me as much
As you in worth dispraise Sir Valentine.

Duke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in

this kind;
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Because we know, on Valentine’s report,

You are already love’s firm votary,

And cannot soon revolt and change your mind.
Upon this warrant shall you have access.

Where you with Silvia may confer at large;

For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy,
And, for your friend’s sake, will he glad of you;

Where you may temper her hy your persuasion

To hate young Valentine and love my friend.

Pro. As much as I can do I will effect:

—

But you, Sir Thurio, are not sharp enough;
You must lay lime to tangle her desires

By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows.

Duke, Ay, much the force of heaven-bred
poesy.

Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart;

Write till your ink be dry; and with your tears

Moist it again; and frame some feelingIme
That may discover such integrity:

ForOrpheus’ lute was strung with poets’ sinews

;

Vf^ose golden touch could soften steel and
stones.

Make tigers tame and hugh leviathans

Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands,

After your dire lamenting elegies,

Visit by night your lady’s chamber-window
With some sweet concert; to their instruments
Tune a deploring dump; the night’s dead silence

Will weU become such sweet complaining griev-

ance.

This, or else nothing, will inherit her.

Duke, This discipline shoWs thou hast been
in love. [practice:

Thu. And thy advice this night I’ll put in

Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver,

Let us into the city presently

To sort some gentlemen well skill’d in music:
I have a soimet that will serve the turn

To give the onset to thy good advice.

Duke. About it, gentlemen. [supper;

Pro. We’ll wait upon your grace till after

And afterward determine our proceedings.

Duke, Even now about it; I will pardon you.
[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—A Forest near Mantua.

Enter certain Outlaws.

X. Out. Fellows, stand fast; I see a passenger.
3 Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but down

with ’em.
Enter Valentine and Speed.

3 Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you
have about you;

If not, we’ll make you sit, and rifie you.
Speed, Sir, we are undone 1 these are the

villains

That all the travellers do fear so much.
Vai. My friends,

—

I Out. Thafsjnot so,sir;'we are your enemies,
a Out. Peace; we’ll hear him.
3 Out, Ay, by my beard, will we;

For he’s a proper man.
, [lose;

Vai. Then know that I have little wealth to
A man I am crossed with adversity;

My riches are these poor habiliments,
Of which if you should here disfurnish me.
You take the sum and substance that I have.
2 Out. Whither travel you?
Val. To Verona.
I Out. Whence came you?
Val. From Milan.

3 Out. Have you long sojourn’d there?
Val, Some sixteen months; and longer might

have stay’d

H crooked fortune had not thwarted me.
1 Out. Whatl were you banish’d thence?
Vat. I was.
2 Out. For what offence? [hearse;
Val. For that which now torments me to re-

I kill’d a man, whose death I much repent;
But yet I slew him manfully in fight,

Without false vantage or base treachery.
1 Out. Why, ne’er repent it, if it were done so.

But were you banish’d for so small a fault?

Val. I was, and held me glad of such a doom.
2 Out. Have you the tongues? [happy;
Val. My youthful travel therein made me

Or else I often had been miserable. [friar,

3 Out. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood’s fat

This fellow were a king for our wild faction.

1 Out. We’ll have him; sirs, a word.
Speed. Master, be one of them;

It is an honourable kind of thievery.
Val. Peace, vUlain! [take to?
2 Out. Tell us this. Have you an^hing to

Val. Nothing but my fortune. [men;

3 Out. Know, then, thatsome ofus are gentle-
Such as the fury of ungovem’d youth
Thrust from the company of awful men:
Myself was from Veiona banish’d
For practising to steal away a lady,

An heir, and near alhed unto the duke.

2

Out. And 1 from Mantua, for a gentleman,
Whom, in mfmood, I stabb’d unto the heart.

X Out. And I for such like petty crimes as
these.

But to the purpose,—for we cite our faults

Thattheymay hold excused ourlawless lives,—
And, partly, seeing you are beautified
With goodly shape, and by your own report
A linguist, and a man of such perfection
As we do in our quality much want;

—

2 Out. Indeed, because you are a banish’d
man,

Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you.
Are you content to be our general?
To make a virtue of necessity,
And live, as we do, in this wilderness?,

3 Out. What say’st thou? wilt thou be of our
consort?

Say ay, and be the captain of us aU;
We’ll do thee homage, and be ruled hy thee,
Love thee as our commander and onr Mng.

X Out. But if thou scorn our courtesy tibou

diest. [have offer’d.

2 Out. Thou shalt not live to brag what we
Val. I take your offer, and will live with yon,

Provided that you do no outrages
On silly women or poor passengers.

,

3 Out. No;we detest suchvile base practises.

Come,-go with us, we’ll bring thee to our crews,
And show thee all the treasure we have got;
Which, wifib ourselves, ah rest at thy dispose.

[Exeunt.
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Scene II.—Milan. Court of the Palace.

Enter Proteus.

Pro. Already have I been false to Valentine,

And now I must be as unjust to Thurio.
Under the colour of commending him
I have access my own love to prefer;

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy.

To be corrupted vsrith my worthless gifts.

When I protest true loyalty to her
She twits me with my falsehood to my friend:

When to her beauty I commend my vows
She bids me think how I have been forsworn
In breaking faith with Juha whom I loved:
And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips,

The least whereof would quell a lover’s hope,
Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love

The more it grows, and fawneth on her still.

But here comes Thurio: now must we to her
window,

And give some evening music to her ear.

Enter Thurio and Musicians.
Thu. How now, Sir Proteus? are you crept

before us? [love

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio; for you know that
Will creep in service where it cannot go. [here.

Thu. Ay, but I hope, sir, that you love not
Pro. Sir, but I do; or else 1 would be hence.
Thu. Whom? Silvia?

Pro. Ay, Silvia—for your sake. [men,
Thu. I thank you for your own. Now, gentle-

let’s tune, and to it lustily awhile.

Enter Host, at a distance; and Julia, in

hoy's clothes.

Host. Now, my young guest! methinks
you’re allycholly; I pray you, why is it?

Jul. Marry, mine host, because I cannot be
merry.

Host. Come, we’ll have you merry: I’ll bring
you where you shall hear music, and see the
gentleman that you ask’d for.

Jul. But shall I hear him speak?
Host. Ay, that you shall.

Jul. That will be music. [ilfua/c plays.

Host. Hark! hark!

Jul. Is he among these?

Host. Ay; but peace, let’s hear ’em.

SONG.
Who IS Silvia? what is she,
That all our swains commend her?

Holy, fair, and wise is she,
The heavens such grace did lend her,

That she might admired he.

Is she kind as she is fair?

For beauty lives with kindness

:

Love doth to her eyes repair,

To help Mm of his blindness;
And, bemg help’d, inhabits there.

Then to Silvia, let us smg,
That Silvia is excelling;

She excels each mortal thing
Upon the dull earth dwellmg.

To her let us garknds brmg.

Host. How now? are you sadder than you
were before?

How do you, man! the music likes you not,

Jul. You mistake ; the musician likes me not.

Host Why, my pretty youth?
Jul. He plays false, father.

Host How! out of tune on the.strings?

Jul. Not so; hut yet false that he grieves
my very heart-sbrings.

Host You have a quick ear.

Jid. Ay, I would I were deaf! it makes me
have a slow heart.

’

Host I perceive you delight not in music.
Jul. Not a whit^ when it jars so.

Host Hark, what fine change is in the music.
Jul. Ay; that change is the spite.

Host. You would have them always play but
one thing? [thing.

Jul. I would always have one play but one
But, host, doth this Sir Proteus, that we talk
on, often resort unto this gentlewoman?
Host. I’ll tell you what, Launce, his man,

told me he loved her out of all nick.

Jul. Where is Latfnce?

Host Gone to seek his dog; which, tomor-
row, by his master’s command, he must carry
for a present to his lady.

Jul. Peace! stand aside 1 the company parts.

Pro. Sir Thuno, fear not you! I v^so plead
That you shall say my cunning drift excels.

Thu. Where meet we?
Pro. At Saint Gregory’s well.

Thu. Farewell.

Exeunt Thurio and Musicians,

Silvia appears above, at her window.

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship.

Sil. I thank you for your music, gentlemen:
Who is that that spake? [truth,

Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart’s
You’d quickly learn to know him by his voice

Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it, [vant.

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your ser-

Sil. What is your will?

Pr. That I may compass yours.
Sil. You have your wish;my williseven this,—

That presently you hie you home to bed,
Thou subtle, perjured, false, disloyal man!
Tbink’st thou I am so shallow, so conceitless^

To be seduced by thy flattery,^

That hast deceived so many with thy vows?
Return, return, and make tiliy love amends.
For me,—by this pale queen of night I swear
I am so far from granting thy request
That I despise thee for thy wron^ul suit,

And by and by intend to chide myself
Even for this time, I spend in talfemg to thee.

Pro. I grant, sweet love, that I did love a
But she is dead. *[lady;

Jul. ’Twere false if I should speak it;

For I am sure she is not buried, [Asufe.

Stl. Say that she be; yet Valentine, thy friend

Survives; to whom, thyself art witness,

I am betrothed. And art thou not ashamed
To wrong him with thyimportunacy?

Pro. 1 likewise hear that Valentine is dead.

Sit And so suppose am I; for in his grave

Assure thyself my love is buned.
Pro. Sweet lady, letme rake it from the earth.

Sit Go to thy lady’s grave, and call hers
thence;

Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine.

Jut He heard not that, [Aside.

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate,

Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love;

The picture that is hanging in your chamber;
To that I’ll speak, to that I’ll sigh and weep:
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For, since the substance of your perfect self

Is else devoted, I am but a shadow:
And to your shadow I will make true love.

Jul If *twcre a substance, you would, sure,

deceive it.

And make it but a shadow, as I am. [Aside.

Sil. 1 am very loth to be your idol, sir;

But, since your falsehood shallbecome you well

To worship shadows and adore false shapes.

Send to me in the morning, and I'll send it:

And so, good rest.

Pro. As wretches have o’er-night.

That wait for execution in the mom.
[Exeunt Fro., and Sil., from above.

Jul. Host, will you go?
Host. Bymy hallidom, I was fast asleep.

Jul. Pray you, where lies Sir Proteus?
Host. Marry, at my house. Tmst me, 1

think ’tis almost day.
Jul. Not so; but it hath been the longest night

That e*er I watch’d, and the most heaviest.

[Exeunt.

Scene lit—The same.

Enter Eglamour.
Egl. This is the hour that Madam Silvia

Entreated me to call and know her mind;
There’s some great matter she’d employ me in.

Madam, madam!
SiLVU appears uhoue, at her window.

Stl. Who calls?

Egl. Your servant and your friend;

One that attends your ladyship’s command.
Stl. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good

morrow.
Egl. As many, worthy ladsr, to yourself.

According to your ladyship’^ impose,
1 am thus early come to know what service

It is your pleasure to command me in.

SiL 0 Eglamour, thou art a gentleman,—
Think not 1 flatter, for I swear I do not,

—

Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish’d.
Thou art notignorant what dear good '^1
I bear unto the banish’d Valentine:
Nor how my father would enforce me marry
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhorr’d.
Thyself hast loved; and 1 have heard thee say
No grief did ever come so near thy heart
As when thy lady and thy true love died.
Upon whose grave thou vow’dst pure chastity.

Sir Eglamour, I would go to Valentine,
To Mantua, where I hear, he makes abode;
And, for the ways are dangerous to pass,
I do desire thy worthy company,
Upon whose faith and honour I repose.
Urge not my father’s anger, Eglamour,
But think uiwn my grief, a lady’s grief;

And on the justice of my flying hence,
To keep me from a most unholy match.
Which heaven and fortune still reward with
1 do desire thee, even from a heart [plagues.
As fuU of sorrows as the sea of sands,
To bear me company, and go with me:
If not, to hide what I have said to thee.
That I may venture to depart alone.

Egl. Madam, I ]»ity much your grievances;
Which, since I know theyvirtuously are placed,
I give consent to go along with you;
Recking as little what betideth me
As much 1 wish all good befortune you.

When will you go?
Sil. This evening coming.
Egl. Where shall I meet you?
Sil. At Friar Patrick’s cell,

Where I intend holy confession.

Egl. 1 will not fail your ladyship:

Good morrow, gentle lady.

Sil. Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour.
[Exeunt,

Scene IV.—The same.

Enter Laukce, with his dog.

lam. When a man’s servant shall play the
cur with him, look you, it goes hard: one that
1 brought up of a puppy; one that I saved
from drowning, when three or four of his blind
brothers and sisters went to it! I have taught
him—even as one would say precisely. Thus I
would teach a dog. 1 was sent to deliver him
as a present to Mistress Silvia from my master;
and 1 came no sooner into the dining-chamber
but he steps me to her trencher and steals her
capon’s leg. O, ’tis a foul tiring when a cur
cannot keep himself in all companies! I would
have, as one should say, one that takes upon
him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog
at all things. If 1 had not had more wit than
he, to take a fault upon me that he did, I think
verily he had been bang’d for ’t; sure as 1 live

he had suffer’d for ’t; you shall judge. Ho
thrusts me himself into the company of three
or four gentleman-like dogs under the duke’s
table: he had not been there—bless the mark
—a pissing while, but all the chamber smelt
him. Out with the dog, says one; What cur
is that? says another; Whip him out, says a
third; Hang him up, says the duke. I, hav-
ing been acquainted with the smell before,
knew It was Crab; and goes me to the fellow
that whips the dogs: friend, quoth I, pou
mean to whip the dog? Ay, marry do /, quoth
he. You do him the more wrong, quoth I;

'twos I did the thing you wot of. He makes
me no more ado, but whips me out of the
chamber. How many masters would do this

for their servant? Nay, I’ll be sworn, I have
sat in the stocks for puddings he had stolen,

otherwise he had been executed: I have stood
on the pillory for geese he hath killed,; other-
wise he had suffer’d for ’t: thou tirinkest not of
this now!—Nay, I remember the trick you
served me when I took my leave of Madam
Silvia; did not I bid thee still mark me and do
as 1 do? When didst thou see me heave up
my leg and make water against a gentle-
woman’s farthingale? didst thou ever see me
do such a trick?

Enter Proteto and Jblu.
Pro. Sebastian is thy name? I like thee well,

And will employ thee in some service presently.
Jul. In what you please;—I will do what I

can.
Pro. I hope thou wilt.—*Hownow, you whore-

son peasant? [To Lavnce.
Where have you been these two days loitering?

laun. Marry, sir, I carried Mistress Silvia

the dog you bade me.
Pro. And what says she to my Mttie jewel?
Laun, Marry, she says your dog wa« a cm;
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and tells you currish, thanks is good enough for

such a present.

1^0. But she received my dog?
Zaun. No, indeed, she ^d not; here have I

brought him back again.

Pro, What I didst thou ofEer her thisfrom me?
Laun, Ay, sir; the other squirrel was stolen

from me by the hangman’s boys in the market-
place: and then I ofer’d her mine own; who
is a dog as big as ten of yours, and therefore

the gift the greater.

Pro. Go, get thee hence and find my dog
again,

Or ne’er return again into my sight.

Away, I say. Stay’st thou to vex me here?
A slave, that still an end turns me to shame.

[Exit Lauwce.
Sebastian, I have entertain’d thee,

Partly that I have need of such a youth
That can with some discretion do my business,

For ’tis no trusting to yond foolishlout;

But, chiefly, for thy face and thy behaviour.

Which—if my augury deceive me not

—

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and truth:

Therefore, know thou, for this I entertam thee.

Go presently, and take this ring with thee,

Deliver it to Madam Silvia:

She loved me well deliver’d it to me. [token:

Jul. It seems you loved not her, to leave her
She’s dead, belike.

Pro, Not so: I think she lives.

Jul, Alas!

Pro, Why dost thou cry, Alas I

Jul. 1 cannot choose but pity her.

Pro, Wherefore shouldst thou pity her?
Jul* Because, methinks, that she loved you

as well

As you do love your lady Silvia:

She dreams on him that has forgot her love;

You dote on her that cares not for your love.

*Tis pity love should be so contrary:

And thinking on it makes me cry, Alas I

Pro, Well, give her that ring, and there-

withal This letter;—that’s her chamber.—Tell

my lady I claim the promise for her heavenly
'cture.

ourmessage done hie home untomychamber,
Where thou shalt find me sad and sohtary.

[Fxif Proteus.
Jul, How many women would do such a

message?
Alas, poor Proteus 1 thou hast entertain’d

A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs;
Alas, poor fool! why do X pity him
That with his very heart despiseth me?
Because he loves her, he despiseth me;
Because I love him, I must pity him.
This ring I gave him, when he parted from me.
To bind him to remember my good will:

And now am I—unhappy messenger

—

To plead for that which I would not obtain;
To can^ that which I would have refused;
To praise his faith, which I would have dis-

praised.
I am my master’s true confirmed love.
But cannot be true servant to my master
Unless I prove false traitor to myself.
Yet will I woo for him; but yet so coldly
As, heaven it knows, 1 would not have him

speed.

Enter Silvia, attended.

Gentlewoman, good day! I pray you, be my
mean

To bringme where to speak with Madam Silvia.

Sil. What woidd you with her if that I be she?
Jul, If you be she I do entreat your patience

To hear me speak the message 1 am sent on.
Sil, From whom?
Jul. From my master, Sir Proteus, madam.
Sil, Oh!—^he sends you for a picture?

Jul, Ay, madam.
Si7, Ursula, bring my picture there.

[Picture brought
Go, give your master this: tell him from me,
One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget.

Would better fit his chamber than this shadow.
Jul. Madam, please you peruse this letter.

Pardon me, madam ; I have unadvised
Delivered you a paper that I should hot.

This is the letter to your ladyship.
Sil. I pray thee, let me look on that again.

Jul, It may not be; good madam, pardon me.
Sil. There, hold.

I will not look upon your master’s lines:

I know they are stufl’d with protestations,

And full of new-found oaths; which he will

break
As easily as I do tear his paper. [ring.

Jul, Madam, he sends your ladyship this

Sil, The more shame for him that he sends
it me;

For I have heard him say a thousand times
His Julia gave it him at his departure:

Though his false finger have profaned the ring,

Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong,
Jul. She thanks you.
Sil, What say’st thou?
Jul. I thank you, madam, that you tenderher:

Poor gentlewoman! my master wrongs her
much.

Sil. Dost thou know her?
Jul. Almost as well as I do know myself:

To think upon her woes, I do protest,

That I have wept an hundred several times.
Sil. Belike she thinks that Proteus hath for-

sook her, (sorrow.

Jul, 1 think she doth, and that’s her cause of

Sil. Is she not passing fair?

Jul. She hath been fairer, madam, than
sh^ is:

When she did think my master loved her well,

She, in my judgment, was as fair as you;
But since she did neglect her looking -glass,

And threw her sun-expelling mask away.
The air hath starv’d the roses in her cheeks.
And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face,

That now she is become as black as I.

Sil. How tall was she?

Jul. About my stature: for at Pentecost,
When all our pageants of delight were play’d.

Our youth got me to play the woman’s part.

And I was trimm’d in Madam Julia’s gown;
Which serv’d me as fit, by all men’s judgment,
Asif the garment had been made for me:
Therefore, 1 know she is aboutmy height.

And atthat time 1made herweep a-good,
For I did play a lamentable part;

Madam, ’twas Ariadne, passioning
For Theseus’ perjury and unjust flight;
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WMcli I so lively acted with toy tears

Thatmy poor mistress, moved therewithal.

Weptbitterly ; and would I ought be dead
If I inthought felt nother very sorrow!

Sit. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth!

—

Alas, poor lady! desolate and left!

—

I weep myself, to think upon thy words.
Here, youth, there is my purse: I give thee this

For ^y sweet mistress* sake, because thou
lov*st her.

Farewell. {Exit Su-vu.
Jul. And she shall thank you for ’t if e’er you

know her.

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful-

I hope my master’s suit will be but cold.

Since she respects my mistress* love so much
Alas, how love can trifle with itself I

Here is her picture. Let me see ; I think,

If I had such a tire, this face of mine
Were full as lovely as is this of hers:

And yet the painter flatter’d her a little,

Unless I flatter with myself too much.
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow:

If that be all the dhBFerence in his love,

I’ll get me such a colour’d periwig.

Her eyes are grey as glass; and so are mine:
Ay, but her forehead’s low, and mine’s as high.

What should it be that he respects in her
But I can make respective in myself,

If this fond love were not a blinded god?
Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up.

For ’tis thy rival. O thou senseless form.
Thou Shalt be worshipp’d, hiss’d, lov’d, and

ador’d;

And were there sense in his idolatry

My substance should be statue in thy stead.

I’ll use thee kindly for thy mistress* sake,

That used me so; or else, by Jove I vow,
I should have scratch’d out your unseeing eyes,

To make my master out of love with thee.

lEjdU
ACT V.

Scene I.—TAe same. An Abheu-

Enter Egeamour.

EgU The sun begins to gild the western sky:

And now it is about the very hour
That Silvia at Patrick’s cell should meet me.
She will not fail; for lovers break not hours,
ITnless it be to come before their time;

So much they spur their expedition.

Enter SIEvia.
See where she comes: Lady, a happy evening!

SiL Amen, amen! go on, good Bglamour!
Out at the postern by the abbey wall;

I fear Iam attended by some spies. (off!

EgU Fear not: the forest is not three leases
If we recover that, we are sure enough.

[Exeunt

Scene II.—The same. An Apartment in the

Ddke’s Palace.

Enter Tsunio, pROtEUs, and JtJEU-

Tpu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit?

Pro. 0, sir, I find her milder than she was;
And yet fme takes exceptions at your pprson.
Thu, What! that mylegis too long?
JPro* No; thatisittoouttle. [rounder.
Thu. I’ll ^ear a boot to make it somewhat

Pro. But love will not be spurr’d to what it

loaths.

Thu. What says she to my face?
Pro. She says it is a fair one. [black.
Thu. Nay, then, the wanton lies; my face is
Pro. But pearls are fair; and the old saying is

Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eyes.
JuL ’Tis true, such pearls as put out ladies*

eyes;

For I had rather wink than look on them.
[Asicfe.

Thu. How likes she my discourse?
Pro. Ill when you talk of war. [peace?
Thu. But well when I discourse of love and
Jul, But better, indeed, when you hold your

peace. [As^e,
Thu. What says she to my valour?
Pro. 0, sir, she makes no doubt of that.

Jul. She needs not, when she knows it

cowardice. [Asufe.
Thu. What says she to my birth?

Pro, That you are well derived.
Jut. True; from a gentleman to a fool. [Aride
Thu. Considers she my possessions?
Pro. 0, ay; and pities them.
Thu. Wherefore?
Jul. That such an ass should owe them.

[Aside.

Pro. That they are out by lease.

Jul. Here comes the Duke.
Enter Duke,

Duke, How now, Sir Proteus? how now,
Thurio?

Which of you saw Sir Eglamour of late?

Thu. Not L
Pro. Nor I.

Duke. Saw you my daughter?
Pro, Neither.
Duke. Why, then she’s fled unto that peasant

Valentine;
And Eglamour is in her company.
’Tis true; for Friar Lawrence met them both,
As he in penance wander'd through the forest;

Him he knew well, and guess’d thatit was she;
But, being mask’d, he was not sure of it:

Besides, she did intend confession
At Patrick’s cell this even; and there she was

not;

These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence

;

Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse,
But mount you presently; and meet with me
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot
That leads towards Mantua, whither they are

fled.

Dispatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me
[Exit

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl.

That flies her fortune when it follows her:

'

I’ll after; more to be revenged on Eglamour
Than for the love of reckless Silvia. [Exit

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia’s love
Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her.

[Exit
Jul. And I will follow,.ttore to cross that love

Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love. [EriL

Scene III.—Pronfferso/Mantua. The Forest

Enter Sjevia, and Outltws.

X Out Come, come;
Be pattent; we must bring you to our captain.
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Sil -A thousand more mischances than this

one
Have leam’d me how to brook this patiently.

2 Out. ' Come, bring her away.
X Out, Where is the gentleman that was with

her? [us,

2 Oiif. Being nimble-footed, he hath out-run

But Moyses and Valerius follow him.
Go thou with her to the west end of the wood;
There is our captain: we’ll follow himthat’ sfled.

The thicket is beset; he cannot ’scape.

X Out. Come, 1 must bring you to our cap-

tain’s cave;

Fear not; he bears an honourable mind.
And will not use a woman lawlessly.

Sil. O Valentine, this I endure for thee.

[Exeunt

Scene IV.—Another part of the Forest.

Enter Valentine.

Vat How use doth breed a habit in a man!
This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods,
I better brook than flourishmg peopled towns:
Here can I sit alone, unseen of any,

And to .the nightingale’s complaining notes
Tune my distresses and record my woes.
0 thou that dost inhabit in my breast.

Leave not the mansion so long tenantless.

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall,

And leave no memory of what it was I

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia;

Thou gentle nymph, cherish^y forlorn swainl-

What halloing and what stir is this to-day! [law.

These are my mates, that make their wills their

Have some unhappy passenger in chase:

They love me well; yet I have much to do
To keep them from uncivil outrages.

Withdraw thee, Valentine; who’s this comes
here? [Steps aside.

Enter Proteus, Silvia, and Julia.

Pro. Madam, this service I have done for

‘you,— [doth,-—

Though you respect not aught your servant

To hazard hfe, and rescue you from him [love.

That would have forced your honour and your
Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look;

A smaller boon than this 1 cannot beg,

And less than this, I am sure, you cannot give.

Vat How like a dream is this I see and hear!

Love, lend me patience to forbear awhile.

[Aside.

Sit 0 miserable, unhappy that I ami
Pro. Hnhappy were you, madam, ere I came;

But> by my coming, I have made you happy.
Sit By thy approach thou makest me most

unhappy.
Jut And me, when he approacheth to your

presence. [AsMe.
Sil Had I been seized by a hungry lion,

would have been a breakfast to the beast,

ather than have false Proteus rescue me.
0, heaven be judge how I love Valentine,

Whose life’s as tender to me as my soul;

And full as much,—formore there cannot be,

—

1 do detest false, perjured Proteus:
Therefore begone: solicit me no more.
Fro. What dangerous action, stood it next to

death.
Would I not undergo for one calm look?

O, ’tis the curse in love, and still approved,
When women cannot love where they’re be-

[beloved.
Sit When Proteus cannot love where he’s

Read over Julia’s heart, thy first best love,
Forwhose dearsakethoudidstthenrendthyfaith
Into a thousand oaths; and adl those oaths
Descended into perjury, to love me. [two,
Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou hadst
And that’sfarworsethannone; betterhave none
Than plural faith, which is too much by one

:

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend!
Pro, In love.

Who respects friends?
Sil. All men but Proteus.
Pro, Nay, if the gentle spirit ofmovingwords

Can no way change you to a milder form,
I’ll woo you like a soldier, at arms’ end; [you.
And love you ’gainst the nature of love—force
Sit O heaven!
Pro. I’ll force thee yield to my desire-
Vat Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch;

Thou friend of an ill fashion!
Pro. Valentine!
Vat Thou common friend, that’s without

faith or love,

—

For such is a friend now;—treacherous man!
Thou hast beguil’d my hopes; nought but mine

eye
Could have persuadedme. Now I dare not say
I have one friend alive; thou wouldst disprove

me. [hand
Who should be trusted now, when one's right
Is perjured ta the bosom? Proteus,
I am sorry I must never trust thee more,
But count the world a stranger for thy sake.
The privatewound is deepest :0 time, most curst

!

’Mongstallfoes, thatafriend shouldbetheworst.
Pro. My shame and guilt confound me.

—

Forgive me, Valentine: if hearty sonow
Be a sufiSicient ransom for offence,

r tender it here; I do as truly suffer

As e’er I did commit.
Vat Then I am paid;

And once again I do receive thee honest.

—

Who by repentance is not satisfied

Is nor ofheaven nor earth; for these are pleased

;

By penitence the Eternal's wrath’s appeas’d;—
And, that my love may appear plain and free,

All ^at was mine in Silvia I give thee.

Jut O, me, unhappy! [jPamfs.

Pro. Look to the hoy. [is the matter?
Vat Why, boy! why, wag! how now? what

Look up; speak.
Jut O good sir, my master charged me

To deliver a ring to Madam Silvia;

WTiich, out of my neglect, was never done.
Pro. Where is that ring, boy?
Jut Here ’tis: this is it.

[Gives a ring.

Pro. Howl let me see:

Why, this is the ring I gave to Julia.
*

Jut 0, cry you mercy, sir, I have mistook;
This is the ring you sent to SRvia.

[iShoms another ring.

Pro. But .how earnest thou by this ring? at

my depart
I gave this unto Julia.
' Jul. And Julia herself did give it me;
And Julia herself hath brought it hither.^

,
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Pro, How! Julia!

Jul. Behold hex that gave aiin to all thy oaths,

And entertain’d them deeply in her heart:

How oft hast thow with perjury cleft the root?

0 Proteus, let this hahit make thee blush!
Be thou asham’d that 1 have took upon me
Such an immodest raiment; if shame live

In a disguise of love:

It is the lesser blot, modesty finds, [minds.

Women to change their shapes, than men their

Pro, Than men their minds! ’tis true; O
heaven! were man

But constant, he were perfect: that one error

Fills him with faults; makes him run through
all th’ sins:

Inconstancy falls ofi ere it begins:

What is in Silvia’s face but I may spy
More fresh in Julia’s with a constant eye?

VaL Come, come, a hand from either;

Let me be blest to make this happy close:

*Twere pity two such friends should be long foes.
Pro, Bear witness, Heaven, I have my wish

for ever.

Jut, And I have mine.

Enter Outlaws, with Duke and Thurio.

Out A prize, a prize, a prize!

Vat, Forbear, I say; it is my lord the duke.
Tour grace is welcome to a man disgrac’d,

Banished Valentine.

DuJk. Sir Valentine!

Thu, Yonder is Silvia; and Silvia’s mine.
Val, Thurio, give back, or else embrace thy

death;
Come not within the measure of my wrath:
Do not name Silvia thine; if once again,

Milan shall not behold thee. Here she stands,
Take but possession of her with a touch;

—

1 dare thee but to breathe upon my love.

—

Thu, Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I;

1 hold him but a fool that will endanger
His body for a girl that loves him not:
I claim her not, and therefore she is thine.

Duke. Themore degenerateand base artthou
To make such means for her as thou hast done’
And leave her on such slight conditions.— *

Now, by the honour of my ancestry,

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine,

And think thee worthy of an empress’ love.
Know then, I here forget all former griefs,

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again.

—

Plead a new state m thy unnvall’d ment,
To which I thus subscnbe,—Sir Valentine,
Thou art a gentleman, and well derived;
Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserv’d her.
VaL I thank your grace: the gift hath made

me happy.
I now beseech you, for your daughter’s sake,
To grant one boon that I shall ask of you.
Duke. I grant it for thine own, whate’er it be.
Val. These banish’d men, that I have kept

Withal,

Are men endued with worthy qualities;

Forgive them what they have committed here,
And let them be recall’d from their exile:

They are reform’d, civil, full of good,
And fit for great employment, worthy lord.
Duke, Thou hast prevail’d; I pardon them,

and thee;

Dispose of them as thou know’st their deserts.
Come, let us go; we will include all jars

With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity.
Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be bold

With our discourse to make your grace to smile;
What think you of this page, my lord?
Duke, I think the boy hath grace in him; he

blushes. [than boy.
Val X warrant you, my lord; more grace
Duke, What mean you by that saying?
Val Please you, I’U tell you, as we pass along,

That you will wonder what hath fortuned.

—

Come, Proteus: ’tis your penance, but to hear
The story of your loves discovered:
That done, our day of marriage shall be yours;
One feast, one house, one mutual happiness.

[Exeunt,
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ACT I.

Scene I.—Windsor. Before Page’s House.

Enter Justice Shallow, Slender, and Sir

Hugh Evans.

Shat. Sir Hugh, persuade me not; I will

make a Star-chamher matter of it; if he were
twenty Sir John Falstaffs he shall not abuse
Robert Shallow, esquire.

Slen. In the county of Gloster, justice of
peace, and coram,

Shal. Ay, cousin Slender, and Custalorum.
Slen. Ay, and Ratolorum too; and a gentle-

man born, master parson; who writes himself
Armigero; in any bill, warrant, quittance, or
obligation,

—

Armigero!
Shal. Ay, that we do; and have done any

time these three hundred years.

iSfen. All his successors, gone before him,
have done ’t; and all his ancestors, that come
after him, may; they may give the dozen white
luces in their coat.

Shal, It is an old coat.

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an
old coat well; it agrees well, passant: it is a
familiar beast to man, and siigniies—^love.

Shal. The luce is the fresh fish; the salt fish

is an old coat.

Slen. I may quarter, coz?
Shal. You may, by marrying.
Eva. It is marring indeed, if he quarter it.

Shal. Not a whit.

Eva. Yes, py’r lady; if he has a quarter or
your coat, there is but three skirts for yourself,

in my simple conjectures: but this is all one.
If Sir John Falstaff have committed disparage-
ments unto you, I am of the church, and will

be glad to do my benevolence to make atone-
ments and compromises between you.

Shal. The Council shall hear ii; it is a riot.

Eva. It is not meet the Council hear a riot;

there is no fear of Got in a riot ; the Council, look
you, shall desire to hear the fear of Got, and not
to hear a riot; take your vizaments in that.
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Shal Hal o’ my life, if I were young again,

the sword should end it.

Eva. It is petter that friends is the sword,

and end it: and there is also another device in

my prain, which, peradventnre, prings goot dis-

cretions with it. There is Anne Page, which

is daughter to Master George Page, which is

pretty virginity.

Skn. Mistress Anne Page? She has brown
hair, and speaks small like a woman.

Eva. It is that fery person for all the ’orld,

as just as you will desire; and seven hundred
pounds of monies, and gold, and silver, is her

grandsire, upon his death’s bed, (Got deliver to

a joyful resurrection 1) give, when she is able

to overtake seventeen years old: it were a goot

motion if we leave our pribbles and prabbles

and desire a marriage between Master Abraham
and Mistress Aone Page.

Shah Bid her grandsire leave her seven

hundred pound? [penny.

Eva, Ay, and her father is make her a petter

Shah I know the young gentlewoman; she

has good gifts.

Eva. Seven hundred pounds, and possibili-

ties, is goot gifts.

Shah Well, let us see honest Master Page.

Is Falstaff there?
Eva. Shall I tell you a lie? I do despise a

liar as I do despise one that is false; or, as 1

despise one that is not true. The knight. Sir

Jolm, is there; and, I beseech you, be ruled

by your well-willers. I will peat the door
[knocks] for Master Page. What, hoal Got
pless your house here!

Enter Page.

Page. Who’s there?

Eva, Here is Got’s plessing, and your friend,

and Justice Shallow: and here young Master
Slender; ^at, peradventures, shall tell you
another tale, if matters grow to your likings.

Page. 1 am glad to see your worships well:

I thahk you for my venison, Master Shallow.

Shah Master Page, I am glad to see you;

much good do it your good heart! I wished
your venison better; it was ill killed:—-How
doth good Mistress Page?—and I love you
always .with my heart, la; with my heart.

Page, Sir, I thank you.
Shah Sir, I thank you; by yea and no, I do.

Page, I am glad to see you, good Master
Slender.

Slen, How does your fallow greyhound, sir?

I heard say he was outrun on Cotsale.

Page. It could not be judged, sir.

Skn* You’ll not confess; you’ll not confess.

Shah That he will not;—’tie your fault; ’tia

your fault:—’Tis a good dog.
Page. A cur, sir.

Shah Sir, he’s a good dog; and a fair dog.
Can there be more said? he is good, and fair.

Is Sir John Falstaff here?
Page. Sir, he is within; and I would I could

do a good office between you.
Eva. Xtis spoke asa Chnstiansoughtto speak.
Shah He hath wronged me. Master Page.
Page* Sir, he doth in some sort confess it.

Shat* If it be confessed. It is not redressed;
is not that so, Master Page? He hath wronged

me; indeed he hath;—at a word he hath*—
believe me; Hobert Shallow, esquire, saith he
is wronged.

Page. Here comes Sir John.

Enter Sir John Falstaff, Baudolpb, Nym
and PibTOL.

Fah Now, Master Shallow; you'll complain
of me to the king?
Shah Knight, you have beaten my men

killed my deer, and broke open my lodge.
’

Fah But not Irissed your keeper’s daughter?
Shah Tut, a pin! this shall be answered.
Fah I will answer it straight;— I have done

all this:—That is now answered.
Shah The Council shall know this.

Fah ’Twere better for you if it were known
in counsel: you’ll be laughed at-

Eva. Pauca verba. Sir John, goot worts.
Fah Good worts! good cabbage.—Slender,

I broke your head; what matter have you
against me?
Skn. Marryf sir, I have matter in my head

agamst you; and agamst your coney-catching
rascals, Bardolph, Nyra, and Pistol. They
carried me to the tavern, and made me drunk,
and afterwards picked my pocket.
Bard. You Banbury cheese!
Slen. Ay, it is no matter.
Phi. How now, Mephostophilus?
Skn. Ay, it IS no matter.
Ngm. Slice, I sayl^atica,j!>auca/ slice! that’s

my humour. [tell, cousin?
Skn. Where’s Simple, my man?—can you
Eva. Peace: I pray you! Now let us under-

stand. There is three umpires in this matter,
as I understand: that is—Master Page,j^c/icif,
Master Page; and there is myself, pdeiicit, my-
self; and the three party is, lastly and finally,

zmne host of the Garter. [tween tjbem.

Page. We three to hear it, and end it be-
Eva. Fery goot. I will make a prief of It ia

my note-book; and we will afterwards ’ork upon
the cause, with as great discreetly as we can.

Fed. Pistol,

—

Pist. He hears with ears.

Eva. The tevil and his tarn! what phrase is

this, He hears with ear? Why, it is affectations.

Fah Pistol, did you pick master Slender’s
purse?

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, (or I would
1 might never come in mine own great chamber
again else,) of seven groats in miil-siipences,

and two Edward shovel-bcwirds, that cost me
two shilling and two pence a-]^«ce of Tead
Miller, by these gloves.

Fah Is this true, Pistol?

Eva. No; It is false, if It is a pick-purse.
Pist. Ha, thou mounJfe-ioi:eignerl---Sif

John, and maiferSe;^*^"*
I combat challenge of this latten bilbo;

Word of denial in thy labras here;
Word of denlaB froth and swum, thou lest.

Skn. By these gloves, then, ’twaa he.
Nym. Be advised, sir, and pass good hu-

mours: I will say, mmv trap, mth you, if you
sun the nuthook’s humour on me: that is the

venr note of it.

Skn. By this hat, then, he in the red face

had it: for though I cannot remember what I
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did when you made me drunk, yet I am not
altogether an ass.

FaL What say you, Scarlet and John?
Bard. Why, sir, for my part, I sav the-^entl

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say,

cashiered ,andsoconclusionspassedthe careires.
Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin then too; but

’tis no matter: I’ll ne’er be drunk whilst I Uve
again, but in honest, civil, godly company, for

this trick. If I be drunk, I’ll be drunk with
those that have the fear of God, and not with
drunken knaves.
Eva. So Got/udge me, that is a virtuous mind.
Fal. You hear all these matters denied, gen-

tlemen; you hear it.

Enter Mrs. Anne Page with wine, Mrs.
Ford and Mrs. Page following.

Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; we’ll

drink within. [Exit Anne Page.
Slen. O heaven! this is Mistress Anne Page.
Page. How now, Mistress Ford?
Fal. Mistress Ford, bymy troth, you are very

well met: by your leave, good mistress.

[Aissmjr her.

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome :

—

Come, we have a hot vemson pasty to dinner;
come, gentlemen, I hope we shall drink down
all unl^dness.

[Exeunt all but Shal., Slen.,
and Evans.

Slen. 1 had rather than forty shillings I had
my Book of Songs and Sonnets here.

—

Enter Simple,

How now, Simple I Where have you been? I

must wait on myself, must I? You have not

The Book of Riddles about you, have you?
Sm. Book of Riddles! why, did you not lend

it to Alice Shortcake upon All-hallowmas last,

a fortnight afore Michaelmas?
Shal. Come, coz; come, coz; we stay for you.

A word with you, coz; marry this, coz; there is,

as ’twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar

off by Sir Hugh here.—Do you understand me?
Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable;

if it be so, 1 shall do that that is reason.

Shal. Nay, but understand me.
Slen. So I do, sir.

Eva. Give ear to his motions, Master
Slender: I will description the matter to you, if

you be capacity of it,

Slen. Nay, 1 will do as my cousin Shallow
says: I pray you, pardon me; he’s a justice of

peace inhis county, simple though I stand here.
Eva. But this is not question; the ques-

tion is concerning your marriage,
Shal. Ay, there’s the point, sir.

Eva. Marry is it; the very point of it; to

Mistress Anne Page.
Slen. Why, if it be so, I will marry her upon

any reasonable demands.
Eva. But can you affection the ’oman? Let us

command to know that of your mouth, or of your
lips; for divers philosophers hold thatj;h.e.lipa.

is narcel of the mouth.—Therefore, precisely,

can you carry your good will to the maid?

Shal. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you love
her?

Slen, I hope, sir,—I vsdll do as it shall be-
come one that would do reason.

Eva. Nay, Got’s lords and his ladies, you
must speak possitable if you can carry her your
desires towards her.

Shal. That you must. Will you, upon good
dowry, marry her?

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that upon
your request, cousin, in any reason.
Shah Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet

coz; what I do is to pleasure you, coz. Can
yon love the maid?

Slen. I will marry her, sir, at your request;
but if there be no, great love in the beginning,
yet Heaven may decrease it upon better ac-

quaintance, when we are mamed, and have
more occasion to know one another. I hope,
gpon famihantv will grow more contempt: but
ifyousay7"marry /icr, i will marry Eer, tnat 1am
freely dissolved, and dissolutely.

Eva. It is a fery discretion answer; save, the
faul’ is in the *ort dissolutely: the ’ortis, accord-
ing to our meaning, resolutely;—his meaning is

good.
Shah Ay, I think my cousin meant well, [la

Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged,

Re-enter Anne Page.

ShahB.exe comes fairMistress Anne.—^Would
I were young for your sake, Mistress Anne!
Anne. The dinner is on the table; my father

desires your worships’ company.
Shah I win wait on him, fair Mistress Anne.
Eva. Od’s plessed will! I will not be absence

at the grace.

[Exeunt Shal. and Sir PL. Evans.
Anne Will’t please your worship to come in,

sir? [am very well.

Slen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily: I

Anne The dinner attends you, sir.

Slen. lamnota-hungry, Ithankyou, forsooth.
Go, sirrah, for all you are my man, go waitupon
my cousin Shallow. [Exit Simple.] A justice

of peace sometime may be beholden to his

friend for a man.—I keep but three men and a
boy yet, till my mother be dead: but what
thou^? yet I live like a poor gentleman horn.

Anne I may not go in without your worship;

they will not sit till you come.
Slen. I’ faith. I’ll eat nothing; I thank you

as much as though I did.

Anne I pray you, sir, walk in.

Slen. 1 had rather walk here, I thank you; 1

bruised my shin the* other day with playing at

sword and dagger with a master of fence, three
veneys for a dish of stewed prunes; and, by my
troth, I cannot abide the smellofhot meat since.

Why do your dogs bark so? be there bears i’

the town? [talked of.

Anne I think there are, sir; I heard them
Slen. I love the sport well; but I shAllas soon

quarrel at it as any man in England:-—You are
afraid, if you see the bear loose, are you not?
Anne Ay, indeed, sir.

Slen. That’s meat and drink to me now. I

have seen Sackerson loose twenty times; and
have taken him by the chain: but, I warrant
you, the women have so cried and shrieked at it
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- that it passed:—but womcm, indeed, cannot

abide cm; they are very ill-favoured rough
things.

Re-enter Pagb.

Page, Come, gentle Master Slender, come;
we stay for you.

Slen. ru eat nothing, X thank you, sir.

Page. By cock and pye, you shall not choose
sir: come, come.

Sten. Nay, pray you, lead the way.
Page, Come on, sir.

Sten. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first.

Aime Not I, sir; pray you, keep on.

Slen. Truly, I will not go first; truly, la: I

will not do you that wrong.
Anne I pray you, sir.

[ SleRi . ril, rather be unmannerly than troub-

[ .lesome: you do yourself wrong indeed, la.

[Exeunt.

ScEBTE II.—The same.

Enter Sir HugS Evans and Simpxe.

Eva. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Caius^

house wnich is the way: and there dwells one
Mistress Quickly, which is in the manner of his

nurse, or his dry nurse, or his cook, or his

laundry, hiS washer, and his wringer.

Simp. Well, sir.

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet:—give her this

letter; for it is a *oman that altogether’s ac-

quaintance with Mistress Anne Page: and the

letteris, to desire and require her to solicit your
master’s desires to Mistress Anne Page: 1 pray
you, begone; I will make an end of my dinner;

there’s pippins and cheese to come. [Exeunt.

Scene HI.—A Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Faistafp, Host, Bardoiph, Nym,
Pistol, and Robin.

Pal. Mhie host of the Garter,

—

Host. What says my bully-rook? Speak
scholarly and wisely.

Fal. Truly, mine host, I must turn away
some of my followers.

Most. Discard, bully Hercules; cashier: let

them wag; trot, trot.

Pal. 1 sit at ten pounds a-week.
Most. Thou’rt an emperor, Caesar, Heisar,

,
and Pheezar. 1 will entertain Bardoiph; he

' ShtU draw, he shall tap: said 1 well, bully
Hector?

Pal. Do so, good mine host.
Most. I have spoke; let him foUow. Let me

sae thee frothand lime: I am at a word: follow.
’ [Ewf Host.

Pal. Bardoiph, follow him: a tapster is a good
trade: an old cloak makes a new jerkin; a
witheredsenm^^^ tapiier: Go; adieu.

Bard. It is a life that 1 have desired; 1 will

thrive, . [Erff Bardolph.
PisL 0, base Gougarian wightl wilt thou

the Spigot wield?
,Ngm. He was gotten in drink: is' not the

humour conceited? His mind is not heroic,
and there’s the humour of it.

Pd. I am glad I am so acquit of this t|ader-
bo*; his thefts were tbp open; his filching was
like an unskilful singer; hs kept not time.

[act I.

Nym. The good humour is, to steal at a
minute’s rest.

Pist. Convey, the wise it call: Steal! foh; a
fico for the phrase!

Fat. WeU, sirs, I am tdmost out at heels.
Pist. Why, then, let kibes ensue.
Fal. There is no remedy; I must coney-

catch; 1 must shift.

Pist. Young ravens must have food,
Fal. Which of you know Ford of this townr
Fist. I ken the wight; he is of substance good.
Pal. My honest lads, I will tell you what I

am about.

Pist. Two yards, and more. '

Pal. No quips now. Pistol. Indeed I am in
the waist two yards about: but I am now about
no waste; I am about thrift. Bnefiy, X do mean
to make love to Ford’s wife; I spy entertainment
in her; she discourses, she carves, she gives the
leer of invitation: I can construe the action of
her familiar style; and the hardest voice of her
behaviour, to be English’d rightly, is, I am Sir
John FalstajPs.

Pist. He hath studied her well, and translated
her well; out of honesty into English, [pass?
Nym. The anchor is dee|i: will that humour
Fal. No^here^pdiTgoes, she has all tiie rule

ofherhusband’spurse;shehathlegionsofangels.
PisL As many devils entertain; and. To her.

hoy, lay I.

Nym. The humour rises; it is good: humour
me the angels.

Fal. 1 have writ me here a letter to her: and
here anotherto Page’s wife; who evennow gave
me good eyes too, examinedmy parts with most
judicious eyliads: sometimes the beam of her
view gildedmy foot, sometimesmy iwrtly bepy,

Pist. Then did the sun on dunghill shine.
Nym. I thank thee for that humour.
Fal. 0, she did so course o’er my exteriors

,

with such a greedy intention, that the appetite

of her eye did seem to scorch me up like abum-
mg-glassl Here’s another letter to her: she
bears the purse too; she is a region in Guiana,
all gold and bounty. 1 will be cheater to them
both, and they shall be exchequers to me; they
shall be my East and West Indies, and X will

trade to them both. Go, bear thou this letter

to Mistress Page; and thou this to Mistress
Ford; we will thrive, lads, we will thrive,

Pist Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become.
Andbymy sidewearsteel? then, X«ucifertakeaU

!

Nym. I will run no base humour: here, take
the humour letter; X will keep the ’haviour of

reputation. [letters tightly;

Fal. Hold, sirrah, [<o Rob.,] bear you these
Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores.—
Rogues, hence, avaunt! vanish like hailstones,

go; [pack!
Trudge, idod, away, o* the hoof; seek shelter,
Falstafi will learn the humour of this age,
French thrift, you rogues; myself, and skirted

page, (Ej^unf Fal. and Rob.
Pist. I4>t vultures gripe thy gutsl for gourd

knd fullam holds,

And hi^ and low beguhe the rich and poor;
Tester I’ll have.m pouch wlum thou hiatiaxk^
Base Phrygian Turkl
Nym. 1 have operationa In my head, which

he humours of revenge.

,



SCENE m.] MERE! WIVES OF WINDSOR 4S

PisL Wilt thou revenge?
Nym. By welkin, and her star!

Pist. With wit or steel?

Nym. With both the humours, I:

I will discuss the humour of this love to Page.
Pist, And I to Ford shall eke unfold,

How Falstaff, varlet vile,

ffis dove will prove, his gold will hold,
And his soft couch defile.

Nym. My humour shall not cool: I will in-

cense Page to deal with poison; I will possess
him with yellowness, for the revolt of mien is

dangerous: that is my true humour.

Scene IV.—A-iRoom in Dr, Caixjs’s House.

Enter Mrs. Quickly, Simple, and Rugby.

Quick. What: John Rugby!—I pray thee go
to the casement and see if you can see my mas-
ter, Master Doctor Caius, coming: if he do, P
faith, and find anybody in the house, here will

be an old abusing of God’s patience and the
king’s English.

Rug. I’ll go watch. [Exit Rugby.
Quick. Go; and we’ll have a posset for ’t soon

at night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal

fixe. An honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever
servant shall come in house withal; and I war-
rant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed-bate: hls,

|

some^^ng"^ Jhfdl^^fhrut nobo^^bi^
has his faultF-t>ut let that pass. Peter Simple,
you say your name is?

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better.

Quick. And Master Slender’s your master?
Stm. Ay, forsooth.

Quick. Does he not wear a great round
beard, hke a glover’s parmg-knife?

Sim. No, forsooth: he hath but a little wee
face, with a little yellow beard; a Cain-coloured
beard.
Qu^. A softly-spnghted man, is he not?
Sim. Ay, forsooth; but he is as tall a man of

his hands as any is between this and his head:
he hath fought with a warrener. \

Quick. How say you?—0, 1 should remember
him. Does he not hold up his head, as it were?
and strut in his gait?

Sim. Yes, indeed does he.

Quick. Well, heaven send Anne Page no
worse fortune I Tell Master Parson Evans, I

Will do what I can for your master; Anne is a
good girl, and I wish

—

Re-enter Rugby,

Rug, Out, alas! here comes my master.
Quick. We shall all be shent. Run in here,

good young man; go into this closet. [Shuts

Simple in the closet] He will not stay long.

—

What, John Rugby! John, what John, I say!

—'Go, John, go inquire for my master; I doubt
he be not well that he comes not home:—and
doian, down, adoivn-a, &c. [Sings.

Enter Db. Caius,

Caius. Vat is yotl sing? I do not like dese
toys. Pray you, go and vetch me in my closet

un boitier verd; a box, a green-a box. Do
intend vat I speak? a gredn-a box,.

Quick. Ay, forsooth, I’ll fetchityou. Iamglad
he wentnot in himself : ifhe had found the young
man, he would have been hom-mad. ]Asfde.

Caius. Fe,fe,fe,fe! mafoi, ilfait fort chaud.
Je m*en vais d la Cour,—la grande affaire.

Quick, Is it this, sir?

Caius, Ouy; mette le au mon pocket : depeche,
quickly.—Vere is dat knave, Rugby?

Quick. What, John Rugby! John?
Rug. Here, sir.

Caius, You are John Rugby, and you are Jack
Rugby. Come, take-a your rapier, and come
after my heel to de court.

Rug. ’Tis ready, sir, here in the porch.
Caius. Bymy trot, I tarrytoo long:—Od’sme!

Qu’ayfoublie? dere is some simplesinmy closet

dat I vill not for the varld I shall leave behind.
Quick. Ah me! he’ll find the young man

there, and be mad!
Caius. O diable, diablel vat is in my closet?

—

Villany! larrord [Pulling Simple out.] Rugby,
my rapier.

Quick. Good master, be content,

Caius. Verefore shall I be content-al

Quick. The young man is an honest man.
Cams. Vat shalldehonestmandoinmycloset?

dere is no honestman dat shallcome inmy closet.

Quick. 1 beseech you, be not so phlegmatic;
hear the truth of it. He came of an errand to

me from Parson Hugh.
Cams. Veil?

Sim. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to

—

Quick. Peace, I pray you. {tale,

Caius. Peace-a your tongue;—Speak-a your
Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman,

your maid, to speak a good word to Mistress
Anne Page formymaster, inthe way of marriage.

Quick. This is all, indeed, la; but I’ll ne’er
put my finger iml^fire. and need noC

"

CdmsTISirHugB, send^ you?^Kugby, baUlez
me some paper. Tarry you a httle-a while.

[Writes.

Quick. I am glad he is so quiet; if he had been
thoroughly moved, you should have heard him
so loud, and so melancholy;—but notwithstand-
ing, man. I’ll do your master what good I can:
and the very yea and the no is, the French doc-
tor, my master,—I may call him my master,
look you, for I keep his house: and I wash,
wring, brew, bake, scour, dress meat and drink,

make the beds, and do all myself:

—

Sim. ’Tis a great charge to come under one
body’s hand.
* Quick. Ate you avised o’that? you shall find

it a great charge: and to be up early and down
late;--but notwithstanding,

—

to tell ^ou in
your ear; I would have no words of it,—my
master himself is in love with Mistress Anne
Page: but notwithstanding that,—I know
Anne’s mind,—that's n.ejther here nor there.

Caius. You jack’nape; give-a dis letter to Sir

Hugh; by gar, it is a shallenge; I will cut his
troat in de park; and I vill teach a scurvy-jack-

a-nape priest to meddle or make:—you may be
gone; it is not good you tarry here:—by gar,

I vill cut all his two stores; by gaX, he shall

not have a stone to trow at his dog.
‘ [Exif Simple.

Quick. Alas, he speaks but for his friend.

Caius. It is no matter-a.for dat:—dio not
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you tell-a me dat I shall hare Anne Page for

myself?—by gar, I will kill de Jack priest;

and I have appointed mine host of de Jar terre

to measure our weapon:—by gar, I vill myself
have Anne Page.

Quick, Sir, file maid loves you, and all shall

be well: we must give folks leave to prate.

What, the good-jer!

Caius. Rugby, come to de court vit me.—By
gar, if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn your
head out ofmy door:—follow my heels, Rugby.

[Exeunt Caius and Rugby.
Quick. You shall have An fool’s-head of your

own. No, I know Anne’s mind for that: never a
woman in Windsor knows more of Anne’s mind
than I do; nor can do more than I do with her, I

thank heaven.
ient [Wifbm.]Who’s within there? ho!
Quick, Who’s there, I trow? Come near the

house, I pray you.

Enter Fenton.

Fent. How now, good woman; how dost thou?
Quick, The better that it pleases your good

worship to ask. [Anne?
Fent, What news? How does pretty Mistress
Quick, In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and

honest, and gentle; and one that is your friend,

I can tell you that by the way; I praise heaven
for it. [Shall I not lose my suit?

Fent, Shall 1 do any good, think’s thou?
Quick, Troth, sir, all is in his hands above:

but notwithstanding, Master Fenton, I’ll be
sworn on a book she loves you:~Have not your
worship a wart above youi eye?

J!'ent, Yes, marry, have I; what of that?

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale; good
faifii, it is such another Nan;—but, 1 detest, an
honest maid as ever broke bread. We had an
hour’s talk of that wart:—I shadl never laugh
hut in that maid’s company! But, indeed, she
is given too much to aUichoUy and musing.
But for you—Well, go to.

Fent. Well, I shall see her to-day. Hold,
there’s money for thee; let me have thy voice

in my behalf: if thou seest her before me, com-
mend me

—

Quick, Will I? i’ faith, that we will; and I

will tell your worship more of the wart the next
time we have confidence; and of other wooers.

Fent. Well, farewell; I am m great haste
now. [Exit.

Quick. Farewell to your worship.—Truly, an
honest gentleman; but Anne loves him not; for

I know Anne’s mind as well as another does:

—

Out upon’tl what have I forgot? [Exit.

ACT n.
Scene I.—Before Page’s House,

Enter Mrs, Page with a letter,

Mrs, Page. What! have I ’scaped love-letters

in the holiday time of my beauty, and am I now
a subject for them? Let me see: [iJeods

Ask me no reason why I love you; for though love
use reason for biB preciisian, he adnuts htm not for
his counsellor. You are not young; no more am I;
go to then, there’s sympathy; you are merry; so am I.

Hal ha! then there’s more sympathy; you love sack,
and so do I, Would you desue better sympathy?
Let It suffice thee. Mistress Page, (at the least, if

the love of a soldier can suffice,) that I love thee.
I win not say, pity me: ’t>s not a soldier-like phrase;
but I say, love me. By me,

Thme own true knight,
By day or night,

Or any kind of light,

With all his might,
For thee to fight, JOHN FaLSTAPF.

What a Herod of Jewry is this?~0 wicked,
wicked world!—one that is weH-nigh worn to
pieces with age to show himself a young gallant!

What an unweighed behaviour hath this Flem-
ish drunkard picked (with the devil’s name) out
of my conversation, that he dares in this man-
ner assay me? Why, he hath not been thrice in
my company!~What should I say to him?—-!
was then frugal of my mirth:—heaven forgive

me!—^Why, I’ll exhibit a bill in the parliament
for the putting down of men. How shall I be
revenged on him? for revenged I will be, as
sure as his guts are made of puddings.

Enter Mrs. Ford.

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page! trust me, I was
going to your house!
Mrs. Page. And, trust me, I was coming to

you. You look very ill.

ikfrs. Ford. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe that; I

have to show to the contrary.

JWrs. Page, ’Faith, but you do, in my mind.
Mrs. Ford. Well, I do, then; yet, I aay, I

could show you to the contrary. 0, Mistress
Page, give me some counsel!
Mrs, Page. What’s the matter, woman?
Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one

trifling respect, I could come to such honour!
Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman; take the

honour. What is it?— dispense with trifles;

—

what is it?

Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an.

eternal moment, or so, I could be knighted.
Mrs. Page. What? thou liesti—Sir Alice

Ford!—These knights will hack; and so thou
shouldst not alter the article of thy gentry.

Mrs. Ford. burn day-jight:—here, read,
read;—perceive hdnFl'might be knighted.—

I

shall think the worse of fat men as long as I

have an eye to make difference of men’s liking.

And yet he would not swear; praised women’s
modesty: and gave such orderly and well-be-
haved reproof to adl uncomeliness, that I would
have sworn his disposition would have gone to
the truth of his words; but they do no more ad-
here and keep place together than the hundrcth
psalm to the tune of Green sleems. What tem-
pest, I trow, threw this whale, with so many
tuns of oil in his belly, ashore at Windsor?
How shall I be revenged on him? I think the
Ibest way were to entertain him with hope till

^e wicked fire of lust have melted him in his

(own grease.—Did you ever hear the like?

Mrs. Page. Letter for letter; bat that the
name of Page and Ford differs!—To thy great

comfort intMs mystery of ill opinions, here’s the
twin-brother of thy letter: but let thine inherit

first; for, I protest, mine never shall. I war-
rant he hath a thousand of these letters, writ
with blank space for different names, (sure
more,) and these are of the second edition. He
will print them out of doubt; for he cares not
what he puts into the press when he would put
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us two. I had rather he a giantess, and lie

der Mount Pelion. Well, I will find you twenty
lascivious turtles ere one chaste man.
Mr&. Ford. Why, this is the very same; the

very hand, the very words. What dothhe think
of us?
Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not; it makes me

almost ready to wrangle with mine own honesty.

I’ll entertain myself hke one that I am not ac-

quainted withal; for, sure, unlesshe know some
^rain in me that 1 know not myself, he would
never have boarded me in this fury.

Mrs. Ford. Boardmg, call you it? I’ll be
sure to keep him above deck.
Mrs. Page. So will I; if he come under my

Hatches, I’ll never to sea again. Let’s be re-

venged on him: let’s appoint him a meeting:
give him a show of comfort in his suit; and lead

him on with a fine baited delay, till he hath
pawned his horses to mine host of the Garter.
Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any vil-

lany against him that may not sully the chari-

ness of our honesty. O, that my husband saw
tius letter! it woidd give eternal food to his

jealousy.

Mrs. Page. Why, look where he comes; and
my good man too; he’s as far from jealousy as

I am from giving him cause; and that, I hope,

is an unmeasurable distance.

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier woman.
Mrs. Page. Let’s consult together againstthis

greasy knight: Come hither. [They retire.

Enter Ford, Pistol, Page, and Nym.

Ford. Well, I hope it be not so.

Pist. Hope is a curtail dog in some affairs:

Sir John affects thy wife.

Ford, Why, sir, my wife is not young.
Pist. He WOOS bo& high and low, both rich

and poor.

Both young and old, one with another. Ford;
He loves thy gally-mawfry; Ford, perpend.

Ford. Love my wife? [go thou,

Pist. With liver burning hot. Prevent, or

Like Sir Actaeon he, with Eing-wood at thy

O, odious is the name. [heels:

—

Ford. What name, sir?

Pist. The horn, I say. Farewell,

Take heed; have open eye; for thieves do foot

by night: [do sing.—
Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo birds

Away, Sir Corporal Nym.
Believe it, Page; he speaks sense.

[Exit Pistol.
Ford. I will be patient; I will find out this.

Nym. And this is true [to Page]. I like not
the humour of lying. He hath wronged m^
in some humours; I should have borne the

humoured letter to her; but I have a sword,
and it shall bite upon my necessity. He loves
your wife; there’s the short and the long. My
name is Corporal Nym; I speak, and I avouch.
’Tis true;—my name is Nym, and Falstaff loves
your wife.—Adieu! I love not the humour of

bread and cheese; and there’s the humour of

it. Adieu.
^

[Exit Nym.
Page. The humour of if, quothal here’s a

fellow frights humour odt of ms wits
Ford. I will seek out Falstaff. [ing rogue.

Page. I never heard such a drawling, affect-

Ford. If I do find it, well.

Page. I will not believe such a Catalanthough
the priest of the town commended him for a
true man.

Ford. ’Twas a good sensible fellow. Well.
Page, How now, Meg?
Mrs, Page. Whither go you, George?—Hark

you.
Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank? why

art thou melancholy?
Ford. I melancholy! I am not melancholy.—

Get you home; go,

Mrs. Ford. ’Faith, thou hast some crotchets
in thy head now.—^Will you go, Mistress Page?
Mrs. Page. Have with you.—You’ll come to

dinner, George? Look, who comes yonder:
she shall be ourmessengerto this paltry knight.

[Aside to Mrs. Ford.

Enter Mrs. Quickly.

Mrs. Ford, Trust me, I thought on her:
she’ll fit it. [Anne?
Mrs. Page. You are come to seemy daughter
Quick. Ay,, forsooth; and, I pray, how does

good Mistress Anne?
Mrs. Page. Go in with us and see; we have

an hour’s talk with you.
[Exeunt Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford,

and Mrs. Quickly.
Page. How now. Master Ford?
Ford. You heard what this knave told me;

did you not?
Page. Yes; and you heard what the other

told me?
Ford. Do you think there is truth in them?
Page. Hang ’em slaves; I do not think the

kmght would offer it: but these that accuse him
in his intent towards our wives are a yoke of
his discarded men: very rogues, now they be
out of seme©.

Ford. Were they his men?
Page. Marry, were they.

Ford. I hke it never the better for that.

—

Does he lie at the Garter?
Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should

mtend this voyage towards my wife, I would
turn her loose to him; and what he gets of her
more than sharp words, let it lie onmy head.
Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife; but I

would be loath to turn them together. A man
may be too confident: I would have nothing lie

on my head: I cannot be thus satisfied.

Page. Look where my ranting host of the
Garter comes: there is either Equor in his pate
or money in his purse when he loo^ so
merrily—How now, mine host?

Enter Host and Shallow,
Host How now, buUy-rookl thou’rt a gen-

tleman: cavalero-justice, I say.

Shal. I follow, mine host, I foUow,—Good
even, and twenty, good Master Page! Master
Page, will you go with us? we have sport in
hand.

Most. Tell him, cavalero-jnstice; tell him,
huUy^-rook,

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought be-
tween Sir Hugh the Welsh priest and Caius the
French doctor. [with you.

Ford. Good mine host o* the Garter, a word
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Host* What say’st thou, buUy-rook?
[They go aside.

Shah Will you [to Page] go with us to be-
hold it? My merry host hath had the measur-
ing of their weapons; and, I think, he hath
appointed them contrary places; for, believe

me, I hear the parson is no Jester. Hark, 1

will tell you what our sport shall be.

jffost. Hast thou no suit against my knight,

my guest-cavalier.

Ford. None, I protest; but I’ll give you a
pottle of burnt sack to ^ve me recourse to him,
and tell him my name is Brook; only for a Jest.

Most, My hand, bully; thou shalt have egress
and regress; said I well? and thy name shall

be Brook: it is a merry knight.—Will you go
on, hearts?

Shah Have with you, mine host.

Page. I have heard the Frenchman hath good
skiU in his rapier.

Shah Tut, sir, I could have told you more.
Inthesetimesyou standon distance, yourpasses,

stoccadoes, and I know not what: ’tis the heart.

Master Page; ’tis here, ’tis here. I have seen
the time with my long sword I would have
made you four taU fellows skip like rats.

Host. Here, boys, here, here! shall we wag?
Page. Have with you:—-I had rather hear

them scold than fight.

[Exeunt Hogx, Shal., and Page
Ford. ThoughPagebeasecurefool, andstands

so firmljr on his wife’s frailty, yet I caimot put off

my opinion so easily. She was in his company
at Page’s house; and what they made there I

know not. Well, I wiU look further into ’t: and
1 have a disguise to sound Falstaff : if 1 find her
honest, 1 lose notmy labour; if she be otherwise,

’tis labour well bestowed. [Exit.

Scene II.— Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstafe and Pistol.

Fah I will not lend thee a penny.
Pist. Why, then the world’s mine oyster,

Which I with sword will open.

—

I will retort the sum in equipage.
Fah Not a penny. I have been content, sir,

you should lay my countenance to pawn: I have
grated uponmy good friends for three reprieves
for you andyour coach-fellow, Nym; or else you
had looked through the grate, like a geminy of

baboons. I am damned in hell for swearing to

gentlemen my friends you were good soldiers

and tall fellows: and when Mistress Bridget
lost the handle of her fan, I took’t upon mine
honour thou hadst it not- [fifteen pence?

Pi$t. Didst thou not share? hadst thou not
Fah Reason, you rogue, reason. Think’st

thou I’ll endanger my soul gratis? At a word,
hang no more about me, I am no gibbet for

you;—go.—A short knife and a throng;—to

your manor of Pickthatch, go,—You’ll not bear
a letter for me, you rogueI—You stand upon
your honour!—^Why, thou unconfinable base-
ness, it is as much as 1 can do to keep the
terms of my honour precise. I, I, I myself

|

Sometimes, leaving the fear of heaven on
the left hand, and hiifing mine honourin my
necessity, am fain to Shuffle, to hedge, and to

lurch; and yet you rogue, will, ensconce your
rags> your cat-a-mountaid looks, yourred latdce

phrases, and your bold-beating oaths, underthe
shelter of your honour! You will not do it,

you? [of man?
Pist I do relent. What wouldst thou more

Enter Robin.

Rob. Sir, here’s a woman would speak with
you.

Fah Let her approach.

Enter Mrs. Quickly.

Quick. Give your worship good-morrow.
Fah Good-morrow, good wife.

Quick. Not so, an’t please your worship.
Pah Good maid, then.
Quick. I’ll he sworn; as my mother was, the

first hour I was bom.
Fah I do believe the swearer. What withme?
Quick Shall I vouchsafe your worsMp aword

or two?
Fah Two thousand, fair woman: and I’ll

vouchsafe thee the hearing.
Quick. There is one. Mistress Ford, sir;—

I

pray, come a little nearer this ways:—I myself
dwell with Master Doctor Caius.
Fah Well, on: Mistress Ford, you say,—
Quick. Your worship says very true: I pray

your worship come a little nearer this ways.
Fah 1 warrant thee nobody hears;—mine

own people, mine own people.
Quick. Are they so? Heaven bless them, and

make them his servants!

Fah Well: Mistress Ford;—what of her?
Quick. Why, sir, she’s a good creature. Lord,

lord! your worship’s a wanton. Well, heaven,
forgive you, and all of us, I pray!

Fah Mistress Ford;—come, Mistress Ford,

—

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long
of it; you have brought her into such a canaries
as ’tis wonderful. The best courtier of them
all, when the court lay at Windsor, could never
have brought her to such a canary. Yet there
has been kmghts, and lords, and gentlemen,
with their coaches; I warrant you, coach after

coach, letter after letter, gift after gift; smelling
so sweetly, (all musk) and so rushling, I war-
rant you, in silk and gold; and in such dligant
terms; and in such wine and sugar of the best,
and the fairest, that would have won any wom-
an’s heart; and, I warrant you, they could never
get an eye-wink of her.— I had myself twenty
angels given me this morning; but I defy aU
angels, (in any such sort, as they say,) but in
the way of honesty;—and, I warrant you, they
could never get her so much as sip on a cup with
the proudest of them all: and yet there has been
earls, nay, which is more, pensioners; but, I
warrant you, aU is one with her.

Fah But what says she to me? be brief, my
good she Mercury.

Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter;

for the which she thanks you a thousand times;
and she gives you to notify that her husband
will be absence from his house between ten
and eleven.
Fah Ten and eleven?
Quick. Ay, foysooth; and then you may qome

and see the picture* she says, that you wot of;—
Master Fora, her husband, will be from Iiowe^
Alas I the sweet woman leads an Iff lift with
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him; he’s a very jealous man: she leads a very
frampold life with him, good hearts

Fa?. Ten and eleven. Woman, commend
me ta her; I will not fail her.

Quick. Why, you say well: hut I have an-
other messenger to your worship. Mistress
Page hath her hearty commendations to you
too;—and let me tell you in your ear, she*s as
fartuous n civil, modest wife, and one (I tell

you) that will not miss you mommg nor even-
ing prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe’er he the
other: and she hade me tell your worship that
her husband is seldom horn home; hut she
hopes there will come a time. I never knew a
woman so dote upon a man; surely I think you
have charms, la; yes, in truth.

FuU Not I,Iassure thee; settihgthe attraction
ofmy good parts aside, Ihave no other charms.

Quick. Blessing on your heart for ’t!

Fal. But, I pray thee, tellme this: has Ford’s
wife and Page’s wife acquainted each otherhow
they love me?

Quick. That were a jest indeed!—they have
not so little grace, I hope:—^that were a trick

indeedl But Mistress Page would desire you
to send her your little page, of all loves: her hus-
band has a marvellous infection to the little

page: and, truly. Master Page is anhonest man.
Never a wife in Windsor leads a better life than
she does; do what she will, say what she will,

take all, pay all, go to bed when she hst, rise

when she- list, all is as she will; and, truly, she
deserves it: for if there be a kind woman in
Windsor, sihe is one. You must send her your
page; no remedy.

Fal. Why, I will.

Quick. Nay, but do so then: and, look you,

he may come and go between you both; and
in any case have a nay-word that you may know
one another’s mind, and the boy never need to

. understand any thing; for ’tis not good that

\ children should know any wickedness: old folks

,’you know, have discretion, as they say, and
know the world.

Fal. Fare thee well: commend me to them
both: there’s my purse; I am yet thy debtor,

—

Boy, go along with this woman,—This news
distracts me!

[Exeunt Qixicbxy and Robdt.
Fist. This punk is one of Cupid’s carriers:

—

Clap' on more sails; pursue; up with your
fights; give fire; she is my pnze, or ocean
whelm tiiem all! [Fxif Pistol.
Fat Say’st thou so, old JackI go thy ways;

I’ll make more of thy old body than I have
-done. Win they yet look after thee? Wilt
thou, after the expense of so much money, be
now a gainer? Good body, I thank thee. Let
them say’tis grossly done; so it be fairly

done, no matter.

.
^

Enter Babdolpm.

Bard'. Sir Jdhn, thare’^ one Master Brook
below would fain speak with you, and be ac-
quainted with you; and hath sent your worship

4 morning’s drau^t -of sack.
' Fal. Brook is hip name?

Bard. Ay, sir. '
.

. FaV Call him' in; [BxU Ba|idolpb:.1 Such
• Brooks are welcoine to me that o’etflow such

liquor. Ah! hat Mistress Ford and Mistress
Page, have I encompassed you? go to; via!

Re-enter Bakdolph, wiih Ford disguised.

Ford. Bless you, sir. [me?
Fal. And you, sir. Would you speak with
Ford. I make bold to press with so little

preparation upon you.
Fat. You’re welcome; what’s your will?

Give us leave, drawer. [Fxif Bardolph.
Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent

much; my name is Brook.
Fal. Good Master Brook, I desire more

acquaintance of you.

Ford. Good Sir John, I sue for yours: not to
charge you; for I must let you understand I
think myself in better plight for a lender than

.

you are: the which has something emboldened
me to this unseasoned intrusion: for they say if

money go before, all ways do lie open. (on.

Fal, Money is a good soldier, sif, and<wiU
Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money,here

troubles me; if you will help me to bear it, Sir

John, take allorhalfforeasingme ofthe carriage.
Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deserve to

be your porter. [the hearing.

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me
Fal. Speak, good Master Brook; I shall be

glad to be your servant.

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar,—I willbe
brief with you, and you* have been a man
long known to me, though I had never so good
means as desire, to make myself acquainted
with you. I shall discover a thing to you,
wherein I must very much lay open mine own
imperfection: but, good Sir John, as you have
one eye upon my follies, as you hear them
unfolded, turn another into the register of your
own; that I may pass with a reproof the easier,

sith you yourself know how easy it is to be such
an offender.

Fal. Very well, sir; proceed.
Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town,

her husband’s name is Ford,
Fal. Well, sir.

Ford. 1 have long loved her, and I protest to
yon bestowed much on her; followed her -mth*

‘

a doting observance; engrossed opportunities

to meet her; fee’d every shght occasion that
could but niggardly give me sight of her; not
only boughtmany presents to give her, buthave
given largely to many to know what sb^’would
have given: briefly, I have pursued her aslovp

,

hath pursued me; which hath been on the wing
of aU occasions. But whatsoever I have mer-
ited, eitherm my mind or in my means, meed,’
I am sure, I have received none; uni^ss e?pe-
rience be a jewel; that I have purchased at ah
infinite rate; and that hath taught me to say
this: #

love like a shadow fliest when substarice love
pursues;

Pursuing that tkatfiieSf andflying whatpursues.

Fal. Have you received no promise of satis-

faction at her hands?

Ford* Never. . • *, [pose?
Fal. Have you importuned her to such a pur-.

Ford. Never.
Fd. Of what quality was your love, then?-.
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jPordf. Like ft fftir house built upon another

man’s ground; so that I have lost my edifice by
mistaking the place where I erected it.

Fal. To what purpose have you unfolded this

to me?
Ford. When I have told you that, I have told

you all. Some say that though she appear hon-

est to me, yet in other places she enlargeth her

mirth so far that there is shrewd construction

made of her. Now, Sir John, here is the heart

of my purpose. You are a gentleman of excel-

lent breeding, admirable discourse, of great

admittance, authentic in your place and person,

generally allowed for your many war-like,

court-like, and learned preparations.

Fal. 0, sir!

Ford. Believe it, for you know it:—There is

^ money; spend it, spend it; spend more; spend

all I have; only |?ve rile so much of yourtime in

exchange of it as to lay an amiable siege to the

honesty of this Ford’s wife; use your art of

wooing, win her to consent to you; if any man
may, you may as soon as any.

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency
of your affection, that I should win what you
would enjoy? Methinks you prescribe to your-

self very preposterously.

Ford. 0, understand my drift! She dwells so

securely on the excellency of her honour that

the folly ofmy soul dares not present itselfrshe
is too bright to he looked against. Now, could

I come to her with any detection in my hand,
my desires had instance and argument to com-
mend themselves; I could drive her then from
the ward of her purity, her reputation, her mar-
riage vow, and a thousand other her defences,

which now are too strongly embattled against

me. What say you to ’t, Sir John?
Fal. Master Brook, I will first make bold

with your money; next, give me your hand: and
last, as I am a gentleman, you shall, if you will,

enjoy Ford’s wife.

Ford. O good sir!

Fal. Master Brook, I say you shall.

Ford, Want no money. Sir John, you shall

-want none.
Fal. Want no Mistress Ford, Master Brook,

you shall want none. I shall be with her (I may
tell you) by her own appointment: even as you
came in to me her assistant, or go-between,
parted from me: I say, I shall be with her be-
tween ten and eleven; for at that time the jeal-

ous rascally knave, her husband, will be forth.

Come you to me at night; you shall know how
I speed.

Ford. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do
you know Ford, sir?

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave! I

know him not:—yet I wrong him to call him
poor; they say the jealoUS wittoUy knave hath
masses of money; for the which his wife seems
to me well-favoured. I will use her as the key
of the cuckoldly rogue’s coffer; and there’s my
harvest-home.

'

Ford. 1 would you knew Ford, sir; that you
might avoid him if you saw him,

Fat. Hanghim, mechamcalsalt-htttterrogue I

t wiU stare him out of his wits; 1 will awe him
withmy cudgel: it shall hang tike a meteor o’er
the cuckold’s horns: Master Brook, thou shalt

know, I will predominate o’er the peasant, and
thou shalt he with his wife.—Come to me soon
at night:—Ford’s a knave, and I will aggravate
his stile: thou, Master Brook, shalt know him
for a knave and cuckold:—come to me soon at
night. [Exit.

Ford, What a damned Epicurean rascal is

this!-—My heart is ready to crack with impa-
tience.

—
^Who says this is improvident jealousy?

My wife hath sent to him, the hour is fixed, the
match is made. Would any man have thought
this?—See the hell of having a false woman!
my bed shall be abused, my coffers ransacked,
my reputation gnawn at; and I shall not only
receive this villanous wrong, but stand under
the adoption of abominable terms, and by him
that does me this wrong. Terms ! names !

Amaimon sounds well; Lucifer, well; Barbason,
well; yet theyare devils ’additions, the names of

fiends : butcuckold ! wittol-cuckold 1thedevilhim-
self hath not such a name. Page is an ass, a se-
cure ass! he will trusthis wife; he will not be jeal-

ous! I will rathertrust a Fleming withmybutter.

Parson Hugh the Welshman with my cheese,
an Irishman with my aqua-vitae bottle, or a
thief to walk my ambHng gelding, than my wife
with herself : then she plots, then she ruminates,
then she devises: and what they think in their
hearts they may effect, they will break their
hearts but they will effect. Heaven be praised
for my jealousy!—Eleven o’clock the hour;—

I

will prevent this, detect my wife, be revenged
on Falstaff, and laUgh at Page. I will about it;

better three hours too soon than a minute too
late. Fie, fie, fie, cuckold! cuckold! cuckold!

[Exit.

SCEWE III.—Windsor Park.

Enter Caius and Rugby.

Caius. Jack Rugby!
Rug. Sir?

Caius. Vat is de clock, Jack?
Rug. ’Tis past the hour, sir, that Sir Hugh

proimsed to meet.
Caius. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is

no come; he has pray his Pible veil, dat he is no
come: by gar. Jack Rugby, he is dead already,
if he be come.

Rug, He is wise, sir; he knew your worship
would Idll him if he came.
Cams. By gar, de herring is no dead, so as 1

vill kill him. Take your rapier, Jack; I vUi
tell you how I vill kill him.

Rug. Alas, sir, I cannot fence.
Caius. Villany, take your rapier.

Rug. Forbear; here's company.

Enter Host, Shallow, Slender, and Page
Host. Bless thee, bully doctor.
Shal. Save you, Master Doctor Caius,
Page, Now, good master doctor!
Slen. Give you good morrow, sir.

Caius. Vat be dl you, one, two, tree, four,
come for?

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to
see thee traverse, to see thee here, to see thee
there; to see thee pass thy punto, thy stock, thy
reverse, thy distance, thy montant. Is he dead,
my Ethiopian? is he dead, my Francisco? ha,
buUyl What says my Aesculapios? my Galen?
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my heart of elder? ha! is he dead, htiUy Stale?

is he dead?
Cams. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of

the vorld; lie is not show his face.

Host. Ihou art a Castilian King Urinal!

Hector of Greece, my hoy!
Caius, I pray you, bear -vitness that me have

stay six, or seven, two, tree hours for him, and
he is no come.

Shal. He is the wiser man, master doctor: he
is a curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies; if

you should fi^t, you go against the hair of your
professions; is it not true. Master Page?

Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself
beena great fighter, thou^now aman of peace.

Shat. Bodikms, Master Page, though I now
be old, and of the peace, if I see a sword out my
finger itches to make one: though we are jus-

tices, and doctors, and churchmen, Master
Page, we have some salt of our youth in us; we
are the sons of women. Master Page.

Page. ’Tis true, Master Shallow.
Shal. It will be found so. Master Page. Mas-

ter Doctor Caius, Iam come to fetch you home.
I am sworn of the peace; you have showed your-
self a wise physician, and Sir Hugh hath shown
himself a wise and patient churchman: you
must go with me, master doctor.

Host. Pardon, guest justice:—A word, Mon-
sieur Muck-water.

Caius. Muck-vater! vat is dat?
Host. Muck-water, in our English tongue,

is valour, bully.

Caius. By gar, then 1 have as much muck-
vater as de Englishman: Scurvy jack-dog
priest! by gar, me vUl cut his ears.

Host. He wiU clapperclaw thee tightly, bully.

Caius, Clapper-de-claw! vat is dat?

Host. That is, he will make thee amends.
Cams. By gar, me do look he shall clapper-

de-claw me; for, by gar, me vill have it.

Host. And I will provoke him to ’t, or let him
wag.

Cams. Me tank you for dat.

Host. And, moreover, bully,—But first,

master guest, and Master Page, and eke Caval-

ero Slender, go you through the town to Frog-
more. [Aside to them.

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he?
Host. He is there: see what humour he is in;

and I will bring the doctor about by the fields.

WillitdoweU?
Shal. We will do it.

Page, Shal, and Slen. Adieu, good master
doctor. [Exeunt Page, Shal., and Slen.
Cams. By gar, me vill Mil de priest: for he

speak for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page.
Host. Let him die; but first sheathe thy im-

patience; throw cold water on thy choler; go
about the fields with me through Frogmore; I

wUl bring thee where Mistress Anne Page is,

at a farm-house, a-feastlng; and thou shalt woo
her. Cryed game, said I well?

Caius. By gar, me tank you for dat: by gar,

I love you; and I shall procure-a you de good
guest, de earl, de knight, de lords, de gentle-

men, my patients.

Host. For the which I will be thy adversary
towards Anne Page; said 1 well?

Caius. By gar, 'tis good; veil said.

Host. Let us wag, then.
Caius. Come to my heels, Jack Rugby.

[Exeunt,
ACT III.

Scene I.—A Field near Frogmore.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple.

Eva. I pray you now, good Master Slender’s
serving-man, and friend Simple by your name,
which way have you looked for Master Caius,
that calls himself Doctor of Phj/sick?

Sim. Marry, sir, the city-ward, the park-
ward, every way; old Windsor way, and every
way but the town way. [also look that way.
Eva. 1 most fehemently desire you, yoii will

Sim. I will, sir.

Eva, ’Pless my soul! how full of cholers I

am, and trempling of mind!—I shall be glad if

he have deceived me:—how melancholies I

ami—I will knog his urinals above his knave’s
costard when I have good opportunities for the
’ork—’pless my soul! [Sinfzs.

To shallow rivers, to whose falls

Melodious birds smg madrigals;
There will we make our peds of roses,
And a thousand fragrant posies.

To shallow

Mercy on me! I have a great disposition to cry.

Melodious birds sing madrigals—
When as I sat in Pabylon
And a thousand vagram posies.

To shallow

Sim. Yonderhe is, comingthis way, SirHugdi*
Eva. He's welcome;

To shallow rivers, to whose falls

Heaven prosper the right!—What weapons is

he?
Sim. No weapons, sir. There comes my

master, Master Shallow, and another gentle-
man, from Frogmore, over the stile, this way.
Eva. Pray you, give me my gown; or else

keep it in your arms.

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender.

Shat. How now, master parson? Good-
morrow, good Sir Hugh. Keep a gamester
from the dice, and a good student from Ms
book, and it is wonderful.

Slen. Ah, sweet Aime Page!
Page.' Save you, good Sir Hugh!
Eva. ’Plessyoufromhismercy sake, aUofyoul
Shal. What! the sword and the word! Do

you study them both, master parson?
Page. And youthful still, in your doublet and

hose, this raw rheumatic day?
Eva. There is reasons and causes for it.

Page. We are come to you to do a good office,

master parson.
Eva. Fery weU: What is it?

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman,
who, belike having received wrong by some
person, is at most odds with his own gravity

and patience that ever you saw.
Shal. I have lived fourscore years and up-

ward; I never heard a man of his place, gra-

vity, and learning, so wide of ids own respect
Eva. What is he?
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Pa^e. I thinlc you know him; Master Doctor

Cains, the renowned French physician.

£va, dot's will, and his passion of my heart!

I' had as lief you would tell me of a mess of

porridge.

. Page, Why?
Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibo-

crates and Galen,—and he is a knave besides,

a cowardly knave, as you would desires to be
acquainted withal.

Page. I warrant you he’s the man should

fight with him.
Slen. 0, sweet Anne Page!
Shal It appears so, by his weapons.—Keep

thbm asunder;—here comes Doctor Caius.

Enter Host, Caius, and Rugby.

Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in your

.weapon.
Shal. So do you, good master doctor.

Host. Disarm them, and let them question;

let them keep their hmbs whole and hack our

English.
Caius. I pray you, let-a me speak a word vit

your ear. Verefore vill you not meet-a me?
’ Eva. Prayyouuseyourpatience:ingoodtime.

Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack
dog, John ape.
' Eva. Pray you, let us not be laughing-stogs

to other men’s humours; I desire you in fnend-
ship, and I will one way or another make you
amends;—I will knog your urinals about your
knave’s cogscomb, for missing your meetings
and appointments.

Caius. Didble!—^Jacfc Rugby,—mine Host
. de Jarterre, have 1 not stay for him to kill him,
have I not, at de place I did appoint?

Eva. As I am a Christian soul, now, look

yop, this is the place appointed. I’ll be judg-
. ment by mine host of the Garter.

Host. Peace, I say, Gallia and Gaul, French
and Welsh; soul-curer and body-curer.

.Cams. Ay, datis very good! excellent!

Host. Peace, I say; hear mine host of the
Garter. Am I politic? am I subtle? am I a
Machiavel? Shall I lose my doctor? no; he
gives me the potions and the motions. Shall I

lose my parson? my priest? my Sir Hugh? no;

he gives me the proverbs and the no-verbs.

Give me thy hand, terrestrial; so:—Give me
thy hand, celestial, so.—Boys of art, I have
deceived you both; I have directed you to wrong

^•places; your hearts are mighty, your sMns are
whole, and let burnt sack be the issue.—Come,
lay their swords to pawn:—Follow me, lad of

peace; follow, -follow, follow.
' Shat, Trust me, a mad host:—Follow gen-

tlemen, follow.

Slen. 0, sweet Anne Page!
[Excun/ Shal., Slen., Page, and Host.

Caiils. Ha!‘ do I perceive dat? have you
make-a de sot of us? ha, ha!
< Eva. Thisiswellihehasmadeushisvlout-
ingstog,—I dqsirejou that we may be friends;
and'let us knog our praiijs together, to be re-
venge on this same seal!, scurvy,' cogging com-
pamon, the host of the Garter^

Caius. By g^r, vit all my heart; he promise
* to biing me vere is Anne Page; by gar, he de-
ceive,me too.

‘

‘
,

• *
;

*

Eva. Well, I will smite his noddles;—Pray
you, follow. [Exeunt.,*

Scene II.—The Street in Windsor,

Enter Mrs. Page and Robin,

Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gal-
lant; you were wont to be a follower, but now
you are a leader. Whether had you rather Jead
mine eyes or eye your master’s heels?
Rob, I had rather, forsooth, go before you

like a man than follow him hke a dwarf.
Mrs. Page. O you are a flattering boy; now,

I see, you’ll be a courtier.

Enter Ford.

Ford. Well met. Mistress Page. Whither
go you? [she at home?
Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife. Is
Ford. Ay; and as idle as she may hang to-

gether, for want of company: I think, if your
husbands were dead, you two would marry.
Mrs. Page. Be sure of that,—two other hus-

bands. [cock?
Ford. Where had you this pretty weather-
Mrs, Page. I cannot tell what the dickens

his name is my husband had him off: What
do you call your kmght’s name, sirrah!

Rob. Sir John Falstaff.

Ford. Sir John Falstaff!

Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on’s
name. There is such a league between my good
man and he!—Is your wife at home indeed?

Ford. Indeed she is.

Mrs. Page. By your leave, sir;—I am sick
till I see her. [Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin.

Ford. Has Page any brains? hath he any
eyes? hath he any thinking? Sure, they sleep;

he hath no use of them. Why, this boy will carry
a letter twenty miles as easy aS a cannon will

shoot pomtblank twelve score. He pieces out
his wife’s inclination; he gives her folly motion
and advantage: and now she’s going to my wife,
and Falstaff’s boy with her. A man may hear
this shower sing m the wind!—and Falstafl’s

boy with her!—Good plots!—they are laid; and
our revolted wives share damnation together.
Well; I will take him, then torture my wife,
pluck the borrowed veil of modesty from the so
seeming Mistress Page, divulge Page himself
for a secure and wilful Actaeon; and to these
violent proceedings all my neighbours shall
cry aim. {Clock strikes.] The clock gives me my
cue, and my assurance bids me search; there I

shall find Falstaff: I shall be rather praised for
this than mocked; for it is as positive as the
earth is firm that Falstaff is there. I will go.

Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Host.
Sir Hugh Evans, Cajus, and Rugby.
Shal, Page, &c. Well met, Master Ford.
Ford. Trust me, a good Imot: I have good

cheer at home; and, I pray you, all go with me.
Shal. I must excuse myself, Master Ford.
Slen. And so must I, sir; we have appointed .

to dine with Mistress Anne, and I would not
break with herformbre money than TO speak of,

Shal We haye lingered about a match be-
tweepL Anne Page and my cousin Slettder, and
ffus day we shall have our answer. [Page,

Slen. I hope* X havq yotir good will, father
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Page. You have, Master Slender; I stand
wholly for you:—but my wife, master doctor,

is for you altogether.

Caius* Ay, by garj and de maid is love
a-me; my nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush.
Host What say you to young Master Fen-

ton? he capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth,
he writes verses, he speaks holiday, he smells
April and May; he will carry 't, he will carry ’t;

’tis'in his buttons; he will carry ’t.

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you.
The gentleman is of no having: he kept com-
pany with the wild Prince and Poins; he is of
too high a region, he knows too much. No; he
shall not knit a knot in his fortunes with the
finger of my substance: if he take her, let him
take her simply; the wealth I have waits on my
consent, and my consent goes not that way.

Ford. I beseech you, heartily, some of you go
home with- me to dinner; besides your cheer,
you shall have sport; I will show you a mon-
ster.—Master doctor, you shall go;—so shall
you, Master Page;—and you. Sir Hugh.

Shal. Well, fare you well;—we shall have
the freer wooing at Master Page’s.

[Exeunt Seal, and Seen.
Caius. Go home, John Rugby; I come anon.

[Exit Rugby.
Host. Farewell, my hearts, 1 will to my

honest kmght Falstaff, and drink canary with
Mm, [Exit Host.

Ford. [Aside.] I think I shall drink in pipe-
wine first with him; I’ll make Mm dance.
Will you go, gentles? ^

All Have with you, to see this monster.
[Exeunt.

Scene III ,—A Room in Ford’s House.

Enter Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Page.

Mrs. Ford. What, John! what, Robert!
Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly: Is the buck-

basket

—

Mrs. Ford. I warrant:—What, Robin, I say.

Enter Servants, with a basket.

Mrs. Page. Come, come, come.
Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down.
Mrs. Page, Give your men the charge; we

must be brief.

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John,
and Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-
house; and when I suddenly call you, come
forth, and, without any pause or staggering,
take tMs basket on your shoulders: that done,
trudge with it in aU haste, and carry it among
the whitsters in Datchet mead, and there empty
it in the muddy ditch, close by the Thames side.

Mrs. Page. You will do it?

Mrs. Ford. I have told them over and over;
theylack no direction. Begone, and come when
you are called. [Exeunt Servants.
Mrs, Page. Here comes little Robin.

Enter Robin.
,

Afrs. Ford. How now, my eyas-musket?
what news with you?

• Rob., My master, Sir John, is comein at your
back-door, Mistress Fbrd, .and requests yoihr'

conwany. . [been.trae to us?
Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-lent, hate .you

Rob, Ay, I’ll be sworn. My master knows
not of your being here; and hath threatened to
putme into everlasting liberty, if I teU you of it;

for he swears he’ll turn me away.
Mrs. Page. Thou’rt a good boy; tMs secrecy

of thine shall be a tailor to thee, and shall make
thee a new doublet and hose.—I’U go Mde me.
Mrs. Ford. Do so.—Go tell thy master I am

alone. Mrs. Page, remember you your cue.

• ,
[Exit Robust.

Mrs. Page. I warrant thee; if I do not act
it, hiss me. [Exit Mrs. Page,
Mrs. Ford. Go to then; we’ll use this un-

wholesome humidity, this gross watery pum-
pion,—we’n teach Mm to know turtles from
jays.

Enter Falstaff.

Fal Have / caught thee, my heavenly jewel?
Why, now let me die, for I have lived long
enough; tMs is the period of my ambition: O
this blessed hour I

Mrs. Ford. O sweet Sir John!
Fat. Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot

prate, Mrs, Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish.
I would thy husband were dead; I’ll speak it

before the best lord, I would make thee my lady.
Mrs. Ford. I your lady, Sir John I alas, I

should be a pitiful lady.
Fal. Let the court of France show me such

another; I see how thine eye would emulate the
diamond: thou hast the nght arched bent of the
brow, that becomes the sMp-tire, the tire-val-

lant, or any tire of Venetian admittance.
Mrs. Ford. A plain kercMef, Sir John: my

browsbecome nothing else; northat well neither.
Fal, Thou art a traitor to say so ; thou wouldst

make an absolute courtier; and the firm fibrture

of thy foot would give an excellent motion to
thy gait, in a semi-circled fartMngale. I see
what thou wert, if fortune thy foe were not; na-
ture IS thy friend. Come, thou canstnot hide it.

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there’s no such
thing in me.

Fal. What made me love thee? let that per-
suade thee, there’s sometMng extraordinary in
thee. Come, I cannot cog, and say thou art this
and that, like a many of these lisping hawthorn
buds that come like women in men’s apparel,
and smell like Buckler’s-bury in simple-time;
I caxmot: but I love thee; none but thee; and
thou deservest it.

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, sir; I fear
you love Mrs. Page.
Fal Thou nnghtst as well say I love to walk

by the counter-gate; which is as hateful to me
as the reek of a lime-kiln.

Mrs. Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love
you; and you shall one day find it.

Fal. Keep in that mind; I’ll deserve it.

Mrs. Ford. NaYi I must tell you, so you do,
or else I could not be in that nund. ,

Rob. [Wif/iin.lMistress Ford, Mistress Ford!
here’s Mrs. Page at the door, sweatmg, and
blowing, and looMng wildly, and would needs
speak with you presently.

FqZ. She shall not see me; I will ensconce
me behind the arras. “

.

Mrs. 'JFord. Pray you, do so: she’s a very
tattling womaij,— {Falstaff hides himself.
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Bnter Mrs. Page and Robin.

What’s the matter? how now?
Mrs, Page, O Mistress Ford, what have yon

done? You’re shamed, you axe overthrown,

you are undone for ever.

Mrs, Ford, What’s the matter, good Mistress
Page?
Mrs, Page, 0 well-a-day, Mistress Ford

having an honest man to your husband, to give

him such cause of suspicion!

Mrs. Ford. What cause of suspicion?

Mrs, Page. What cause of suspicion!—out

upon you! how am 1 mistook in you?
Mrs, Ford, Why, alas! what’s the matter?
Mrs. Page, Your husband’s coming hither,

woman, with all the oflEicers in Windsor, to

search for a gentleman, that, he says, is here
now in the house, by your consent, to take an
ill advantage of his absence: you are undone.
Mrs. Ford, Speak louder.—Usafe.]—’Tis

not so, I hope.

Mrs. Page, Pray heaven it be not so, that

you have such a man here; but ’tis more certain

your husband’s coming with half Windsor at

his heels, to search for such a one. I come be-
fore to tell you; if you know yourself clear, why,
I am glad of it; but if you have a friend here,

convey, convey him out. Be not iMnazed; call

all your senses to you; defend your reputation,

or bid farewell to your good life for ever.

Mrs. Ford, What shall I do?~There is a
gentleman, my dear friend; and I fear not mine
own shame so much as his peril: I had rather
thanathousandpoundshe wereoutof thehouse.
Mrs. Page, For shame, never stand you had

rather, and you hcui rather; your husband’s
here at hand, bethink you of some conveyance;
in the house you cannot hide him.—O, how
have you deceivedme ’—Look, here is a basket;
ifhe be of any reasonable stature, he may creep
in here; and throw foul linen upon him, as if it

were going to bucking; or, it is whiting-time,
send him by ydUr two men to Ratchet mead,
Mrs. Ford, He’s too big to go in there.

What shall I do?

Re-enter Falstaef.

Fal. Let me see let me see ’t! 0 let me
see’tl FU in, I’ll in; follow your friend’s
counsel:—I’ll in.

Mrs. Page, What! Sir John FalstaffI Are
these your letters, knight?

Fal. I love thee, and none but thee; help me
away: let me creep in here; I’ll never

—

[He hoes into the basket; they cover him
with foul linen.

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your master, boy.
Call your men, Mistress Ford:—You’ dis-
sembling knight!
Mrs. Ford. What, John! Robert! John!

[Fjcif Robin. Re-enter Servants,] Go take
up these clothes here, quickly; where’s the
cowl-staff? look, how you drumble: carry them
tothelaundressinDatchetmead; quickly, come.

Enter Ford, Page, Cains, and Sir Hngh
Evans.

Ford. Pray you, come near: if I suspect
without cause, why, then make sport at me,
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then let me be your jest; I deserve it.—^How
now? whither bear you this?

Serv. To the laundress, forsooth.
Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do

whither they bear it? You were best meddle
with buck-washing.

Ford. Buck? I would I could wash myself
of the buckl Buck, buck, buck? Ay, buck;
I warrant you, buck; and of the season too; It
shall appear. [Exeunt Servants with the
basket.] Gentlemen, I have dreamed to-night;
I’ll tell you my dream. Here, here, here be my
keys; ascend my chambers, search, seek, find
oat: I’ll warrant we’ll unkennel the fox:—Let
me stop this way first:—so, now uncape.

Page. Good Master Ford, be contented:
you wrong yourself too much.

Ford. True, Master Page.—Up, gentlemen;
you shall see sport anon: follow me, gentle-

[Exit.
Eva. This is fery fantastical humours and

jealousies.

Caius. By gar, ’tis no de fashion of France:
it is not jealous in France.

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen; see the
issue of his search.

[Exeunt Evans, Page, and Cains.
Mrs. Page, Is there not a double excellency

in this?

Mrs. Ford. 1 know not which pleases me
better, thatmy husband is deceived, or Sir John.
Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in when

your husband asked who was in the basketl
. Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have
need of washing; so throwing him into the
water will do him a benefit.

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest rascal! I
would all of the same strain were in the same
distress.

Mrs. Ford. I think my husband hath some
special suspicion of Falstaff’s being here; for I
never saw him so gross in his jealousy tUl
now.
Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try that: and

we will yet have more tricks with Falstaff ; his
dissolute disease will scarce obey this medicine.
Mrs, Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion,

Mrs. Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing
into the water; and give him another hope, to
betray him to another punishment?
Mrs. Page. We’ll do it; let him be sent for

to-morrow eight o’clock, to have amends.

Re-enter Ford, Page, Cains, and Sir Hngh
Evans.

Ford. I cannot find him: maybe the knave
bragged of that he could not compass,
Mrs, Page. Heard you that?
Mrs. Ford, Ay, ay, peace;—You use me

well. Master Ford, do you?
Ford, Ay, I do so. [your thoughts!
Mrs. Ford. Heaven make you better than
Ford. Amen. [Master Ford.
Mrs, Page, You do yourself mighty wrong,
Ford. Ay, ay; I must bear it.

Eva, If there be any pody in the house, and in
thechambers,andinthecoffer8,andinthepres8es,
heaven forgive my sins at the day of judgment!

Catus. By gar, nor I too; dere is no—bodies.
Fie, fie, Master Ford! are you not
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ashamed? What spirit, what devil suggests this

imagination? I would not have your (Hstemper
in this kind for the wealth of Windsor Castle.

•Ford Tismy fault, MasterPage : I sufferforit.

Eva, You suffer for a pad conscience: your
wife IS as honest a ’omans as I will desires

among five thousand, and five hundred too.

Caius. By gar, I see *tis an honest woman.
Ford. Well;—I promised you a dinner:

—

Come, come, walkin the park: I pray you, pardon
me; IwillhereaftermakeknowntoyouwhyIhave
done this,—Come, wife;—come, Mistress Page;
I pray you, pardon me; pray heartily, pardon me.

Fage. tetis go in, gentlemen; but, trust me,
we’ll mock Mm. I do invite you to-morrow
morning to my house to breakfast; after, we’ll

a-birding together; I have a fine hawk for the
bush. Shall it be so?

Ford. Any thing. [company.
Eva. If there is one, I shall make two in the
Caius. If there be one or two, I shall make-a

de turd.

Eva. In your teeth: for shame.
Ford. Pray you go, Master Page.
Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to-

morrow on the lousy knave, mine host.

Caius. Dat is good; by gar, vit all my heart.

Eva. A lousy knave; to have Ms gibes

and Ms mockeries. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—A Room in Page’s House, !

Enter Fenton and Mrs. Anne Page.

Fent. I see, I cannot get thy father’s love;

Therefore, no more turn me to him, sweet Nan.
Anne. Alas I how then?
Fent, Why, thou must be thyself.

He doth object I am too great of birth;

And that,my state being gall’d withmy expense,

I seek to heal it only by Ms wealth.

Besides these, other bars he lays before me,

—

My riots past, my wild societies;

And tells me ’tis a tMng impossible

I should love thee but as a property.

Anne. Maybe he tells you true? [come!

Fent. No; heaven so speed me in my time to

Albeit#^ I will confess, thy father’s wealth

Was the first motive that I woo’d thee, Anne:
Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value

Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bags;

And 'tis the very nches of thyself

That now I aim at.

Artne. Gentle Master Fenton,
Yet seek my father’s love; still seek it, sir;

If opportunity and humblest suit

Cannot attain it, why then.—Hark you Mther.
[Theg converse apart.

Enter Shaixow, Slender, and
Mrs. Quickly.

Shal. Break their talk, Mistress Quickly;

my kinsman shall speak for Mmself

.

Slen. I’ll make a shaft or a bolt on’t; 'slid,

’tis but venturing.

Shal, Be not dismayed.
Slen, No; she shall not dismay me. I care

not for that,—but that I am afeard.

Quick. Hark ye; Master Slender would
speak a word with you. [choice.

Anne. I come to Mm.—This is my father’s

0, what a world of vile ill-favour’d faults.

5S

Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a-
yearl [Aside.

Quick. And how does good Master Fenton?
Pray you, a word with you.

Shal. She’s coming; to her, coz. 0 boy,
thou hadst a father!

Slen. I had a father, Mistress Anne—my
uncle can tell you good jests of him:—Pray you,
uncle, tell Mistress Aime the jest, how my fa-

ther stole two geese out of a pen, good uncle.
Shal, Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you.
Slen. Ay, that I do; as well as I love any

woman in Gloucestersliire. [woman.
Shal, He will maintain you like a gentle-

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tad,
imder the degree of a ’squire.

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty

pounds jointure. [for himself.
Anne. Good Master Shallow, let him woo
Shal. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you

for that good comfort. She calls you, coz; I’ll

leave you.
Anne. Now, Master Slender.
Slen. Now, good Mistress Anne.
Anne. What is your will?

Slen. My will? ’od’s heartlinga, that’s a
pretty jest indeed! I ne’er made my will yet,

I thank heaven; I am not such a sickly creature,
I give heaven praise. [you with me?
Anne. I mean, Master Slender, what would
Slen. Truly, for nune own part I would little

or nothing with you. Your father and my
uncle have made motions: if it be my luck, so:

if not, happy man be his dolel They can tell

you how things go better than I can. You
may ask your father; here he comes.

Enter Page and Mrs. Page.

Page. Now, Master Slender:—Love him,
daughter Anne.

—

Why, how now! what does Master Fenton here?
You wrong me, sir, thus stiU to haunt
my house: I told you, sir, my daughter is dis-

posed of.

Fent. Nay, Master Page, be not impatient.
Mrs, Page. Good Master Fenton, come not

to my cMld.
Page. She is no match for you.
Fent. Sir, will you hear me?
Page. No, good Master Fenton.

Come, Master Shallow; come, son Slender,
in:— [Fenton.

Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Master
[Exeunt Page, Shal., and Slen.

Quick. Speak to Mrs. Page
Fent. Good Mistress Page, for that I love

your daughter
In such a righteous fasMon as I do, [ners.

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and man-
I must advance the colours of my love,

And not retire. Let me have your good will.

Anne, Good mother, do not marry me to
yond fool. [better husband.

Mrs. Page. 1 mean it not; I seek you a
Quick. That's my Master, Master Doctor.
Anne. Alas 1 1 had rather be set quick i’ the

earth.

And bowled to death with turnips.

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourself.

Good Master Fenton,
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I will not be your friend, nor enemy: Fal. Mistress Ford! I heve had ford enough:

My daughter will I question how she loves you, I was thrown into the ford: I have my beUy
And as I find her, so am I affected;

/
full of ford.

Tillthen,farewell,sk:—She must needs go inj Quick. Alas the day! good heart, that was
Hef father will be angry. not her fault : she does so take on with her men:

[Exeunt Mrs. Page and Anne, they mistook thehr erection, (woman’s promise.
Fent. Farfewell, gentle mistress; farewell. Fat. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish

Ham Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it

Quick. This is my doing, now:--Kay, said would yearn your heart to see it. Her husband
I, will you cast away your child on a fool, and goes this morning a-birdmg; she desires you
a. physician? Look on Master Fenton:—this once more to come to her between eight and
is my doing. [to-night nine; I must carry her word quickly: she’ll

lent I thee; and I pray thee, once make you amends, I warrant you.

Give my sweet Nan this ring. There’s for thy Fat. Well, I will visit her. Tell her so; and
pains. [Exit bid her think what a man is: let her consider

Quick. Now heaven send thee good fortunel his frailty, and then judge of my merit.

A kind heart he hath: a woman would run Quick. I will tell her, [thou?.

through fire and water for such a kind heart.

Hut yet I would my master had Mistress Anne:
^ I would Master Slender hail her: or, in

sooth, I would Master Fenton had her: I will

do what I can for them all three; for so I have

Fat. Do so. Between nine and ten, say’st

Quick. Eight and nine, sir.

Fat. WeU, begone: I will not miss her.
Quick. Peace be with you, sir. [Exit.

Fat. I marvel I hear not of Master Brook;
promised, and I’ll be as good as my word; but he senfme word to stay within; I like his money
speciously for Master Fenton. Well, I must well. 0, here he comes.
of another errand to Sir John FalstafiP from my
two mistresses. What a beast am 1 to slack

it! [Exit.

Scene V.—-A Room in the Garter Inn,

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph.
' Fat. Bardolph, I say,

—

Bard. Here, sir.

Fat. Qo fetch me a quart of sack; put a
toast in ’t. [Exit Bard.] Have I hved to be
carried in a basket, hke a barrow of butcher’s ^

ofifal; and to be thrown into the Thames?
determination?

Enter Ford.

Ford. Bless you, sir!

Fat. Now, Master Brook? you come to know
what hath passed between me and Ford’s wife.

Ford. That, indeed, Sir John, is my business.
Fat, Master Brook, I will not he to you; I

was at her house the hour she appointed me.
Ford. And how sped you, sir?

Fal. Very lll-favouredly, Master Brook.
Ford. How so, sir? Did she change her

't T T... -..of!,...- Tm No, Master Brook; but the peaking cor-

K’ji “»‘o iusbaad. Master Brook, dwellini in a
continual ’larum of jealousy, conies me in thejd dog for a new year s gift. The rogues

I
^gtant of our encounter, after we had em-
braced. kissed, protested, mi, asit were. Spoke

m«n J^tte you my oomedK and at his kejls a

S/Jiy ^at I bare a kind'of alacW iu S^^aradty^”sTs“m-^^^^^^
Sinking; if the bottom were as deep as hell

w
t w search his house for his wife’s love.

I should down. I had been drowned but that

.Fa/. While I was there. [not find you;
the shore was shelvy and shallow: a death that

I abhor; for the water swells a man; and what
a thing should I have been when I had been
swelled! I should have been a mountain of

mummy.
Re-^nter Bardolph, with the wine.

Ford. And did he search for you and could
Fal. You shall hear. As good luck would

have it, comes In one Mistress Page; gives in-
telligence of Ford’s approach; and, by her in-
vention and Ford's wife’s distraction, they con-

“ Bard. Here’s Mistress Quickly, sir, to speak veyed me into a buck-basket.

With you. A buck-basket J

Fal. Come, let me pour in some sack to the the Lord, a buck-basket: rammed
Thames water; for my belly’s as cold as if Ihad smocks, socks, foul

swallowed snow-balls for pills to cool the reins, stocldngs, and greasy napkins; that, Master
Can her in.

Bard. Come in, woman.

Enter Mrs. Quickly.

Quick. By your leave; I cry you mercy.
Give your worship good-morrow.

Brook, there was the rankest compound of vil-

lanous smell that ever offended nostril.

Ford. And how longlay you there?
Fal. Nay, you shall hear, Master Brook, what

I have suffered to bring this woman to evil for

your good. Beingthus crammed in the basket.
Fal. Take away these chaUces. Go, brew a couple of Ford’s knaves, his Mnds, were called

me a pottle of sack finely. . forthby theirrmistress tp carry me in the name
Bard. With eggs, sir? * / of foul clothes to Datchet-lasqe : they tookme on
Fal. Simple of itself; I’ll no pullet-sperm in their shoulders; met the jealous knave their

my bmwage.*“[Ejttf Bardolph.]—How now?
,
master in the dopr; who fisked them pnee or

Qmc*. Marry, sir, I come to* your worship, twice what they had in their basket: I quaked
^rom Mistr.ess Ford., '

. for fear lest the lunatic knave would have
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searched it; but fate, ordaining he should be a
cuckold, held his hand. Well : on went he for a
search, and away went I for foul clothes. But
mark title sequel, Master Brook; I suffered the
pangs of three several deaths: &st, an intoler-

able fright to be detected with a jealous rotten
bell-wether; next, to be compassed, hke a good
bilbo, in the circumference of a peck, hilt to
point, heel to head: and then, to be stopped in,

fike a strong distillation, with stinking clothes
that fretted in their own grease: think of that,

—

a man ofmy kidney,—think of that: that am as
sublect to heat as butter; a man of continual
dissolution and thaw, it was a miracle to ’scape
suffocation. And in the height of this bath,
when I was more than half-stewed in grease,

like a Dutch dish, to be thrown into the Thames,
and cooled, glowing hot, m that surge, hke a
horse-shoe; think of that,—^hissing hot,

—

think of that, Master Brook.
Ford. In good sadness sir, I am sorry that

formy sake you have suffered all this. My suit,

then, is desperate
,
you’ll undertake herno more.

Fal. Master Brook, I will be thrown into

Etna, as I have been into Thames, ere I will

leave her thus. Her husband is this morning
gone a-birding; I have received from her an-
other embassy of meeting; ’twixt eight and nine

is the hour, Master Brook.
Ford. ’Tis past eight already, sir.

Fal. Is it? I will then address me to my ap-
pointment. Come to me at your convenient
leisure, and you shall know how I speed; and
the conclusion shall be crowned with your en-
joying her. Adieu. You shall have her. Mas-
ter Brook; Master Brook, you shall cuckold
Ford, 9 [Exit,

Ford. Hum! ha! is this a vision? is this a
dream? do I sleep? Master Ford, awake; awake,
Master Ford, there’s a hole made in your best
coat, Master Ford. This ’tis to be marned ! this

’tis to have linen and buck-baskets!—^Well, I

will proclaim myself what I am: I will now take

the lecher; he is at my house: he cannot ’scape

me; ’tis impossible he should; he cannot creep
into a halfpenny purse nor mto a pepper box;
hut, lest the devil that giudes him should aid

him, I will search impossible places. Though
what I am 1 cannot avoid, yet to be what I wotdd
not shall not make me tame; if I have horns to

make one mad, let the proverb go with me, PU
be horn mad. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I,—The Street.

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Qgicbxy, and
William

Mrs. Page. Is he at Master Ford’s already,

think’st thou?
Quick. Sure he is by this; or will he pres-

ent; but truly he is very courageous mad
about his throwing into the water. Mistress
Ford desires you to come suddenly.
Mrs. Page. PU be with her by and by; I’U

bnt bring my young man here to school. Look,
whke his master comes; ’tis a playing day, I see.

Enter SifBnoK EviNSi

How now, Sir Hugh? nO scliool to-day?

Eva. No; Master Slender is let the boys
leave to play.

Quick. Blessing of Ms heart!

Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my husband says my
son profits notMng in the world at Ms hook; I
prayyouaskMmsome questions inhisaccidence.

Eva. Come hither, Wilham; hold up your
head; come.

Mrs. Page. Come on, sirrah: hold up your
head; answer your master; be not afraid.

Eva. WiUiam,howmanynumbersisinnouns?
Will. Two.
Quick. Truly, I thought there had been one

number more; because they say od’s nouns.
Eva. Peace your tattlmgs. What is fair.

Wilham?
Will. Pulcher.
Quick. Polecats! there are fairer things than

polecats, sure.

Eva. You are a very simplicity, ’oman; I
pray you, peace. What is lapiSf William?

Will. A stone.

Eva. And what is a stone, William?
Will. A pebble.
Eva. No, it is lapis: I pray you remember

in your prain.

Will. Lapis.

Eva. That is good, WUIiam. What is he,
Wilham, that does lend articles?

Will. Articles are borrowed of the pronoun;
and be thus declined, Singutariter, nominatiuOf
hie, haec, hoc.

Eva. Nominativo, hig, hag, hog;—pray you,

mark: genitivo, hujus. Well, what is your
accusative case?

Will. Accusativo, hinc.

Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance,
cMld. Accusativo, king, hang, hog. (rant you.

Quick. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I war-
Eva. Leave your prabbles, ’oman. What is

the focative case, William?
Will. 0—vocativo,Q.
Eva. Remember, William, focative is caret.

Quick. And that’s a good root.

Eva. ’Oman, forbear.

Mrs. Page. Peace.
Eva. What is your genitive case plural',

William?
^

Will, Genitive case?
Eva. Ay.
Will. Genitive,—horum, karum, hontm.
Quick. ’Vengeance of Jenny*

s

easel fi.e on
her!—never name her, cMld, if she beg whore..
Eva. For shame,‘*oman.
Quick. You do ill to teach the child such

words: he teaches Mm to Mck and to hack,
wMch they’ll do fairt enough of themselves, and
to call horum: fie upon you I

Eva. ’Oman, art thou lunatics? hast thou no
tmderstandmgs for thy cases, and the numbers
of the genders? Thou art as foolish Christian

creatures as I would desires.

Mrs, Page. Pr’ythee, hold thy peace,

Eva. Show me now, William, some declen-

sions of your pronouns.
Will. Forsooth, I haVe forgot.

Eva* It is ki, kae, cod; if you forget your
kies, your ftacs,;and you’r codst you must be
preeches. Go your ways and play^ go.
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Mrs. Page. He is a better scholar than I

thought he was.
Eva. He is a good sprag memofy. Fare-

well, Mistress Page.
Mrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. [Exit

Sir Hugh. ] Get you home, boy.—Come, we
stay too long. [Exeunt

Scene II.—i Room in Ford’s House.

Enter Falstaff and Mrs. Ford,

Pal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten

up my sufierance: X see you are obsequious in

your love, and I profess requital to a hair’s

breadth; not only,Mistress Ford, in the simple

office of love, but in all the accoutrement, com-
plement, and ceremony of it. But are you sure

of your husband now?
Mrs. Ford. He is a-birding, sweet Sir John.
Mrs. Page. [Within.] What hoa, gossip

Ford, what hoa!
Mrs. Ford, Step into the chamber, Sir John.

[Exit Falstaff.

Enter Mrs, Page.

Mrs. Page. How now, sweetheart? who’s at

home beside yourself?

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people.

Mrs. Page. Indeed?
Mrs. Ford. No, certainly;—Speak louder.

[Aside.

Mrs. Page. Truly I am so glad you have
nobody here.

Mrs. Ford. Why?
Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is in

his old lunes again; he so takes on yonder with
my husband; so rails against all married man-
kind; so curses all Eve’s daughters, of what
complexion soever; and so buffets himself on
the forehead, crying Peer-outt peer-out! that any
madness I ever yet beheld seemed but tame-
ness, civility, and patience, to this his distemper
heis innow: 1 am glad the fat knight is nothere.
Mrs. Ford. Why? does he talk of him?
Mrs, Page. Of none but him; and swears he

was carried out, the last time he searched for
him, in a basket: protests to my husband he is

now here; and hath drawn him and the rest of
their company from their sport to make another
experiment of his suspicion; but I am glad the
knight is not here; now he shall see his own
foolery.

Mrs. Ford. How near is he, Mistress Page?
Mrs. Page. Hard by; at street end; he will

be here anon. [here.

Mrs. Ford. X am undone!—The knight is

Mrs. Page. Why, then, you are utterly
ashamed, and he’s but a dead man. What a
woman are you!—Away with him, away with
him; better shame than murder.

Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go? How
should I bestow him? Shall I put him into
the basket again?

J2e-enfer FaistaFF.

Fal. No, I’ll come no more i* the basket.
May I not go out ere he come?
Mrs. Page. Alas! three of Master Ford’s

brothers watch the door with pistols, that
none shall issue out: otherwise you might slip

away ere he came. But what make you here?

Fal. What shall I do?—I’ll creep up into

the chimney,
Mrs,Ford.Theretheyalwaysusedto<Uscharge

their birding pieces. Creep into the kiln-hole.

Fah Where is it?

Mrs. Ford. He will seek there, on my word.
Neither press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault,

but he hath an abstract for the remembrance
of such places, and goes to them by his note.

There is no hiding you in the house.
Fal. I’U go out then.

Mrs. Page. If you go out in your own sem-
blance, you die, Sir John. Unless you go out
disguised,

—

Mrs. Ford. How might we disguise him?
Mrs. Page. Alas the day, I know not. There

is no woman’s gown big enough for him; other-
wise he might put on a hat, a muffler, and a
kerchief, and so escape.

Fal Good hearts, devise something: any
extremity rather than a mischief.

Mrs. Ford. My maid’s aunt, the fat woman
of Brentford, has a gown above.
Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serve him;

she’s as big as he is: and there’s her thrummed
hat, and her muffle too. Run up, Sir John.
Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet Sir John. Mistress

Pag© and I will look some linen for your head.
Mrs, Page. Quick, quick; we’ll come dress

you straight: put on the gown the while.
[Exit Falstaff.

Mrs. Ford. 1 would my husband would meet
him in this shape: he cannot abide the old
woman of Brentford: he swears she’s a witch,
forbade her my house, and hath threatened to

beat her.

Mrs. Page. Heaveni^dehimtothyhusband’s
cudgel;andthedevUguidehis cudgelafterwards 1

Mrs. Ford. But is my husband coming?
Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadness is he; and

he talks of the basket too. howsoever he hath
had intelligence.

Mrs. Ford. We’ll try that; for I’ll appoint
my men to carry the basket again to meet him
at the door with it as they did last time.
Mrs. Page, Nay, but he’ll be here presently,

let’s go dress him like the witch of Brentford.
Mrs. Ford. I’ll first direct my men what they

shall do with the basket. Go up, I’ll bring
linen for him straight. [Exit.

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest varletl we
cannot misuse him enough.

We’ll leave a proof, by that which we will do.
Wives may be meny and yet honest too

:

We do not act that often jest and laugh;
’Tis old but true, StiU amm eat all the draff.

[Exit
Re-enter Mrs. Ford, with two Servants.

Mrs. Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again
on your shoulders: your master is hard at door;
if he bid you set it down, obey him: quickly,

despatch. [Exit
t Serv. Come, come, take it up.
3 Serv. Pray heaven it be not full of the

knight again. [mp.ch lead.

X Serv. 1 hope not; I had as lief bear so

Enter Ford, Page, Shallow, Catos, crnd

Sir Hugh Evans.

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, Master Page,
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have you any way then to unfool me again’—
Set down the basket, villain:—Somebody cal!

my Wife.—You, youth in a basket, come out
here!—0, you panderly rascals! there’s a knot,

a gin, a pack, a conspiracy against me. Now
shall the devil be shamed. What! wife, I say!

come, come forth; behold what honest clothes

you send forth to bleaching.

Page, Why, this passes! Master Ford, you are

not to go loose any longer; you must be pimoned.
Eva. Why, this is lunatics! this is mad as a

mad dog!
Shah Indeed, Master Ford, this is not well:

indeed.

Enter Mrs. Ford.

Ford. So say I too, sir.—Come hither, Mis-
tress Ford; Mistress Ford, the honest woman,
the modest wife, the virtuous creature, that

hath the jealous fool to her husband!—I sus-

pect without cause, mistress, do I?

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witness, you do,

if you suspect me in any dishonesty.

Ford. WeU said, brazen-face; hold it out.

—

Come forth, sirrah.

(Pu/Zs the clothes out of the basket.

Page. Tins passes! [clothes alone.

Mrs. Ford. Aie you not ashamed? Let the
Ford. I shall find you anon.
Eva. ’Tis unreasonable! Will you take up

your wife’s clothes? Come away.
Ford. Empty the basket, I say.

Afrs. Ford. Why, man, why,

—

Ford. Master Page, as 1 am a man, there was
one conveyed out of my house yesterday in this

basket. Why may not he be there again? In
my house I am sure he is; my intelligence is

true : my jealousy is reasonable , Pluck me out
all the hnen.
Mrs Ford. If you find a man there he shall

die a flea’s death.

Page. Here’s no man.
Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, Master

Ford; this wron^ you.
Eva. Master Ford, you must pray, and not

follow the imaginations of your own heart: this

is jealousies.

Ford. Well, he’s not here I seek for.

Page. No, nor no where else but in your
brain.

Ford. Help to search my house this one
time: if I find not what I seek, show no colour

for my extremity; let me for ever be your tabl^
sport; let them say of me, As jealous as Ford,

that searched a hollow walnut for his wife’s

leman. Satisfy me once more; once more
search with me.
Mrs, Ford. What, hoa. Mistress Page! come

you and the old woman dbwn; my husband
will come into the chamber.!

Ford. Old woman! What ^Id woman’s that?

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of

Brentford.
“ Ford, A witch, a quean, an old cozening
quean! Have I not forbid her my house? She
comes of errands, does she? We are simple
men; we do not know what’s brought tp pass
tinder the profession of fortune telling! She
works by charms, by spells, by the figure, and
such daubery as this is; beyond our element:

we know nothing. Come down, you witch,
you hag you, come down, I say.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good, sweet husband;—
good gentlemen, let him not strike the old
woman.

Enter Falstaff in women^s clothest led by
Mrs. Page.

Mrs. Page. Come, Mother Prat, come; give

me your hand.
Ford. I’ll prat her: Out of my door,

you witch, [beefs him] you rag, you baggage,
you polecat, you ronyon! out! out! I’ll conjure
you, rU fortune-tell you. [Exif Falstaff'.

Mrs. Page. Are you not ashamed? 1 think

you have killed the poor woman.
Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it:—’Tis a goodly

credit for you.

Ford. Hang her, witch!

Eva. By yea and no, I think the ’oman is a

witch indeed: I like not when a’oman has a great

peard; I spy a great peard under her muffler.

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen? I be-

seech you follow; sec but the issue of my
jealousy; if I cry out thus upon no trail, never
trust me when I open again.

Page. Let’s obey his humour a little farther.

Come, gentlemen.
[Exeunt Page, Ford, Shal., and Evans.
Mrs. Page. Trust me, he beat him most

pitifully.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the mass, that he did
not; he beat him most unpitifuUy methought.
Mrs. Page. I’ll have the cudgel hallowed

and bung o’er the altar; it hath done mentori-
ous service.

Mrs. Ford. What think you? May we, with
the warrant of womanhood and the witness of a

good conscience, pursue him with any further

revenge?
Mrs. Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure,

scared out of him; if the devU have him not in

fee-simple, with fine and recovery, he wiU never
I think, in the way of waste, attempt us again.

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how
we have served him?
Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means; if it be but to

scrape the figures out of your husband’s brains.

If they can findm their hearts the poor unvirtu-

ous fat knight shall be any further afflicted, we
two will still be tide mimsters.
Mrs. Ford. I’ll warrant they’ll have him

pubhely shamed: and methinks there would be
no penod to the jest should he not be publicly

shamed.
Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then,

shape it: I would not have things cool. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—A Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Host and Bardolph.

Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have three

of your horses: the duke himself will be to-

morrow atcourt,and they are going to meet him.
Host, What duke should that be comes so se-

cretly? I hear not of him in the court. Let me
speak with the gentlemen: they speak Enghsh.

Bard, Ay, sir; I’ll call them to you.
Host They shall have my horses; but I’ll

make them pay; I’ll sauce them: they have had
my houses a week at command; I have turned
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away my other guests: they must come off; FU
sauce them. Come. [Exeunt

Scene IV.—A Room in Ford’s House.

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford,
and Sir Hugh Evans.

Eva. ’Tis one of the pest discretions of a

*oman as ever I did look upon.
Page. And did he send you both these letters

at an instant?

Mrs. Page, Within a quarter of an hour.

Ford, Pardon me, wife. Henceforth, do
what thou wilt;

I rather will suspect the sun with cold

Than thee with wantonness: now doth thy

-honour stand,

In him that was of late an heretic,

As firm as faith.

Page. ’Tis well, ’tis well; no more.
Be not as extreme in submission
As in offence;

But let our plot go forward: let our wives
Yet once again, to makq us public sport,

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow,

Where we may take him and disgrace him for it.

Ford. There is no better way than that they

spoke of.

Page, How! to send him word they’ll meet
him in the park at midnight; fie, fie; he’ll

never come.
Eva. You say he has been thrown into the

rivers, and has been gnevously peaten as an old

’oman; methinks there should be terrors in him
that he should not come; methmks his flesh is

punished, he shall have no desires.

Page. So think I too. [when he comes,
Mrs. Ford. Devise but how you’ll use him

And let us two devise to bring him thither.

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that

Herne the hunter.

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest,

Doth all the winter time, at still midmght,
Walk round about an oak, with great ragg’d

horns;
And there he blasts the tree, and takes the cattle

And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes
a chain

In a most hideous and dreadful manner: [know
You have heard of such a spirit; and well you
The superstitious idle-headed eld

Received, and did deliver to our age,

.This tale of Heme the hunter for a truth, [fear

Page. Why, yet there want not many that do
In deep-of night to walk by this Heme’s oak:
But what of this?

Mrs. Ford. . Marry, this is our device;

That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us,

Disguised, like Heme, with huge horns on his

head. [come,

Pflge. Well, let it not be doubted but he’ll

And in this shape. When you have brought him
thither,

What shall be done with him? what is your plot?

Mrs. Page. That likewise have we thought

.
upon, and thus:

Nan Page my daughter, and'my little son, •

And three or four more of their growth, we’ll

dress .
* [white,

Like urchins, ouphes, and’ fairies, green and
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads,

And rattles in their hands; upon a sudden.
As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met.
Let them from forth a saw-pit rush at once
With some diffused song; upon their sight
We two in great amazedness wiUfly:
Then let them all encircle him about,
And fairy-like, to pinch the unclean knight;
And ask him why that hour of fairy revel
In their so sacred paths he dares to tread
In shape profane.

Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth.

Let the supposed fames pinch him sound.
And bum him i^ith their tapers.

Mrs. Page. The truth being known.
We’ll all present ourselves, dis-hora the spirit,

And mock him home to Windsor.
Ford. The children must

Be practised well to this or they’ll ne’er do ’t.

Eva. I will teach the children their behavi-
ours, and I will be like a jack-an-apes also, to
bum the knight with my taber.

Ford. That will be excellent. I’ll go buy
them vizards. [all the fairies,

Mrs. Page. My Nan shall be the queen of
Finely attired in a robe of white. [time
Page. That silk will I go buy,—and in that

Shall Master Slender stealmyWan away. [Aside
And marry her at Eton. Go, send to Fal-

staff straight. [Brook;
Ford. Nay, I’ll to him again, in name of

He’ll tell me all his purpose. Sure, he’ll come.
Mrs. Page. Fear not you that. Go, get us

properties.

And tricking for our fairies.

Eva. Let us about it. It is admirable plea-
sures, and fery honest knaveries.

[Exeunt Page, Ford, and Evans,
Mrs. Page. Go, Mistress Ford,

Send quickly to Sir John to know his mind.
[Exit Mrs. Ford.

I’ll to the doctor; he hath my good-will,

And none but he, to marry with Nan Page.
That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot;

And he my husband best of all affects:

The doctor is well money’d, and his friends
Potent at court; he, none but he, shall have her,
Though twenty thousand worthier come to

crave her. [ExiL

Scene V.—A Room in the Garter Inn,

Enter Host and Simple.

Host. What wouldst thou have, boor? what,
thick-skin? speak, breathe, discuss; brief,short,
quick, snap.
Stm. Marry, sir, I come to speak with Sir

John Falstaff from Master Slender.
Host. There’s his chamber, his house, his

castle, his standing-bed and truckle-bed; ’tis

painted about with the story of the Prodigal,
fresh and new. Go, knock and call ; he’ll speak
like an Anihropophagmian unto thee. Knock,
I say.

Sim. There’s an old woman, a fat woman,
gone up into his chamber; I’ll be So bold as
stay, sir, till sfie come dbwn; I come to apeak
with her, indeed.
Host. Ha! a fat womanlthe knight may be

robbed; I’ll calL-^Bully j^ght! Bully Sir

John ! speak from thy lungs military. Art thou
there? it is thiiie host, thine Ephesian, dalle.
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FaL [Above], How now» mine host?

Host Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the

coming down of thy fat woman. Let her de-

scend, bully, let her descend; my chambers are

honourable. Fie! privacy? fiel

Enter Falstaff.

Fal, There was, mine host, an old fat woman
even now with me; but she’s gone.

Sim, Pray you, sir, was’t not the wise woman
of Brentford?

Fal. Ay, inarry was it, muscle-shell. What
would you with her?

Sim, My master,sir,my Master Slender, sent

to her, seeing her go through the streets, to

know, sir, whetherpne Nym, sir, that beguiled
him of a chain had the chain or no.

Fat. 1 spake with the old woman about it.

Sim, And what says she, I pray, sir?

Fal. Marry, she says that the very same man
that beguiled Master Slender of his chain

cozened him of it.

Sim. I would I could have spoken with the

woman herself; I had other things to have
spoken with her too from him.

Fal. What are they? let us know.
Host. Ay, come, quick.

Stm. I may not conceal them, sir.

Fal. Conceal them, or thou diest.

Sim. Why, sir, they were nothing but about

Mistress A^e Page;toknowif it weremymas-
ter’s fortune to have her or no.

Fal ’Tis, ’tis his fortune.

Sim. What, sir?

Fal. To have her,—or no. Go; say the

woman told me so.

Sim. May I be so bold to say so, sir?

Fal Ay, Sir Tike; who more bold?

Sim. I &ank your worship: 1 shall make my
master glad with these tidings. (£x. Simple.

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, Sir

John. Was there a wise woman with thee?

Fal Ay, that there was, mine host; one that

hath taught me more wit than ever I learned
before in my life; and I paid nothing for it

neither, but was paid for my learning.

• Enter Bardolph.

Sard. Out, alas, sir! cozenage! mere cozen-

age!
Host. Where be my horses? speak well of

them, varletto.

Bard. Run away with the cozeners: for so

soon as 1 came beyond Eton they threw me off

from behind one of them in a slough of mire;

and set spurs and away, like three German
devRs, three Doctor Faustuses.

Host. They are gone but to meet the duke,

villain: do not say they be fled; Germans are

honest men.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans.

Eva. Where is nune host?

Host, What i^ the matter, sir?

Eva. Have a care of your entertainments:

there is a friend of mine come to town tells me
there is three couzm germans that has cdzened
all the hosts of Readings, of Maidenhead, of

Colebrook, of houses and money. I tell you
for good-ydll, look you; you are wige, and full

. of gibes find vlouting-^stogs; and ’hs not con-

venient you should he cozened: fare you well.

[Exit.

Enter Dr. Caius.

Cams. Vere is mine Host de Jaxterre?
Host. Here, master doctor, in perplexity

and doubtful dilemma.
Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat: hut it is tell-

a me dat you make grand preparation for a
dnke de Jarmany: by my trot dere is no duke
dat de court is know to come; I tell you for
good-vill: adieu. [Exit,

Host. Hue and cry, villain, go;—assist me,
knight; I am undone: fly, run, hue and cry,

villaia! I am undone!
[Exeunt Host and Bard.

Fal I would all the world might be cozened;
for I have been cozened and beaten too. If it

should come to the ear of the court how I have
been transformed, and how my transformation
hath been washed and cudgelled, they would
melt me out of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor
fishermen’s boots with me; I warrant they
would whip me with their fine wits till I were
as crest-fallen as a dried pear. I never pros-
pered since I forswore myself at primero.
Well, if my wind were but long enough to say
my prayers, I would repent.

—

Enter Mrs. Quickly.

How! whence come you?
Quick. From the two parties, forsooth.
Fal The devil take one party and his dam

the other, and sothey shall be both bestowed!
I have sufiered more for their sakes, more than
the villanous inconstancy of man’s disposition

is able to bear. t
Quick. And have not they suffered? Yes, I

warrant; speciously one of them; Mistress
Ford, good heart, is beaten black and blue,

that you cannot see a white spot about her.
Fal. What tell’st thou me of black and blue?

1 was beaten myself into all the colours of the
rainbow; and I was like to be apprehended
for the witch of Brentford; but that my ad-
mirable dexerity of wit, my counterfeiting the
action of an old woman, delivered me, the
knave constable had set me i’ the stocks, i’ the
common stocks, for a witch.

Quick. Sir, let me speak with you m your
chamber: you shall hear how things go; and, I

warrant, to your content. Here is a letter will

say somewhat. Good hearts, what ado here is

to bring you together 1 Sure, one of you does
not serve heaven well, that you are so crossed.
Fal Come up into my chamber. [Exeunt.

Scene VI .—Another Room in the Garter Inn,

Enter Fenton and Host.
Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me; my

mmd is heavy, I will give over all. [purpose,
Fent. Yet hear me speak. Assist me in my

And, as I am a gentlemen, I’fi give thee
A hundred pound in gold, more than your loss.

Host, I will hear you, Master Fenton; and
I will, at the least, keep your counsel.

Fent. From time to tune I have acquainted
^ou

With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page;
Who, mutually, hath answer’d my affection,

—

So far forth as herself might be her'chooser,

—
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Evea to my wish: I have a letter from her
Of such coatents as you wiii wonder at;

The nurth whereof so larded with my matter
That neither, singly, can he manifested
Withoutthe show of both;—wherein fat Falstaff

Hath a great scene: the image of the jest

IShowing the letter.

m show you here at large. Hark, good name
host, [one,

To-night at Heme’s oak, just ’twixt twelve and
Must my sweet Nan present the fairy queen:

The purpose why is here; in which disguise,

While otiier jests are something rank on foot.

Her fa&er hath commanded her to slip

Awaywith Slender, and with him at Eton
Immediately to marry: she hath consented:

Now,sir,

Her mother, ever strong against that match,

And firm for Doctor Caius, hath appointed

That he shall likewise shuffle her away
While other sports are taskmg of their minds,

And at the deanery, where a pnest attends,

Straight marry her: to this her mother’s plot

She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath

Made promise to the doctor:—Now thusit rests;

Her father means she shall be allm white;

And in that habit, when Slender sees his time
To take her by the hand and bid her go,

She shall go with him:hermotherhathmtended,
The better to denote her to the doctor,

—

For they must all be mask’d and vizarded,

—

That, quaintin green,she shall be loose enrobed,
With nbands pendant, flarmg ’bout her head;
And when the doctor spies his vantage npe.

To pinch her by the hand, and, on that token,

The maid hath given consent to go with him.
Host. Which means she to deceive? father

or mother?
Pent, Both, my good host, to go along with

me:
Aad here it rests,—that you’ll procure the vicar

To stay forme at church, ’twixt twelve and one.
And, in the lawful name of manymg.
To give our hearts umted ceremony. [vicar:

Host Well, husband your device; I’ll to the
Bnng you the maid, you shall not lack a priest.

Pent So shall I evermore be bound to thee;
Besides, I’ll make a present recompense.

[Exeunt.
ACT V.

Scene I.—A Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstaff and Mrs. Quicexy.

Pal Pr’ythee, no more prattling:—go.
I’ll hold. This is the third time; I hope good
luck lies in odd numbers. Away, go; they
say there is divinity in odd numbers, ei&er in
nativity, chance, or death.—Away.

Quick. I’ll provide you a chain: and m
do what I can to get you a pair of horns.
Pal Away, I say; time wears: hold up your

head, and mince. [Exit Mrs. Quickxy.

Enter Fosd.
How now, Master Brook? Master Brook, the
matter wiE be known to-night or never. Be
you in the Park about midnight, at Heme’s
oak, and you shall see wonders.

Pord. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as
you told me you had appointed.

Pal I went to her, Master Brook, as you
see, like a poor old man; but I came from her,

Master Brook, hke a poor old woman. That
same knave, Ford her husband, hath the finest

mad devil of jealousy in him, Master Brook,
that ever governed frenzy. I will tell you.—
He beat me grievously, in the shape of a
woman; for in the shape of man, Master
Brook, I fear not Gohath with a weaver’s
beam; because I know also life is a shuttle. I

am m haste; go along with me; I’ll tell you
all. Master Brook. Since I plucked geese,
played truant, and whipped top, I knew not
what it was to be Waten till lately. Follow

me: I’ll tell you strange things of this knave
Ford, on whom to-mght I will be revenged,

and I will deliver his wife into your hand,

—

Follow. Strange things in hand, Master
Brook' follow. [Exeunt.

Scene IL—Windsor Park.

Enter Page,Shallow and Slender.

Page. Come, come; we’ll couch i’ the castle-

ditch til we see the light of our fairies.—Re-
member, son Slender, my daughter.

Slen. Ay, forsooth; I have spoke with her,
and we have a nay-word how to know one
another; I come to her in white and cry mum;
she cnes budget; and by that we know one
another.

Shal. That’s good too: but what needs either

yourmum or her budget? the white wiRdecipher
her well enough.—It hath struck tea o’clock.

Page. The night is dark; light and spmts
will ’ become it well. Heaven prosper our
sportl No man means evil but the devil , and
we shall know Min"hy Ms^hoihsT^et’s away;
follow me. [Exeunt.

Scene HI .—The Street in Windsor.

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Dr. Caius.

Mrs. Page. Master doctor, my daughter is

in green: when you see your time, take her by
the hand, away with her to the deanery, and
dispatch it quickly. Go before into the park;
we two must go together.

Cams. I know vat I have to do; adieu.
Mrs. Page. Fare you well, sir. [Exit.

Caius.] My husband will not rejoice so much
at the abuse of Falstaff as he will chafe at the
doctor’s marrying my daughter: but ’tis no
matter: better a little chidmg than a great deal
of heart-break.

— -JG —
Mrs.’^^FardTWhete is Nan now, and her

troop of fairies? and the Welsh devil, Hugh?
Mrs. Page. They are all couched in a pit

hard by Heme’s oak, with obscured lights;

which, at the very instant of Falstaff’s and our
meeting, they will at once display to the night.
Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose but amaze

him.
Mrs. Page. If he be not amazed he will be

mocked; if he be amazed he will every way be
mocked.
Mrs. Ford. We’ll betray him finely.

Mrs. Page. Agamst such lewdsters and their

lechery,
Those that betray them do no treachery.
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ilfrs. Ford. The hour draws on. To the

oakf to the oak! [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Windsor Park.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, and Fairies.

Eva. Tnb, trib, fairies; come; and remember
your parts: be pold, I pray you; follow me into

the pit; and when I give the watch-’ords, do as

I pid you. Come, come; trib, trib. [Exeunt.

Scene V.—-Anotherpart of the Park.

Enter Faistaef disguised^ with a buck*s
head on.

Fat. The Windsor beU hath struck twelve;

the minute draws on. Now the hot-blooded
gods assist me:—Remember, Jove, thou wast
a bull for thy Europa; love set on thy horns.
—0 powerful love! that in some respects

ma£^3rl5Hsra m^; in somfijother a man a
be^t.—You were adso, Jupiter, a swan, for"the

love of Leda:—O omnipotent love! how near
the god drew to the complexion of a goose?

—

A fault done first in the form of a beast:—

O

Jove, a beastly fault! and then another fault in

the semblance of a fowl; think on ^t, Jove; a
foul fault.—When gods have hot backs what
shall poor men do? For me, 1 am here a
Windsor stag; and the fattest, I think, i* the
forest. Send me a cool rut-time, Jove, or who
can blame me to piss my tallow? Who comes
here? my doe?

Enter Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Page.

Mrs. Ford. Sir John? art thou there, my
deer? my male deer?

Fal. My doe with the black scut?—Let the

sky rain potatoes; let it thunder to the time of

Green Sleeves; hail kissing-comfits, and snow
eringoes; let tWe come a tempest of provoca-

tion. I will shelter me"liere^ ISmSroang her.
"

jMrs. Ford. Mistress Page is come with me,
sweetheart.

Fal. Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a
haunch: I will keep my sides to myself, my
shoulders for the fellow of this walk, and my
horns 1 bequeath your husbands. Am 1 a
woodman? ha! Speak 1 like Heme the
hunter?—Why, now is Cupid a child of con-
science; he makes restitution. As I am a tme
spirit, welcome! [Noise within.

Mrs. Page. Alas! what noise?
Mrs. Ford Heaven forgive our sins!

Fal. What should this be?
Mrs. Ford f Away, away. [They run off.

Mrs. Page, f

Fdl. I think the devil will not have me
damned lest the oil that is in me should set hell
on fire; he would never else aoss me thus.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, like a satyr; Mrs.
Quickly and Pistol; Anne Page, as the
Fairy Queen, attended^ by her broker
others, dressed likefairies, with waxen t^rs
on their heads.

Quick. Fairies, black, gray, green and white,
You moonshine revellers and shades of nigkt.
You orphan-heirs of fixed destiny.

Attend your office and your quahty.
Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes.

Pist. Elves, list yournames; silence, you airy
' toys.

Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt tihou leap:

Where fires thou find’st unrak’d, and hearths
unswept.

There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry:

Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery.

Fal. They are fairies; he that speaks to them
shall die: [eye.

Pll wink and couch: no man their works must
[Lies down upon his face,

Eva. Where’s Pede?—Go you, and where
you find a maid

That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said,

Raise up the organs of her fantasy.

Sleep she as sound as careless infancy;
But those as sleep and think not on their sins,

Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides,

and shins.

Quick. About, about;
Search Windsor castle, elves, within and out:

Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room;
That it may stand tffi the perpetual doom.
In state as wholesome as in state ’tis fit,

Worthy the owner and the owner it.

The several chairs of order look you scour
With juice of balm and every precious flower;
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest.

With loyed blazon evermore be blest!

And ni^tly, meadow-fairies, look you sing,

Like to the Garter’s compass, in a ring:

The expressure that it bears, green let it be.
More fertile-fresh than all the field to see;

And, Hony soii qui mal ypense write.

In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue and white
Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery.
Buckled below fair loiighthood’s bending knee:
Faines use flowers for their charactery.

Away; disperse: but, ’tis one o’clock.

Our dance of custom, round about the oak
Of Heme the hunter, let us not forget.

Eva, Pray you, lock hand in hand; your-
selves in order set:

And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be
To guide our measure round about the tree.

But, stay: I smell a man of middle earth.

Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welsh
fairy! lest he transform me to a piece of cheese!

Pist. Vile worm, thou wast o’erlook’d even
in thy birth.

Quick. With tiial-fire touchme hisAnger end:
If he be chaste, the flame will back descend
And turn him to no pain; but if he start,

It is the flesh of a corrupted heart.

Fist. A trial, come.
Eva. Come, will this wood take fire?

[They bum him with their tapers,

Fal. Oh, oh, oh!
Quick. Corrupt, corrupt,and taintedindesirel

About him, fairies; sing a scornful rhyme;
And, as you trip, stiU pinch him to your time.
Eva. It is ri^t; indeed he is full of lecheries

and iniquity.

SONG.
Fye on sinful fantasy!
]^e on lust and luxurrl
Lust is but a bloody fire,

Kindled with unchaste desire,
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Fed jh heart; whose fiames aspire.

As thoughts do blow them, higher and higher."

Pinch him, Fairies, mutu^y;
Pinch him for his villany;

Pmch him, and bum him, and turn him about,

•Till candles, and star-hght, and moonshine be out.

During this song thefairiespinch Falstaff.
' Doctor Caius comes one way, and steals

away a fairy in green; Slender another

way, arid takes off a fairy in white; and
Fenton comes, and steals away Mrs.

. Anne Page. A noise of hunting is made
withxiL All thefairies rim away. Falstaff
pulls off his buck^s head and rises.

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page, and Mrs.
’ Ford. They lay hold on him.

Page. Nay, do not fly; I tMnk we have
watch’d you now:

Will none but Herne the hunter serve your turn?

Mrs. Page. I pray you come; hold up the
jest no higher:

—

Now, good sirJohn,howlike youWindsorwives?
See you these, husband? do not these fair yokes
Become the forest better than the town?

Ford. Now, sir, who’s a cuckold now?

—

Master Brook, Falstafl’s a knave, a cuckoldly

knave; here are his horns, Master Brook: and.

Master Brookhe hath enjoyed nothing of Ford’s
but his buck-basket, his cudgel, and twenty
pounds of money; which must be paid to

Master Brook; his horses are arrested for it,

Master Brook.
Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck;

we could never meet. I will never take you
for my love again, but I will always count you
my deer.

Fal. 1 do begin to perceive that I am made
an ass.

Ford. Ay, and an ox too; both the proofs
are extant.

Fal. And these are not fairies? I was three
or fom times in the thought they were not
fairies; and yet the guiltiness of my mind, the
sudden surprise of my powers, drove the gross-
ness of the foppery into a received belief, in de-
spite of the teeth of all rhyme and reason, that
they were fairies. See now how wit may be
made a Jack-a-lent when ’tis upon ill employ-
ment.
Eva. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got and leave

your desires, and fairies will not pinse you.
Ford. Well said, fairy Hugh.
Eva. And leave you your jealousies too, I

pray you.
Ford. I will never mistrust my wife again,

till thou art able to woo her in good English.
Fal. Have I laid my brain m the sun, and

dried it, that it wants matter to prevent so gross
o’er-reaching as this? Am I ridden with a
Welsh goat too? Shall I have a coxcomb of
irize?

,

’Tis time I were phoked with a piece of
toasted cheese.

.

Eva. Seese is not good to' give putter; your
pelly is all putter.

Fal. Seese. and putter! have 1 lived to stand
at the taunt ofone that makes,fritters of Eng-
lish? This is enough to b® t$e decay of lust
and late-walldng through the realm.

Mrs. Page. Why, Sir John, do you think,

though we would have thrust virtue out of oar
hearts by the head and shoulders, and have
given ourselves without scruple to hell, that
ever the devil could have made you our delict?

Ford. What! a hodge-pudding? a bag of flax?

Mrs. Page. A puffed man?
Page. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable

entrfi^s?

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan?
Page. And as poor as Job?
Ford. And as wicked as his wife?

Eva. And given to formcations, and to
taverns, and sack, and wine, and methegUns,
and to drinkings, and swearings, and starings,

pnbbles, and prabbles?

Fal. Well, I am your theme: you have the
start of me; I am dejected; I am not able to

answer the Welsh flannel: ignorance itself is a
plummet o’er me; use me as you will.

Ford. Marry, sir, we’U bnng you to Windsor,
to one Master Brook, that you have cozened of

money, to whom you should have been a pan-
der: over and above that you have suffered, I
flunk, to repay that money will be a biting af-

fliction.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, husband, let that go to

make amends:
Forgive that sum, and so we’ll all be friends.

Ford. Well, here’s my hand, all’s forgiven
at last.

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight: thou shalt eat
a posset to-mght at my house, where I will de-
sire thee to laugh at my wife, that now laughs
at thee. Tell her Master Slender hath
marned her daughter.
Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that: if Anne

Page be my daughter, she is by this Doctor
Caius’ wife. [Asitfe.

Enter Slender.

Slen. Who—ho! ho! father Page!
Page. Son! how now? how now, son? have

you dispatched?
Slen. Dispatched!—I’ll make the best in

Gloucestershire know on’t; would I were
hanged, la, else.

Page. Of what, son?
Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry Mis-

tress Anne Page, and she’s a great lubberly
boy. If it had not been i' the church I would
have swinged him, or he should have swinged
me. If I did not think it had been Anne Page,
would I might never stir, and *tis a postmas-
ter’s boy.

Page. Upon my life then you took the wrong.
Slen. What need you tell me that? I thiiik

so, when I took a boy for a girl. If I had been
marned to him, for all he was in woman’s ap-
parel, I would not have had him.

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not
I tell you how you should know my daughter
by her garments?

^71. I went to her in white and cried mum,
T she cned budget, as Anne and I had ap-

pointed; and yet it was not Anne, but a post-
master’s boy.

. ,
.

Eva. Jeshn! Master Slender,, cannot you
see but marry boys?

Page. Oh, I am vexed athe'art ; what shall I do?
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Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry: I

knew of your purpose; turned my daughter into

green; and, indeed, she is now with the doctor

at the deanery, and there married.

Enter Caius.

Cains. Vere is Mistress Page? By gar, I

am cozened; 1 ha’ married un garcon, a boy;
unpaisaTit by gar, a boyjJt is not Anne Page:

Caius. Ay, by gar, and ’tis a boy: by gar,

rU raise all Windsor. [Exit Caius.
Ford. This is strange. Who hath got the

right Anne?
Page. My heart misgives me;—here comes

Master Fenton.

Enter Fenton and Anne Page.

How now, Master Fenton?
Anne. Pardon, good father! good my mother,

pardon!
Page. Now, Mistress, how chance you went

not with Master Slender?
Mrs. Page. Why went you not with master

doctor, maid?
Pent. You do amaze her: Hear the truth of it.

You would have mamed her most shamefully,
Where there was no proportion held in love.

The truth is, she and I, long since contracted.

Are now so ^ure that nothing can dissolve us.

The offence iaholy that she hath committed:
And this deceit loses the name of craft.

Of disobedience, or unduteous title;

Since therein she doth evitate and shun
A thousand irreligious cursed hours, [her.

Which forced marriagewouldhave broughtupon
Ford. Stand notamazed: hereisno remedy:—

In love, the heavens themselves do guide the
~ §tate:

Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate.
“ Fal. 1 am glsSITTKougir'you '5ave*"f£reir a"
special stand to strike at me, that your arrow
hath glanced.

Page. Well, what remedy? Fenton, heaven
give thee joy!

What cannot be eschewed must be embraced.
Pal. WhelTnigHt dbgs"run~SrsoFtTl)T^

are chased.
Eva. I will dance and eat plums at your

wedding.
Mrs. Page. Well, I will muse no further:

—

Master Fenton,
Heaven give you many, many merry days!—

,

Good husband, let us every one go home,
And laugh this sport o’er by a country fire,

Sir John and all.

Ford. Let it be so:—Sir John,
To Master Brook you yet shall hold your word;
For he, to-night, shall lie with Mistress Ford.

[EieunL
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PERSONS REPRESENTED

Sebastian, a young Genileman, brother io

Viola.

Antonio, a Sea Capiain, friend to Sebastian

A Sea Captain,

/

riend to Viola.

Valentine,/ Gentlemen attending on the

Cttrio, f DitPe.

Ser. Toby Belch, Unde of Olivia.

Sm Andrew Agtje-cheek.

Orsino, Duke of Illyria

Scene,—A City m Illyria

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

An Apartment in the Duke’s Palace.

Enter Duke, Curio, Lordsj Musicians
attending,

* Duke, If music be the food of love, play on,

. Give me excess of it; that, surfeiting,

i The appetite may sicken and so die.

—

That strain again;—it had a dying fall;

O, it came o’er my ear hke the sweet south,

That breathes upon a bank of violets,

Stealing, and giving odour.—Enough; no more;
/*,Tis not so sweet now as it was before.

1 6 spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou!

I /That, notwithstanding thy capacity

Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there,

Of what validity and pitch soever,

But falls into abatement and low price

j
Even in a minute ! so full of shapes is fancy,

I That it alone is high-fantastkal.

Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord?

Duke. What, Curio?

Malvolia, Steward to Olivia.

Clown’ |
vanis to Olivia.

Olivia, a rich Countess.

Viola, in love with the Duke.

Maru, Olivia’s Woman.
Lords, Priests, Sailors, . OflBcers, Musicians,

and other Attendants.

, and the Sea-coast near it.

Cur. The hart.
Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that 1 have:

O, when mine eyes did see Ohvia first,

Methought she purg’d the air of pestilence;
That instant was I turn’d into a hart;
And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds,
E'er since pursue me.—How now? what

news from her?

Enter Valentine.

Val. So please my lord, I might not be ad-
mitted. '

But from her handmaid do return this answer:
The element itself, till seven years’ heat,
Shall not behold her face at ample view;
But, Hke a cloistress, she will veiled walk,
And water* once a-day her chifmber round
With eye-offendings, brine: all this to season
Abrother’sdeadlove,whichshewouldkeepfresh
And lastmg in her sad remembrance, (frame,
Duke, O, she that hath a heart of that fine

To pay this debt of love but to a brother.
How will she love when the rich golden shaft
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Hath kill’d the flock of all aflections else

That live in herl when liver, brain, and heart,

These sov’reign thrones, are all supplied and
M’d,— '

Her sweet perfections,—with one self king!

—

Away before me to sweet beds of flowers;

i Love~thaughta He rich when canopied with
bowers. [ExetmL

Scene II.—The Sea-coasi.

Enter Viola, Captain, and Sailors.

Vio, What country, friends, is this?

Cap. Illyria, lady.

Vio. And what should I do in Illyria?

My brother he is in Elysium.
Perchance he is not drown’d:—^What think

you, sailors? [sav’d.

Cap. It is perchance that you yourself were
ViQ. O my poor brother! and so perchance

may he be. [with chance,
Cap. True, madam; and, to comfort you

Assure yourself, after our ship did split.

When you, and that poornumber sav’d with you.
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother,

Most provident in peril, bmd himself,

—

Courage and hope both teaching him the
practice,

—

To a strong mast that liv’d upon the sea;

Where, like Anon on the dolphin’s back.
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves
So long as I could see.

Vio. For saying so, there’s gold:

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope,
Whereto thy speech serves for authority.

The like of him. Khow’st thou this country?

Cap. Ay, madam, well; for 1 was bred and
born

Not three hours’ travel from this very place.

Vio. Who governs here?
Cap. A ndble duke, in nature

As in his name.
Vio. What is his name?
Cap. Orsino.
Vio. Orsino! I have heard my father name

him.
He was a bachelor then.

Cap. And so is now.
Or was so very late: for but a month
Ago I went from hence; and then *twas fresh
In murmur,—as you know, what great ones do.

The less will urattle of,—thaffi^did s'eeS~~*

ThrlOTiFoTfair Olivia.

Vio. What’s she?
Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count

That died some twelvemonth since; then leav-
ing her

In the protection of his son, her brother,
Who shortly also died: for whose dear love,

They say, she hath abjured the-company
And sight of men.
'Tio: “ 0 that I served that lady!

And might not be delivered to the world.
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow
What my estate is.

Cap. That were hard to compass:
Because she will admit no kind of smt,
No, not the duke’s.

Fio. There is a fairbehaviourin thee* captain;
And though that nature with a beauteous wall
Both oft dose in pollution, yet of thee

I will beUeve thou hast a mind that suits

With this thy fair and outward character.

I pray thee, and I’ll pay thee bounteously,

Conceal me what 1 am; and be my a^d
For such disguise as, haply, shall become
The form of my intent. I’ll serve this duke;
Thou shalt present me as an eunuch to him;
It may be worth thy pains; for I can sing.

And speak to him in many sorts of music
That will allow me very worth his service.

What else may hap to time I will commit;
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit.

Cap. Be you lus eunuch and yourmute I’llbe;
Whenmytongueblabs,thenletmiaeeyesnotsee!

Vio. I thank thee. Lead me on.

[Exeunt.

Scene III,—A Room in Olivia’s House,

Enter Sir Toby Belchand MariA.
Sir To, What a plague means my niece, to

take the death of her biother thus? I am sure
care’s ajLMfiWLtaJifft.
THorTBy my troth, Sir Toby, you must come

in earlier o’nights; your cousin, my lady, takes
great exceptions to your ill hours.

Sir To. Why, let her except, before excepted.

Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself

within the modest limits of order.

&r To. Confine? I’ll confine myself no finer

thmi I am: these clothes are good enough to

drink in, and so be these boots too; an they be
not, letthemhangthemselvesintheirownstraps.

Mar. That quaffing and dnnldng will undo
you: I heard my lady talk of it yesterday; and
of a foolish knight that you brought in, one
night here to be her wooer.

Sir To. Who? Sir Andrew Ague-cheek?
Mar. Ay, he.
Sir To. He’s as tall a man as any’s in Blyiia.

Mar, What’s that to the purpose?
Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats

a-year.
Mar. Ay, but he’ll have but a year in all

these ducats; he’s a very fool, and a prodigal.

Sir To. Fye, that you’ll say sol he plays 0 ’

the viol-de-gambo, and speaks three or four
languages word for word without book, and
hath all the good gifts of nature.
Mar. He hatli, indeed,—almost natural: tor,

besides that he’s a fool, he’s a great quarreller;

and, but that he hath the gift of a coward to
allay the gust he hath in quarrelling, *tis

thought among the prudent he would quickly

have the gift of a grave.

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels and
substractors that say so of him. Who are they"’'

Mar. They that add, moreover, he’s drunk
nightly in your company.

Sir To. With drinkiug healths to my niece;
I’ll drink to her as long as there is a passage in
my throat and drink in Illyria. He% a coward
and a coystril that will not drink to my niece
till his brains turn 0 ’ the toe like a pansh-top.
What, wench? Castihano-vulgo! for here
comes Sir Andrew Ague-face.

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek.
Sir And, Sir Toby Belch! how now, Sir

Toby Belch?
Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew?
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Sir And. Bless you, fair shrew.
Afar. And you too, sir.

Sir To. Accost, Sir Andrew, accost.

Sir And. What's that?

Sir To. My niece’s chamher-maid.
Sir And. Good Mistress Accost, I desire

better acquaintance.
Mar. My name is Mary, sir.

Sir And. Good Mistress Mary Accost,

—

&> To. You mistake, kmght: accost is,

front her, board her, woo her, assail her.

Sir And. By my troth, I would not under-

take her in this company. Is that the meaning
of accost?
Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen.
Sir To. An thou let part so, Sir Andrew,

would thou mightst never draw sword again.

Sir And. An you part so, mistress, I would
I mi^t never draw sword again. Fair lady,

do you think you have fools m hand?
Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand.
Sir And. Marry, but you shall have; and

here’s my hand.
Mar. Now, sir, thought is free. I pray you,

bring your hand to the buttery-bar and let it

drink.

Sir And. Wherefore, sweetheart? what’s

your metaphor?
Mar. It’s dry, sir.

Sir And. Why, I think so; I am not such
an >ass but I can keep my hand dry. But
what’s- your jest?

Mar. A dry jest, sir.

Sir And. Are you full of them?
Afar. Ay, sir; I have them at my fingers’

ends; marry,now I let go yourhand Iam barren.

[Fxif Maria.
Sir To. O knight, thou lack’st a cup of

canary: When did I see thee so put down?
Sir And. Never in your life, I think; unless

you see canary putme down. Methinks some-
times 1 have no more wit than a Christian or an
ordinary man has; but I am a great eater of

beef, and, 1 believe, that does ham to my wit.

Sir To. No question.

•Sir Arid. An I thought that, I’d forswear it.

I'H.iide home to-morrow, Sir Toby.
Sir To. Tourquoy, my dear kmght?
Sir And. What is pourquoyi do or not do?

1 would I had bestowed that time in the tongu<%
that ! have in fencing, dancing, and bear-bait-

ing. 0, had I but followed the arts I

Sir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent

head of hair.' [hair?

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my
Sir To. Past question; for thou seest it will

not curl by nature.

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough,
does’t not?

Sir To. Excellent; it hangs like flax on a
distafl; anh 1 hope to see a housewife take thee
between her legs and spin it of.

Sir And. Faith, I’U home to-morrow, Sir

Toby;' your niece will not be seen; or, if she
be, it’s fout to one she’ll none of me; the count
himself here hard by woos her.

Sir To. She’ll none o* the count; she’ll not
match above her degree, neither in estate,

years, nor wit; 1 have heard her swear it. Tut,
there’s life in *t, man.

Sir And. I’ll stay a month longer. I am
a fellow o’ the strangest mind i’ the world; I
dehght in masques and revels sometimes alto-

gether. [knight?
Sir To. Art thou good at these kick-shaws.
Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever

he be, under the degree of my betters; and yet
I will not compare with an old man.

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard,

kmght?
Sir And, Faith, I can cut a caper.
Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to ’t.

Sir And. And, I think, I have the back-trick
simply as strong as any man in lEjnria.

Sir To. Wherefore are these things hid?
wherefore have these gifts a curtain before
them? are they like to take dust, like Mistress
Mali’s picture? why dost thou not go to church
m a galliard and come home m a coranto? My
very walk should be a jig; I would not so much
as make water butin a sink-a-pace. What dost
thou mean? is it a world to hide virtues in? I
did think, by the excellent constitution of thy
leg, it was formed under the star of a galliard.

Sir And. Ay, ’ns strong, and it does indifler-

ent well in a flame-coloured stock. Shall we
set about some revels?

Sir To. What shall we do else? were we not
bom under Taurus?

Sir And. Taurus? that’s sides and heart.
Sir To. No, sir; it is legs and thighs. Let

me see thee caper: hal higher: ha, ha'—-ex-
cellent! [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—A Room in the I>ue::e’s Palace.

Enter Valentine, and Viola, m man’s attire.

Val, If the duke continue these favours to-
wards you, Cesario, you are like to be much ad-
vanced; he hath known you but three days, and
already you are no stranger.

Via, You either fear his humour or my negli-
gence, that you call in question the continuance
of his love. Is he inconstant, sir, in his fo-
vours?

Val. No, believe me.

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants.

Fio. I thank you. Here comes the count.
Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho?
Fio. On your attendance, my lord; here.
Duke. Stand you awhile aloof.—Cesario,

Thou know’st no less but all; I have unclasp’d
To thee the book even of my secret soul:
Therefore, good youth,addressthy gaitunto her;
Be not denied access, stand at her doors,
And tell them there thy fixed foot shall grow
Tin thou have audience.

Fib, Sure, my noble lord.
If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow
As it is spoke, she never will admit me.
Duke. Be clamorous, and leap aU civilbounds,

Rather than make unprofited return.

Fio. Say I do speak with her, toy lord,

then?
Duke. O, then unfold the passion ofny love.

Surprise her with discourse of »y dear faith:

It shall become thee weU to act my woes;
She will attend it better in thy youth
Thanm a nimcio of more grave aspect.
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Vio, 1 think not so, my lord.

Duke. Dear lad, believe it,

For they shall yet beHe thy happy years

That say thou art a man: Diana’s Hp
Is not more smooth and rubious; thy small pipe

Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound.
And all is semblative a woman’s part.

I know thy constellation is right apt

For this affair;—Some four or five attend him:
All, if you will; for I myself amJiest
When l^ast in company;—Prosper well in tins

Anarffiou”sSaftTive ls freely as thy lord,

To call his fortunes thine.

Vio. m do my best

To woo your lady; yet, [aside] a barful strife I

Who’er I woo, myself would be his wife.

Scene V.—A Room in Olivia’s House.

Enter Maria and Clown.

Mar. Hay; either tell me where thou hast
been, or I will not open my hps so wide as a
bnstle may §nter in way of thy excuse: my lady
will hang thee for thy absence.

Clo. Let her hangme ; he that is well hanged
in this world needs to fear no colours.

Mar. Make that good.

Clo. He shall see none to fear.

Mar. A good lenten answer: I can tell thee
where that saying wasbom, of, I fear no colours.

Clo. Where, good Mistress Mary?
Mar. In the wars; and that may you be bold

to say in your foolery.

Clo. Well, God give them wisdom that have
it; and those that are fools, let them use their

talents.

mend him. Anything that’s mended is but
patched; ^virtue that transgresses is but patched
with sin; and sm that amends is but patched
with virtue. If that this simple syllogism will

serve, so; if it will not, what remedy? As
there is no true cuckold but calamity, so beauty’s

a flower;—the lady bade take away the fool;

therefore, I say again, take her away.
OIL Sir, I bade them take away you.

Clo. Mispnsion in the highest degree! -Lady,
CucuUus nonfacit monachum; that’s as much
as to say, I wear not motley inmy brain. Good
madonna, give me leave to prove you a fool.

Oh. Can you do it?

Clo. Dexterously, good madonna.
OIL Make your proof

.

Clo. I must catechise you for it, madonna.
Good my mouse of virtue, answer me.
OIL Well, sir, for want of other idleness,

I’ll ’bide your proof.

Clo. Good madonna, why moum’st thou?
OIL Good fool, for my brother’s death.

Clo. I flunk his soul is in hell, madonna.
OIL I know his soul is in heaven, fool.

Clo. The more fool you, madonna, to mourn
for your brother’s soul being in heaven.—Take
away the fool, gentlemen.

OIL What think you of this fool, Malvolio?
doth he not mend?
Mat. Yes; and shall do, till the panga of

death shall shake him. Infirmity, that decays
the wise, doth ever make the better fool,

Clo. God send you, sir, a speedy infinnity,

for the better increasing your folly! Sir Toby
will be sworn that I am no fox; but he will not

Mar. Yet you will be hanged for being so

long absent: or, to be turned away; is not
that as good as a hanging to you?

Clo. Many a good hanging prevents a bad
marriage; and for turning away, let summer
bear ii out.

Afar. You are resolute, then?

, Clo. Not so neither; hut I am resolved on
two points.

Mar. That, if one break, the other will hold;

or, if both break, your gaskins fall.

Clo. Apt, in good faith; very apt! Well, go
thy way; if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou
wert as witty a piece of Eve’s flesh as any in

Illyria.

Mar. Peace, you rogue; no more 0’ that;

here comes my lady: make your excuse wisely;

you were best. [Exif.

Enter Olivia and Malvolio.

Clo. Wit, and ’t be thy will, put me into good
fooling ! Those wits that think they have thee,

do very oft prove fools; and I, that am sure I

lack thee, may pass for a wise man. For what
says Qumapalus? Better ajyitty fooLthan a
foolish wit. God blessIEee, lady!

“ ^

OH. Take the fool away. [the lady.

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows? Take away
OIL Go to, you’re a dry fool; I’ll no more of

you: besides, you grow dishonest,

Clo. Two faults, madonna, that drink and
good counsel will amend: for give the dry fool

drink, then is the fool not dry; bid the dis-

honest man mend himself: if he mend, he is no
longer dishonejSt; if he cannot, let the botcher

pass his word for twopence that you are no
fool.

OIL How say you to that, Malvolio?
Mai. I marvel your ladyship takes deligiht in

such a barren rascal; I saw him put down the

other day with an ordinary fool that has no more
brain than a stone. Look you now, he’s out
of his guard already; unless you laugh and
minister occasion to him, he is gagged. I pro-
test, I take these wise men, ^at crow so at
these set kind of fools, no better than the fools’

zanies.

OIL 0, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio,

and taste with a distempered appetite. To be
generous, guiltless, and of free ^spositioa, is to

take those things for bird-bolts that you deem
cannon-bullets. There is no slander in an
allowed fool, though he do nothing but rail;

nor no railing in a known discreet man, though
he do nothing but reprove.

Clo. Now mercury endue thee with leasing,

for thou speakest well of fools!

Re-enter Maria.

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young
gentleman much desires to speak with you,

OIL From the Count Orsino, is it?

Mar. I know not, madam; ’tis a fair young
man, and well attended.

OIL Who of my people hold him in delaY?
Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman.
OIL Fetch him off, I pray you; he speaks

noflimg but madman. Fie on him! [Exit

Maria.] Go you^ Malvolio; if it ho a suit
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from the count, I am sick, or not at home; what
you will to dismiss it, [Exit Malvolio.J
Now you see, sir, how your fooling grows old,

and people dislike it.

Clo, Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if

thy eldest son should be a fool; whose skull

Jove cram with brains, for here he comes, one
of thy km, has a most weak pia mater.

Enter Sir Toby Belch.

OU, By mine honour, half drunk.—^What is

he at the gate, cousin?

Sir To, A gentleman.

on, A gentleman? What gentleman?
Sir To, *Tis a gentleman here—A plague o’

these pickle-herrings!—How now, sot?

Clo. Good Sir Toby,
on. Cousin, cousin, how have you come so

early by this lethargy?

Sir To. Lechery! I defy lechery. There’s

one at the gate.

on. Ay, marry; what is he?
Sir To. Let him he the devil an he wiU, I

care not: give me faith, say 1. Well, it’s all

one. [Exit,

on. What’s a drunken man like, fool?

Clo, Like a drowned man, a fool, and a mad-
man; one draught above heat makes him a fool;

the second mads him, and a third drowns him.
* on. Go thou and seek the coroner, and let

him sit o’ my coz; for he is in the third degree
of dnnk; he’s drowned: go, look after him.

Clo. He is but mad yet, madonna; and the
fool shall look to the madman. [Exit Clown.

Re-enter Malvolio.

Mai. Madam, yond young fellow swears he
will speak with you. I told him you were sick;

he takes on him to understand so much, and
therefore comes to speak with you; I told him
you were asleep; he seems to have a fore-

knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to
speak with you. What is to be said to him,
lady? he’s fortified against any denial,

on. Tell him, he shall not speak with me.
Mai. He has been told so; and he says he’ll

stand at your door like a shenff’s post, and be
the supporter of a bench, but he’ll speak with
you.

on. What kind of man is he?
Mai, Why, of mankind.
OU, What manner of man?
Mai, Of very ill manner; he’ll speak with

you, will you or no.
OIU Of what personage and years is he?
Mai Not yet old enough for a man, nor

young enough for a boy; as a squash is before
’tis a peascod, or a codling, when ’tis almost an
apple; ’tis with him e’en standing water, be-
tween boy and man. He is very well-favoured,
and he speaks very shrewishly; one would
think his mothers milk were scarce out of him.

OIL Let him approach. Call in my gentle-
woman.
Mat Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Ent

Re-enter Maria.
OIL Give me my veil: come, throw it o’er

my face;

We’ll once more hear Orsino’s embassy.

Enter Viola.
Vio, The honourable lady of the house,

which is she? [Your will?

Olu Speak to me, I shall answer for her.
Vto. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatch-

able beauty,—I pray you, tell me if this be the
lady of the house, for I never saw her: I would
be loath to cast away my speech; for, besides
that it IS excellently well penned. I have taken
great pains to con it. Good beauties, let me
sustain no scorn; I am very comptible, even to
the least sinister usage.

Oh. Whence came you, sir?

Vio. I can say httle more than I have studied,
and ^at question’s out of my part. Good gen-
tle one, give me modest assurance, if you be
the lady of the house, that I may proceed in
my speech.

Oh. Are you a comedian?
Vio. No, my profound heart: and yet, by

the very fangs of malice, I swear I am not that
I play. Are you the lady of the house?
Oh. If I do not usurp myself, I am.
Vto, Most certain, if you are she, you do

usurp yourself; for what is yours to bestow is

not yours to reserve. But this is from my com-
mission: I will on withmy speechm your praise,

and then show you the heart of my message.
Oh. Come to what is important in ’t: I for-

give you the praise.

Yio. Alas, I took great pains to study it,

and ’tis poetical,

Oh. It IS the more like to be feigned; I pray
you keep it in. I heard you were saucy at my
gates; and allowed your approach, rather to

wonder at you than to hear. you. If you be not
mad, be gone; if you have reason, be brief:

'tis not that time of moon with me to make
one in so skipping a dialogue. [way.
Mar. Will you hoist sail, sir? here lies your
Vio. No, good swabber; I am too hull here
little longer.—Some mollification for your

giant, sweet lady.

Oh. Tell me your mind.
Vio. I am a messenger.
Oh. Sure, you have some hideous matter to

dehver, when the courtesy of it is so fearful.

Speak your oj05.ce.

Vto. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no
overture of war, no taxation of homage; I hold
the olive m my hand; my words are as full of,

peace as matter.

Oil. Yet you began rudely. What axe you?
what would you?

Vio. The rudeness that hath appeared in me
have I learned from my entertainment. What
I am and what I would are as sacred as maiden-
head: to your ears, divinity; to any other’s,

profanation.

Oil. Give us the place alone; we will hoar
this divinity. [Exit Maria.] Now, sir, what
is your text?

Vto. Most sweet lady,

OIL A comfortable doctnne, and much may
be said of it. Where Ees your text?

Vio. In Orsino’s bosom.
Oil. In his bosom? In what chapter of Ms

bosom?
Vio. To answer by the method, in the first

of his heart.
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Oli. O, I liave read it; it is heresy. Have
you no more to say?

Vio* Good madam, let me see your face.

OIL Have you any commission from your

lord to negotiate with my face? you are now out

of your text: but we will draw the curtain and
show you the picture. Look you, sir, such a

one as I was this present. Is’t not well done?
[Unveiling,

Vio. Excellently done, if God did ail.

OIL ’Tis in grain, sir; *twill endure wind
and weather. [white

Vio, *Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and
Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid on:

Lady, you are the cruel’st she alive.

If you Will lead these graces to the grave,

And leave the world no copy.

OIL O, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted; I

will give out divers schedules of my beauty. It

shall be inventoried; and every particle and
utensil labelled to my will: as, item, two lips

indiferent red; item, two gray eyes with lids to

them; item, one neck, one chin, and so forth.

Were you sent hither to praise me? [proud;

Vio. I see you what you are: you are too

But if you were the devil, you are fair.

My lord and master loves you. O, such love

Could be but recompens’d though you were
crown’d

The nonpareil of beauty!
Oli. How does he love me?
Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears,

With groans thatthunder love, with sighs of fire.

OIL Your lord does know my mind, I can-

not love him:
Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble,

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth;

Invoices well divulged, free,leain'd and valiant,

And, in dimension and the shape of nature.

A gracious person: but yet I cannot love him,
He might have took his answer long ago.

Vzo. If I did love you in my master’s flame,

With such a suffering, such a deadly life.

In your denial I would find no sense,

I would not understand it.

OIL Why, what would you?

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate,

And call upon my soul within the house;
Write loyal cantons of contemned love,

And sing them loud, even in the dead of night;

Holla your name to the reverberate hills,

And make the babbling gossip of the air

Cry out Olivia I 0, you should not rest

Between the elements of air and earth,

But you Should pity me. [parentage?

OIL You might do much. What is your
Fio. Above my foivunes, yet my state is well:

I am a gentleman.

OIL Get you to your lord;

1 cannot love him: let him send no more;
tlnless, perchance, you come to me again.

To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well:

I thank you for your pains: spend this for me.
Vio, Iam no fee’d post, lady; keep your purse;

My master, not myself, lacks recompense.
Love make his heart of flint that you shall love;

And let your fervour, like my master’s, be
Placed in contempt ! Fairwell, fair cruelty.

[M.

OIL What is your parentage?
Above my fortunes, yet my state is well:

I am a gentleman, I’ll be sworn thou art;

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and
spirit, [soft! soft!

Bo give thee fivefold blazon. Not too fast:

—

Unless the master were the man.—How now?
Even so ijuickly may one catch the plague?
Methinks I feel this youth’s perfections

With an invisible and subtle stealth

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be.

—

What, ho, Malvoliol—

Re-enter Malvolio.

Mol. Here, madam, at your service.

OIL Run after that same peevish messenger,
The county’s man: he left this ring behind him,
Would I, or not; tell him I’ll none of it.

Desire tom not to flatter with his lord,

Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him:
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow.
I'll give him reasons for *t. Hie tbee, Malvolio.
,Mal. Madam, I will, [Exit.

OIL I do I know not what: and fear to find
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind.
Fate, show thy force. Ourselves we do not owe

:

What is decreed.musLbe; and be this sol [Exit

ACT II.

Scene I .—The Sea-coast,

Enter Antonio and Sebastun.
Ant, Will you stay no longer? nor will you

not that I go with you?
Seb, By your patience, no: my stars shine

darkly over me; the miUgnancy of my fate

might, perhaps, distemper yours; therefore I

sh^Q crave of you your leave that I may bear my
evils alone. It were a bad recompense for your
love, to lay any of them on you.

Ant, Let me yet know of you whither you
are bound.

Seb, No, ’sooth, sir; my determinate voyage
is mere extravagancy. But I perceive in you so
excellent a touch of modesty, that you not
extort from me what I am willing to keep m;
therefore it chargesme in manners the rather to
express myself. You must know of me tton,
Antonio, my name is Sebastian, which I called
Rodorigo; my father was that Sebastian of
Messaline whom I know you have heard of: he
left behind him myself and a sister, both bom
in an hour. If the heavens have been pleased,
would we had so ended! but you, sir, altered
that; for some hours before you took me from
the breach of the sea was my sister drowned.

Ant, Alas the day!
Seb. A lady, sir, though it was said she much

resembled me, was yet of many accounted
beautiful; but though I could not, with such es-
timable wonder, overfar believe that, yet thus
far I will boldly publish her,—she bore a mind
that envy could not but call fair. She is

drowned already, sir, with salt water, though I

seem to drown her remembrance again with
more.

Ant. Pardon me, sir, yourbad entertainment.
Seb. 0, good Antonio, forgiveme your trouble.
Ant. If you will not murder me for my love,

let me be your servant.
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Seb* Ji you will not tmdo what you have dom—^that is, Mil him whom you have recovered

—

desire it not. Fare ye well at once; my bosom
is full of Madness; and I am yet so near the
manners of my mother that, upon the least oc-

casion more, mine eyes will teU tales of me. J

am bound to the Count Orsiao’s court: farewell.

[Exit.

Ant The gentleness of all the gods go with
thee!

I have many enemies in Orsino’s court,

Else would I very shortly see thee there:

But come what may, I do adore thee so

That danger shall seem sport, and 1 will go.

[Exit

Scene U.—A Street

Enter Viola; Malvolio following.

Mai. Were not you even now with the Coim-
tess Olivia?

Vio. Even now, sir; on a moderate paOe I

have since arrived but hither.

Mai She returns this ring to you, sir; you
might have saved me my pains, to have taken

it away yourself. She adds moreover, that you
should put your lord iato a desperate assurance

she win none of him: and one thing more; that

you be never so hardy to come again in his

afairs, unless it be to report your lord’s taking

of this. Receive it so.

Vto. She took the ring of me: I’ll none of it.

Md. Come, sk, you peevishly threw it to

her; and her will is, it should be so returned.

If it be worth stooping for, there it lies in your

eye; if pot, be it his that finds it. [Exit.

Vio. I left no ring with her. What means
this lady?

Fortune forbidmy outside havenot charm’d her!
She made good view of me; kdeed, so much,
That, sure methought her eyes had lost her

tongue,
I

For she did speak in starts ^tractedly.

She loves me, sure; the cunning of her passion

Invites me in this churlish messenger.

None of my lord’s ring! why, he sent her none.

I am the man;—if it be so,—as ’tis,

—

Poor lady, she were better love a dream.
Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much.
How easy is it for the proper-false

In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms!

Mas, our frailty is the cause, not we;
For, such as we are made of, such we be.

How wiU this fadge? My master loves her
dearly,

And I, poor monster, fond as much on him;

And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me.
What will become of this? As I am man,
My state is desperate for ray master’s love;

As I am woman, now alas the day!

What thriftless sighs shall poor Ohvia breathe?

0 time, thou must untangle this, not I;

It is too hard a knot for me to untie. ^ [Exit

Scene IIL—A Room in Onvu’s House.

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Sir Andrew
Ague-cheek.

Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew: not to be
a-bed after midnight is to be up betimes; and
ddiiculo surgere, tbou know’st.

Sir And. Nay; by my troth, I know not: but
I know to be up late is to be up late.

Sir To. A false conclusion; I hate it as an
unfilled can. To be up after midnight, and to

go to bed then is early: so that to go to bed
after midnight is to go to bed betimes. Do not
our lives consist of the four elements?

Sir And. Faith, so they say; but I think it

rather consists of eating and dnnking.
Sir To. Thou art a scholar; let us therefore

"

eat and drink.—Marian, I say! a stoop of
wine.

Enter Clown.

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i’ faith.

Clo. How now, my hearts? Did you never
see the picture of we three? (catch.

Sir. To. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a
Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an ex-

cellent breast. I had rather than forty shillings
I had such a leg; and so sweet a breath to sing
as the fool has. In sooth, thou wast in very
gracious foohng last night when thou spokest of
Pigrogromitus, of the V^apians passing the equi-
noctial of Queubus; ’twas very good, i’ faith.

I sent thee sixpence for thy leman. Hadst it?

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratiHity; for Mal-
voho’s nose is no whipstock. My lady has a
white hand, and the Myrmidons are no bottle-
ale houses.

Sir And. Excellent! Why, this is the best
foolmg, when all is done. Now, a song.

Sir To. Come on; there is sixpence for you:
let’s have a song.

Sir And, There’s a testril of me too: if one
knight give a

Clo. Would you have a love-song, or a song
of good life?

Sir To. A love-song, a love-song.

Sir And, Ay, ay; I care not for good life.

SONG.

Clo. O, mistress mine, where are you roammg?
O stay and hear; your true love’s coming,
That can sing both high and low:

Trip no further, pretty sweetmg;
Journeys end m lovers’ meeting,
Every wise man’s son doth know.

Sir And. Excellent good, i’ faith.

Sir To. Good, good.

Clo. What IS love? ’tis not hereafter;
Present mirth hath present laughter;
What’s to come is still unsure;

In delay there hes no plenty;
Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty,

Youth’s a stuff will not endure.

Sir And, A jnelMuous voice, as I am true
knight.

Sir To. A contagious breath.
Sir And, Very sweet and contagious, i’ faith.

Sir To, To hear by the nose, it is dulcet m
mnta^on. But shall we make the welkin
dance indeed? Shall we rouse the night-OwI
in a catch that will draw three souls out of one
weaver? shall we do that?

Sir And. An you love me, let’s do ’t: I am
dog at a catch.

Clo. By ’r lady, sir, and some dogs will

-atch well.
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Sir And. Most certain: let our catch be.

Thou knave.
^

Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight? I

shall be constrained in ’t to call thee knave,
knight.

Sir, And. ’Tis not the first time I have con-
strained one to call me knave. .Begin, fool; it

begins Hold thy peace.

Clo. I shall never begin if I hold my peace.

Sir And. Good, i’ faith! Come begin, •t*

[They sing a catch.

Enter Maria.

Mar. What a caterwauling do you keep here 1

If my ladv have not called up her steward, Mal-
volio, and bid him turn you out of doors, never
trust me.

Sir To. My lady’s a Catalan, we are politi-

cians; Malvolio’s a Peg-a-Ramsay, and Three
merry men we be. Am not I consangumeous?
am I not of her blood? Tilly-valley, lady!

There dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, lady.

[Singing.

Clo. Beshrew me, the knight’s in admirable
.fooling.

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be
disposed, and so do 1 too; he does it with a
better grace • but 1 do it more natural.

Sir To. O, the twelfth day of December,

—

[Singing.

Mar, For the love o’ God, peace.

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. My masters, are you mad? or what are
you? Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty,
but to gabble like tinkers at this time of mght?
Do ye make an ale-house of my lady’s house,
that ye squeak out your coziers’ catches without
any* mitigation or remorse of voice? Is there

no respect of place, persons, nor time, in you?
Sir To. We did keep time, sir, in our

catches. Sneck up

!

Mai. Sir Toby, I must be round with you.
My lady bade me tell you that though she har-
bours you as her kinsman she’s nothing allied

to your disorders. If you can separate yourself

and your misdemeanours, you are welcome to

the house; if not, an it would please you to

take leave of her, she is very willing to bid you
farewell.

Sir To. Farewell, dear heart, since I must
needs be gone.
Mai. Nay, good Sir Toby. [done.

Clo. His eyes do show his days are almost
Mat. Is ’t even so?

. iSir Tp. But / will never die.

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie.

Mai. This is much credit to you.
Sir To. Shall 1 bid him go? [Singir^.

Clo. What an if you do?
Sir To. Shall Ibid him go and spare not?
Clo. O no, no, no, no, you dare not.

Sit To. Out o’ tune? sir, ye lie.—Art any
more than a steward? Dost thou think, be-
cause thou art virtuous, there shall be no.more
cakes and ale?

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne; and ginger shall

be hot i’ the nlouth too.

Sir To, Thou’rt i* the right.— Go, sir, rub
your chain with crumbs:-^ stoop of wine,
Maria! ... •

Mai. Mistress Mary, ifyou prized my lady’s

favour at anything more than contempt, you
would not give means for this uncivil nfie; she
shall know of it, by this hand, [Exit.

Mar. Go shake your cars.

Sir And. ’Twere as good a deed as to drink
when a man’s a-hungry, to challenge him to the
field, and then to break promise with him and
make a fool of him.

Sir To. Do ’t, knight; I’ll write thee a chal-

lenge; or I’ll deliver thy indignation to him by
word of mouth.
Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night;

since the youth of the count’s was to-day with
my lady she is much out of ^uiet. For Mon-
sieur Malvolio, letme alone with him:if I do not
gull him mto a nayword, and make him a com-
mon recreation, do not think I^avfijdtnn^^ *

to lie straight in bjd. Tknow I can do it.

TFT5rT?6§Sess us, possess us; tellus some-
thing of him.
Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of

Puritan.
Sir And. O, if I thought that, Pd beat him

like a dog.
Sir To. What, for being a Puritan? thy

exquisite reason, dear kmght?
Sir And. I have no exquisite reason for 't,

but I have reason good enough.
Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any-

thing constantly but a time pleaser; an afiec-

tion’d ass that cons state without book and
utters it by great swarths; the best persuaded
of himself, so crammed, as he thinks, with ex-

cellences, that it is his ground of faith that all

that look on him love him; and on that vice in
him willmy revenge find notable cause to work.

Sir To. What wilt thou do?
Mar. 1 will drop in his way some obscure

epistles of love; wherein, by the colour of his

beard, the shape of his leg, the manner of his

gait, the expressure of his eye, forehead, and
complexion, he shall find himself most feelingly

personated. I can write very like my lady, your
niece; on a forgotten matter we can hardly
make distinction of our hands.

Sir To. Excellent! I smell a demce,'
Sir And. I have ’t in my nose too.

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that
thou wilt drop, that they come from my niece,
and that she is in love with him. [colour..

Mar. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that
Sir And. And your horse now would ihake

him an ass.

Mar. Ass, I doubt not.

Sir And. 0 ’twill be admirable.

Mar, Sport royal, I warrant you. I know
my physic will work with him. I will plant
you two, and let the fool make a third, where
he shall find the letter; observe his construc-
tion of it. For this night, to bed, and dream
on the event. Farewell.

. [Exeunt.

Sir To. Good-night, Penthesilea.

Sir And. Before me, she’s a good wench.
Sir To. She’s a beagle, true bred, and one

that adores me. What o* that?

Sir And* I was adored once too.

Sir To. Let’s to bed, knight—Thou hadst
need send for more money.



74 TWELFTH NIGHT; OR. WHAT YOU Wm [act n.

Sir. And. If I cannot recover yotir niece,

am a foul way out.

Sir To. Send for money, knight; if fhouhast
her not i* the end. call me Cut.

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me; take it

how you will.

Sir To. Come, come; 1*11 go bum some
sack; *tis too late to go to bed now; come,
fcni^t; come, knight. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—.4 Room in the Duke’s Palace.

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others.

Didze. Give me some music:—Now, good
morrow, friends:

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song,

That old and antique song we heard last night;

Methought it did relieve my passion much;
More than Eght airs and recollected terms
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times:
Come, but one verse.

Cur. He is not here, so please your lordship,

that should sing it.

Duke. Who was it?

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord; a fool that

the Lady Olivia’s father took much delight in:

he is about the house.

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the

while. [Exit Curio.—JIfusic.
Come hither boy. If ever thou shalt love.

In the sweet pangs of it remember me:
For, such as 1 am, all true lovers are;

Ifnstaid and sbttish in all motions else.

Save m the constant image of the creature

That IS belov’d.—How dost thou like this tune?
Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat

Where Love is throned.

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly:

My life upon ’t, youngthough thou art, thine eye
Hath stayed upon some favour that it loves;

Bnthitnot, boy?
Fib. A little, by your favour.

Duke. What kind of woman is ’t?

Fib. Of your complexion.

Duke, She is not worth thee, then. What
years, i* faith?

Fib. About your years, my lord.

Duke. Too old, by heaven. Let still the
woman take

An elder than herself; so wears she to him.
So sways she level in her husband’s heart.

For, hoy, however we do praise ourselves,

Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm,

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn
Than women’s are.

Fio. I think it well, my lord.

Duke. Thenlet thylove be youngerthan thy-
self,

Or thy afiectioa cannot hold the bent:
For women are as roses, whose fair flower.

Being once displayed, doth fall that very hour.
Vio. And so they are: alas, that they are so;

To die even when they to perfection grow!

Re-enter CuRio and Clown.
Duke. O fellow, come, the song we had last

night:

—

Mark it, Cesario; it is old and plain:

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun.
And the free maids, that weave their thread

with bones,
i

Do use to chant it: it is silly sooth,

And dallies with the innocence of love
LikeTSe olcfage.

Clo. Are you ready, sir?

Duke, Ay; pr’ythee, sing. [Afwsic.

SONG.

Clo. Come away, come away, death.
And m sad cypress let me be laid;

Fly away, fly away, breath;
I am slam by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew.

O prepare it;

My part of death no one so true
Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet.
On my black coffin let there be strown:
Not a friend, not a friend greet

My poor corpse where my bones shall toe

thrown:
A thousand thousand sighs to save,

Lay me, O, where
Sad true lover never find my grave,

To weep there.

Duke. There’s for thy pains. [sir.

Clo. No pains, sir; I take pleasure in singing,
Duke. I’ll pay thy pleasure, then.

Clo. Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid one
time or another.
Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee.
Clo. Now, the melancholy god protect thee;

and the tailor make thy doublet of changeable
taffata, for thy mind is a very opall— I would
have men of such constancy put to sea, that
their business might be everything, and their

intent everywhere; for that’s it that always
makes a good voyage of nothing.—Farewell.

[Exit Clown.
Duke. Let all the rest give place.

[Exeunt Curio and Attendants.
Once more, Cesario,

Get thee to yon same sovereign craqlty:

Tell her my love, more noble than the world,
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands;

The parts that fortune hath bestow’d upon her
Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune;
But ’tis that miracle and queen of gems
That Nature pranks her in attracts my soul.

Fib. But if she cannot love you, sir?

Duke. I cannot be so answer’d.
Fio. ’Sooth, but you must.

Say that some lady, as perhaps there is,

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her;
You tell her so. Must she notthenbe answer’d?
Duke. There is no woman’s sides

Can bide the beating of so strong a passion
As love doth gdve my heart; no woman’s heart
So big to hold so much; they lack retention.
Alas, their love may be called appetite,

—

No motion of the liver, but the palate,

—

That suffer surfeit, cloyment, and revolt;
But mine is all as hungry as the sea,
And can digest as much: make no compare
Between that love a woman can hear me
And that I owe Olivia.

Fib. Ay, but I know,—
Duke. What dost thou know?
Fio. Too well what love women to men may
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In faith, they are as true of heart as we.
My father had a daughter loved a man,
As it might be, perhaps were I a woman,
I should your lordship.

Duke. And what’s her history?
‘ Vio. A blank, my lord. She never told her

love,

But let concealment, like a worm; i’ the bud.
Feed onherdamaskcheek : she pined in thought;
And, with a green and yellow melancholy,
She sat like patience on a monument,
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed?
Wemenmay say more, swearmore; but, indeed.

Our shows are more than will; for still we prove
Much in our vows, but little in our love.

Duke. But died thy sister of her love, my hoy?
Fio. I am aU the daughters of my father’s

house,
And all the brothers too;—and yet Iknownot

—

Sir, shall I to this lady?
Duke, Ay, that’s the theme.

To her in haste: give her this jewel; say
My love can give no place, bide no denay.

[Exeunt

Scene V.—Olivia’s Garden.

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Ague-
cheek, and Fabian.

Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian.
Fab. Nay, I’ll come; if I lose a scruple of this

sport letme be boiled to death with melancholy.
Sir To. Wouldst thou not be glad to have

the niggardly rascally sheep-bitercome by some
notable shame?

Fab. I would exult, man: you know he
brought me out o’ favour with my lady about a
bear-baitmg here.

Sir To. To anger him we’ll have the bear
again; and we will fool him black and blue:

—

Shall we not, Sir Andrew?
Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our lives.

Enter Maria.

Sir To. Here comes the little villain:—^How
now, my nettle of India?
Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree: Mal-

voho’s coming down this walk; he has been
yonder i’ the sun, practising behaviour to his

own shadow this half-hour: observe him, for

the love of mockery; for I know this letter will

make a contemplative idiot of him. Close, in

the name of jesting! [The men hide themselves.]

Lie thou there; {/hroii's down a letter] for here
comes the trout that must be caught with tick-

ling.

[fxif Maria.

Enter Malvolio.

Mai ’Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria
once told me she did a:Sect me: and I have
heard herself come thus near, that, should she
fancy, it should be one of my complexion. Be-
sides, she uses me with a more exalted respect

than anyone else that follows her. What
should I think on’t?

Sir To. Here’s an overweening rogue!
Fab. 0, peace! Contemplation makes a rare

turkey-cock of him; how he jets under his ad-
vanced plumes!

Sir And. ’Slight, I could so beat the rogue:

—

* Sir To. Peace, I say.

F

TS

Mai To be Count Malvolio;—

•

Sir To. Ah, rogue!
Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him.
Sir To. Peace, peace.
Mai There is example for ’t; the lady of the

Strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe.
Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel!
Fab. O, peace! now he’s deeply in; look

how imagination blows him.
Mai. Hamg been three months married to

her, sittmg in my state,— leye!
Sir To, O for a stone-bow to hit him in tiie

Mai CaUiag my officers about me in my
branched velvet gown; having come from a
day-bed, where I have left Olivia sleeping.

Sir To. Fire and brimstone!
Fab. O, peace, peace,
Mai And then to have the humour of state:

and after a demure travel of regard,—^telling

them I know my place as I would they should
do theirs,—to ask for my kinsman Toby.

Sir To. Bolts and shackles!
Fab. O, peace, peace, peace! now, now.
Mai Seven of my people, with an obedient

start, make out for him: I frown the while; and
perchance, wmd up my watch, or play with
some rich jewel. Toby approaches; court’sies

there to me:
Sir To. Shall this fellow Hve?
Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us

with cars, yet peace.
Mai 1 extend my hand to him thus, quench-

ing my familiar smile with an austere regard of
control:

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow
o’ the lips then?
Mai Saying, Cousin Toby, myfortuneshav-

ing cast me on your niece, give me this prerog-
ative of speech:

—

Sir To. What, what?
Mol. You must amend your drunkenness.
Sir To. Out, scab! [of our plot.

Fab. Kay, patience, or w© break the sinew
Mai. Besides, you waste the treasure of yowr

time with a foolish knight;

Sir And. That’s me, I warrant you.
Mai One Sir Andrew:
Sir And. 1 knew ’twas I; for many do call

me fool.

Mai What employment have we here?
[Taking up the letter.

Fab. Now is the woodcock near ffie gin.

Sit To. O, peace! and the spirit of humours
intimate reading aloud to him!
Mai Bymy life, this ismy lady’shand: these

be her very C’s, her IPs, and her T’s; and thus
makes she her great F’s. It is in contempt of
question, her hand.

Sir And. Her C’s, her IPs, and her T's.
Why that?

Mai. [reads.] To the unknown beloved, this,

and my good wishes: her very phrases!—By
your leave, wax.—Soft!—and the impressure
her lucrece, with which she uses to seal: ’tis

my lady. To whom should this be?
Fab. This wins him, liver and all.

Mai, [reads.] Jove hnmos 1 love.

Bid toko?
Lips do not move.
No man must know.
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No man must know.—wMt follows? the

numbers altered!

—

No man must know:—If

this should be thee, Malvolio?
Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock!

MaU I may command iffhere 2 adore:

• But dlenee, like a Lucreee knife.

With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore;

M, O, A, I, doth sway my life.

Fab. A fustian riddle!

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I.

Mai. M, 0, A, I, doth sway my life.—Nay,
but first let me see,—^let me see,—let me see.

Fab. What a dish of poison hath she dressed
*himl

Sir To. And with what wing the stannyel

checks at it!

Mil. I mag command where I adore. Why,
she may command me: I serve her, she is my
lady. Why, this is evident to any formal capa-

city. There is no obstruction in this;—And
the end,—^What should that alphabetical pos-

ition portend? U 1 could make that resemble
sometkmg in me,—Softly!—Af, O, A, /.

—

Sir To. O, ay! make up that:—he is now
at a cold scent.

Fab. Sowter will cry upon’t for all this,

though it be as rank as a fox.

Mai. M,—MalvoUo;

—

M,—why, that begins

my name.
Fab. Did I not say he would work it out?

r70!§r^^^^^^^t^eirtSre is no consonancy
in the sequel; that supers under probation:

A should follow, but O does.

Fab. And O shall end, I hope, [him cry 0.

Sir to. Ay, or I’ll cudgel him, and make him
Malf And then I comes behind.

Fab. Ay, an you had an eye behind you, you
might see more detraction at your heels than
fortunes before you.
Mat. M, 0, A, /;—This simulation is not as

the former:—and yet, to crush this a little, it

would bow to me, for every one of these letters

are m my name. Soft; here follows prose.

—

If thisfall into thy hand, revolve. In my stars

I am above thee; but be not afraid of greatness,

j

Some are born great, some achieve greatness,

I
md some have greatness thrust upon them.

" Thy fates open their hands; let thy blood and
spirit embrace them. And, to inure thyself to

what thou art like to be, cast thy humble slough
; and appearfresh. Be opposite with a kinsman,
surly with servants: let thy tongue tang argu-
ments of state; put thyself into the trick of
singularity: She thus advises thee that sighs

forthee. Rememberwhocommendedthyyellow
. stockings, and wished to see thee ever cross-

gartered. I say, remember. Go to; thou art

Made, if thou desirest tobe so; if not, let me see
thee a steward still, the fellow of servants, and
not worthy to. touch fortune^s fingers. Fcdre-

wetl. She that would alter services with thee,

Thefortunate unhappy.
Daylight and champian discovers not more:
this is open. I will bp proud, I will read politic

authors, I will bafl3ie Sir Toby, I will wash off

gross acquaintance, I will he pdint-de-vice, the
veryman. I do not now fool myself to let im-

* agination jade me; for every reason excites tp

this, thatmy lady loves me. She did commend
my yellow stocMngs of late, she' did praise my
leg being cross-gartered; and in this she man-
ifests herself to my love, and, with a kind of
injunction, drives me to these habits of her
liking. I thank my stars I am happy. I will

be strange, stout, in yellow stockings, and cross-
gartered, even with the swiftness of putting on.
Jove and my stars be praised!—^Here is yet a
postscript. Thou canst not choose but know
who I am. If thou erUertainest my love, let it

appear in thy smiling; thy smiles become thee
well: therefore in my presence still smile, dear
my sweet, I pfyfhee. Jove, I thank thee.—

I

will smile: I will do everything that thou wilt
have me, [Bxit.

Fab. I will not give my part of this sport for a
pension of thousands to be paid from the Sophy.

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this

device:

Sir And. So could I too.

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her
but such another jest.

Enter Maria.

Sir And. Nor I neither.

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher.

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o’ my neck?
Sir Arvd. Or o’ mine either?

Sh To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-

trip, and become thy bond-slave?
Sir And. V faith, or I either.

Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such a
dream, that, when the image of it leaves him,
he must run mad.
Mar. Nay, but say true; does it work upon

him?
Sir To. Like aqua-vitae with a midwife.
Mar. If you will then see the fruits of the

sport, mark his first approach before my lady;

he will come to her in yellow stockings, and
’tis a colour she abhors; and cross-gartered, a
fashion she detests; and he will smile upon
her, which will now be so unsuitable to her
disposition, being addicted to a melancholy as
she is, that it cannot but turn him into a notable
contempt: if you will see it, follow me.

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most
excellent devil of wit!

Sir And. I’ll make one too. [Exeuiif.

ACT m.
Scene I.—Olivia’s Garden.

Enter Viola, and Clown with a tabor.

Vio. Save thee, friend, and thy music. Dost
thou Hve by thy tabor?

Clo. No, sir, I live by the church.
Vio. Airt thou a churchman?
Clo. No such matter, sir; I do Eve by the

church; for 1 do Eve at my house, and my
house doth stand by the church.
Vh. So thou maySt say, the king Ees by a

beggar, if a beggar dwell near him; or the
church stands hy thy ta,bor, if thy tabor stand
by the church.

Clo, You have said, sir.
—

^To see this age!—
A sentence is but a cheveril glove to a good wit.

How quicMy the wrong side may *be turned*
outwardl

. - ,
•
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F/o, Nay, that’s certain; they that dally

nicelywithwordsmayqmcklymakethenr^anton.
Clo. I would, therefc«:e, my aster mS. had

no name, sir.

Vio* Why, man?
Clo. Why, sir, her name’s a word; and to

daily with that word might make my sister

wanton. But indeed, words are very rascals,

since bonds disgraced them.
Vio. Thy reason, man?
Clo. Troth, sir, I can yield you none without

words; and words are grown so false, I am
loath to prove reason with them.

Vio. I warrant, thou art a merry fellow, and
carest for nothmg.

Clo. Not so, sir, I do care for something: but
in my conscience, sir, I do not care for you; if

that be to care for nothing, sir, I would it would
make you invisible.

^
Fib. Art not thou the Lady Olivia’s fool?

Clo. No, indeed, sir; the Lady Ohvia has no
folly: she will keep no fool, sir, till she be
married; and fools are as hke husbands as

' pilchards ^are to herrings, the husband’s the

“KKer; I am, incTeed, hot her fool, but her
corrupter of words.

Fio, I saw thee late at the Count Orsino’s.

Clo. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb

like the sun; it shines everywhere. I would
be sorry, sir, but the fool should be as oft with
your master as withmy mistress; I think I saw
your wisdom there.

Fib. Nay, an thou passupon me, I’tt no more
with thee. Hold, there’s expenses for thee,

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of

hair, send thee a beard!
Fib. By my troth. I’ll tell thee, 1 am almost

sick for one; though I would not have it grow
on my chin. Is thy lady within?

Ch, Would not a pair ofthese have bred, sir’

Fib. Yes, being kept together and put to use.

Clo, I Would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia,

sir, to bring a Cressida to this Troilus.

Fio. I understand you, sir; ’tis well begged.
Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great, sir,

begging but a beggar; Cressida was a beggar.

My lady is within, sir. I will construe to them
whence you come; who you are and what you

.

would are out of my welkin; I might say ele-

. meat; but the word is overworn. [Fxif.

Vio. This fellow’s wise enough to playthefool;

And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit:

He must observe ^eir moodoiu^hom^c jests*.

TlB^buality olTpefsonSi and the time;'”'

Andjlike the haggard, cfieck'at every feather

That comes before Ms eye. This is a practice

,
As full of labour as a wise man’s art:

For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit;

But wise men, folly-fallen, quite taint their wit.

Enter Sir Toby Belch, and Sir Ahdrew
Ague-cheek.

Sir To. Save you, gentleman.
Fib. And you, sir.

Sir And. Dku vousgaxde, monsieur.
Vio. Et vous aussi: votre serviteur*

Sir And. 1 hope sir, you are; and 1 am yours.

Sir To. Will you encounter the house? my
niece is desirous you should enter if your trade
be to her.

. Vio. 1 am bound to your ndece, rir: I mean,
she is the list of my voyage.

St To. Taste your legs, sir; put them to
motion.

Fio. My legs do better understand me, sir,

than I understand what you mean by bid<^g
me taste my legs.

Sir To. 1 mean to go, sir, to enter.

Fio. I will answer you vrith gait and en-
trance; but we are prevented.

EnterOum.and Maria.

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens
rain odours cn you.

St And. That youth’s a rare courier!
Rain odours! well.

Fio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to
your own most pregnant and vouchsafed ear.

St And. Odours^ pregnant and vouch-
sofeti;—I’ll get ’em all three ready.

on. Let the garden door be shut, and leave
me to my hearing.

[Exeunt Sir To., Sir Akd., and Mar.
Give me your hand, sir. [service.

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble
Oli. What is your name? [princess.

Fib. Cesario is your servant’s name, fair

OIL My servant, sir! ’Twas never mency
world,

Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment:
You are servant to the Count Orsino, youth.

Fio. And he Is yours, and bis must needs be
yours;

Your servant’s servant is your servant, madam.
OIL For him, I think not on him ! for his

thoughts, [me!
Would they were blanks rather than jBil’d with

Vio. Madam I come to whet your gentle
thoughts

On his behalf:

—

Oh. O, by your leave, I pray you;
I bade you never speak again of Mm;
But, would you undertake another suit,

1 had rather hear you to soheit that
Than music from ^e spheres.

Vio. Dear lady,

OIL Giveme leave, I beseechyou : I did send,
After the last enchantment you did here,
A ring in chase of you; so did I abuse
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you:
Under your hard construction must 1 sit;

To force ttiat on you, in a shameful cunning.
Which you knew none of yours. What mif^t

you think?
Have you not set mine honour at the stake,
And baited it with aU the unmuzzl’d thoughts
That tyrannous heart can iMnk? To one of

your receiving
Fnon^^ is shown; a Cyprus, not a bosom,
Bides my poor heart: solet me hear you speak.

Vio. I pity you.
Oli. That’s a degree to love.
Fio. No, not a ^se; for *tis a vulgar proof

That very oft we j^ty enemies. [agam:
OIL Why, then, methinks ’tis time to smile

0 world, how apt the poor are to be proud

!

If one should be a prey, how much the better
’

To fall before the lion than the wolf!

[Clock strihes.
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The clock upbraids me with thewaste oftime.

—

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you;
And yet, when wit and youth is come to

harvest,

Your wife is like to reap a proper man.
There lies your way due-west.

Yio. Then westward-ho
Grace and good disposition ’tend your ladyship

You’ll notlung, madam, to my lord by me?
OIL Stay;

I pr’ythee tell me what thou think’st of me.
Vio, That you do think you are not what you

are.

Oil If I think so, I think the same of you
Vio. Then think you right; I am not what

I am.
OIL I would you were as I would have yoube
Vio. Would it be better, madam, that I am,

I wish I might; for now I am your fool.

Oh. O what a deal of scorn looks beautiful

In the contempt and anger of his Up!
A murd’rous guilt shows not itself more soon

Than love that would seem hid: love’s night is

noon.
Cesario, by the roses of the spring,

By maidhood, honour, truth, and everything,

I love thee so that, maugre all thy pride,

Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide;

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause,

For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause;

^
But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter:

^ Love sought IS good, but given unsought is

I' better.

Vio, By innocence I swear, and by my youth,

I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth.

And that no woman has; nor never none
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone.

And so adieu, good madam; never more
Will I my master’s tears to you deplore.

OIL Yet come again; for thou, perhaps,
mayst move

That heart, which now abhors, to like his love.

[Fxcunf.

Scene II.~A Room in Olivia’s House.

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Ague-
cheek, and Fabian.

Sir And. No, faith, I’ll not stay a jot longer.

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom: give thy
reason.

Tab. You must needs yield your reason. Sir

Andrew.
Sir And. Marry, I saw your niece do more

favours to the count’s serving man than ever
she bestowed upon me; I saw ’t i' the orchard.

Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy?
tell me that.

Sir And. As plain as I see you now.
lab. This was a great argument of love in her

toward you.

Sir And. ’Slight I will you make an ass o’ me?
Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the

oaths of judgment and reason.
Sir To. And they have been grand jurymen

since before Noah was a sailor.

^
Fab. She did showfavour to the youth in your

sight only to exasperate you, to awi^e your dor-
mouse valour, to put fire in your heart and brim-
stone in your hver. You should then have ac-
costed her; and with some excellent jests, fire-

new from the mint, you should have banged the
youth into dumbness. This was looked for at
your hand, and this was baulked: the double gdt
of this opportunity you let time wash off, and
you are now sailed into the north of my lady’s

opinion; where you will hang hke an icicle on a
Dutchman’s beard, unless you do redeem it by
some laudable attempt, either ofvalour or policy.

Sir And. And ’t be any way, it must be with
valour: for pohcy I hate; I had as lief be a
Brownist as a politician.

Sir To. Why, then, build me thy fortunes
upon the basis of valour. Challenge me the
count’s youth to fight with him; hurt him in
eleven places; my niece shall take note of it.

and assure thyself there is no love-brokerm the
world can more prevail in man’s commenda-
tion with woman than report of valour.

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew.
Sir And. Will either of you bear me a chal-

lenge to him?
Sir To. Go. write it in a martial hand; be

curst and brief, it is no matter how witty, so it

be eloquent and full of invention; taunt him
with the hcence of mk: if thou thou^st him some
thnce, it shall not be amiss; and as many lies as
will hem thy sheet of paper, although the sheet
were big enough for the bed of Ware in Eng-
land, set ’em down; go about it. Let there be
gall enough in thy ink; though thou write with a
goose-pen, no matter. About it.

Sir And. Where shall I find you?
Sir To. We’ll call thee at the cubiculo. Go.

[Exit Sir Andrew.
Fab. This is a dear manikin to you, Sir Toby.
Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, some

two thousand strong, or so.

Fab. We shall have a rare letter from him:
but you’ll not dehver it.

Sir To, Never trust me then; and by all

means stir on the youth to an answer. I think
oxen and wainropes cannot hale them together.
For Andrew, if he were opened, and you find so
much blood in his liver as will clog the foot of a
flea, I’ll eat the rest of the anatomy.

Fab. And his opposite, the youth, bears in

his visage no great presage of cruelty.

Enter Maria.

Sir To. Look where the youngest wren of
nine comes.

Afar. If you desire the spleen, and will laugh
yourselves into stitches, follow me: yon gull,

Malvolio, is turned heathen, a very renegado;
for there is no Chnstian, that means to be saved
by beheving rightly, can ever believe such im-
possible passages of grossness. He’sm yellow

Sir To. And cross-gartered? [stockings.

Mar. Most viUanously; hke a pedant that
keeps a school i’ the church.—I have dogged
him like his murderer. He does obey ever
point of the letter that I dropped to betray him.
He does smile his fdce into more lines than are
in the new map, with the augmentation of tihe

Indies: you have not seen such a thing as ’tis;

I can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I

know my lady will strike hun; if she do, he’ll

smile, and take ’t for a great favour.

Sir To, Come, bring us, bring us where he
is, [ExeunA
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Scene 111—A Street.

Enter Antonio and Sebastian.

Seb. I would not by my will have troubled

you;

But, since youmake your pleasure of your pains,

I will no further chide you.

Ant. I could not stay behind you; my deSire,

More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth;

And not all love to see you,—though so much.
As might have drawn pne to a longer voyage,

—

But jealousy what might befall your travel,

Beihg sMUessmthese parts; whichto a stranger,

Unguided and unfriended, often prove

Rough and unhospitable. My willing love,

The rather by these arguments of fear,

Set forth in your pursuit.

Seb. My kind Antonio,

I can no other answer make but thanks,

And thanks, and ever thanks- Often good turns
Are shufded off with such uncurrent pay;

But were my worth, as is my conscience, firm,

You should find better dealing. What’s to do?
Shall we go see the reliques of this town?

Ant. To-morrow, sir; best, first, go see

your lodging.

Seb. 1 am not weary, and ’tis long to night;

I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes
With the memorials and the things of fame
That do renown this city.

Ant. Would you’d pardon me:
I do not without danger walk these streets:

Once, in a sea-fight, ’gamst the count, his

galleys,

I did some service; of such note, indeed,

That were I ta’en here, it would scarce be
answered. [people.

Seb. Belike you slew great number of his

Ant. The offence is not of such a bloody
nature;

Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel

Might well have given us bloody argument.
It might have since been answered m repaying

What we took from them; which, for traffic’s

sake,

Most of our city did: only myself stood out:

For which, if I be lapsed in this place,

I shall pay dear.

Seb. Do not then walk too open.

Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here’s

my purse;

In the south suburbs, at the Elephant,

Is best to lodge: I will bespeak our diet

Whiles you beguile the tune and feed your
knowledge [me.

With viewing of the town; there shall you have
Seb. Why I your purse? [toy

Ant. Haply your eye shall light upon some
You have desire to purchase; and your store,

1 think, is not for idle markets, sir.

Seb. I’U bejour purse-bearer, and leave you
for an hour.

Ant. To the Elephant.—
Seb* I do remember.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Owvu’s Garden.

Enter Olivia and MaEia.

OU. I have sent after him. He says he’ll

come;

How shall I feast him? what bestow on him?
For youth is bought more oft than begged or

borrowed.
I speak too loud.—
Where is Malvolio?—he is sad and civil,

And suits well for a servant withmy fortunes;—
Where is Malvolio?
Mar. He’s coming, madam:

But in strange maimer. He is sure possessed.
on. Why, what’s the matter? does he rave?
Mar. Ho, madam.

He does nothing but smile: your ladyship
Were best have guwd about you if he come;
For, sure, the man is taintedm his wits.

on. Go call him hither.—I’m as mad as he
If sad and merry madness equal be.

—

Enter Malvolio.

How now, Malvolio?
Mai. Sweet lady, ho, ho.

[Smz7es fantastically,
OIL Smil’stthou?

I sent for thee upon a sad occasion.
Mai Sad, lady? I could be sad: this does

make some ohstmction in the blood, this cross-
gartering. But what of that; if it please the
eye of one, it is with me as the very true sonnet
is: please one andplease all
OliVWhy, how dost thou, man? what is tiie

matter with thee?
Mai Not black in my mind, though yellow

in my legs. It did come to his hands, and
commands shall be executed. I think we do
know the sweet Roman hand.
OIL Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio?
Mai To bed? ay, sweetheart; and FU

come to thee.

Oh. God comfort thee I Why dost thou
smile on, and kiss thy hand so oft?

Mar. How do you, Malvoho?
Mai At your request? Yes; nightingales

answer daws.
Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous

boldness before my lady?
Mai. Be not afraid of greatness:—’twas well

writ.

OIL What meanest thou by that, Malvoho?
Mai Some are bom great,

—

OU. Ha?
Mai Some achieve greatness,

—

Oh. What say’st thou?
Mai And some have greatness thrust upon

them.
OIL Heaven restore thee I

Mai Remember who commended thy yellow
stockings;

—

OIL Thy yellow stockings?

Mai And wished to see thee cross-gartered.

OU. Cross-gartered?
Mai Go to: thou art made, if thou destesi

to be so:

—

OIL Am I made?
Mai If not, let me see thee a servant still

on. Why, tliis is very midsummer madness.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the
Count Orsino’s is returned; I could hardly
entreat him hack; he attends your ladyship’s
pleasure.
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Olu I’ll come to liim. [Exit Servant.] Mar* Get him to say his prayers; good Sir

Good Maiift, let this fellow he looked to. Toby, get him to pray.

Where’s my cottsin Toby? Let some of my Mai. My prayers, minx?

people have a special care of Mm; I would not Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear
have him miscarry for the half of my dowry. of godliness.

[Exeunt Olivia and Maria. Mai. Go, hang yourselves alll you are idle

MaL Oh, hoi do you come near me now? no shallow things: I am not of your element; you
worse than Sir Toby to look to me? TMscon- shall know more hereafter. [Erdt.

curs directly with the letter; she sends him on Sir To. Is ’t possible?

purpose that I may appear stubborn to him; for Fah. If tMs were played upon the stage now,

she incites me to that in the letter. Cast thy 1 could condemn it as an improbable fiction.

humble slough, says die;—6e opposite with a . Sir To. His very genius hath taken the in-

Mnswian, surlg with servants,-Aet thy tongue fection of the device, man.

tang with arguments of state,—put thyself into Mar. Nay, pursue him now; lest the device

the trick ofsingidarity;—and, consequently, sets take air and taint.

down the manner how; as, a sad face, a rever- Fab. Why, we shall make him mad indeed,

end carnage, a slow tongue, in the habit of Mar. The house will be the quieter,

some sir of note, and so forth. I have limed Sir To. Come, we’U have him in a dark room
her; but it is Jove’s doing, and Jove make me and bound. My niece is already in the belief

thankful! And, when she went away now, Let that he is mad; we may carry it thus, for our

this fellow he looked to: Fellow! not MalvoHo, pleasure and his penance, till our very pastime,

nor after my degree, but fellow. Why, every- tired out of breath, prompt us to have mercy on
thing adheres together; that no dram of a scru- him: at wMch time we will bring the device

pie, no scruple of a scruple, no obstacle, no to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of mad-~

incredulous or unsafe circumstance,—^\^at men. But see, but see.

can be said? Nothing, t^t can be, can come
between me and the full prospect of my hopes.
Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and he is

to be thanked.

Re-enter Maria with Sir Toby Belch and
Fabiak.

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek.

Fab. More matter for a May morning.
Sir And. Here’s the challenge, read it; 1

warrant there’s vinegar and pepper in ’t.

Fab. Is ’t so saucy?
Sir And. Ay is it, I warrant him; do but read.

, Sir To. Give me. [i?ea<fs.] Youth, whatso- jf

sanctity? If all the devils of hell be drawn in ever thou art, thou art but a scurw fellow.^

little, and Legion himself possessed Mm, yet Fab. Good and valiant. ^
I’ll speak to Mm. Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy

Fab. Here he is, here he is;—How is ’t with mind, why Ido call thee so,for I will show thee

you, sir? how is ’t with you, man? no reason for *t.

Mai. Go ofi; I discard you; let me enjoy Fab. A good note: tihat keeps you froM the
my private; go off. blow of the law.
Mar. Lo, how hoUow the fiend speaks with- Sir To. Thou comest to the Lady Olivia, and

in him! did not I tell you?—Sir Toby, my in my sight she uses thee kindly: but thou liest

lady prays you to have a care of him. in thy throat; that is not the matter / challenge
Mai Ah, ah] does she so? thee for. [less.

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace, we must Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good sense-
deal gently with Mm; let me alone. How do Sir To. I will waylay thee going home; where
you, Malvolio? how is ’t with you? What, man, if it be thy chance to kill me,—
defy the devil; consider, he’s an enemy to Fab. Good.
mankind. Sir To, Thou killest me like a rogue and «

Mai. Do you know what you say? villain.

Mar. La you, an you speak ill of the devil. Fab. Still you keep o’ the windy side of the
how he takes it at heart! Pray God he he not law. Good.
bewitched. Sir To. Fare thee well; and God have mercy
Fab. Carry Ms water to the wise woman. upon one of our souls! He may have mercy
Mar. Marry, and it shall be done to-morrow id>on mine; but my hope is better, and so look to

morning, if I live. My lady would not lose thyself. Thyfriend, as thou usest him, and thy
him for more than I’ll say. sworn enemy, Andrew Ague-cheSK.
Mai. How now, mistress? Sir To. li.^s .letter move him not, his legs ,

Mar. 0 lord! cannot: I’ll gi^ ’thim.
' *

Sir To. Pr’ythee, hold thy peace; this is not r~“Mar. You may have very fit occasion for ’t;

the way. Do you not see you move him? let he is now in some commerce with my lady, and
me alone with him. will by dnd by depart.
Fab. No way but gentleness; gently, gently: Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew; scout me for him

the fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used, at tiie comer of the orchard, like a bum-bailiff;
Sir To. Why, how now, my hawock? how so soon as ever thou seest him, draw; and, as

‘Jost thou, chuck. thou drawest, swear horrible; for it comes to
Sir? pass oft that a terrible oath, with 4 swaggering

Sir To, Ay> Biddy, come with me. What, accent sharplytwanged off, gives manhood more
man! ’tis uot for gravity to play at cherry-pit approbation than ever proof itself would have
with Satan. Hang him, foul coUierl earned him. Away.



SCENE IV.l TWELFTH NIGHT; OB, WHAT YOG WILL

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for swearing.
[Exit.

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter; for

the behaviour of the young gentleman gives him
out to be of good capacity and breeding, his em-
ployment between his lord and my mece con-

firms no less; therefore this letter, being so

excellently ignorant, will breed no terror in the

youth: he will find it comes from a clodpole.

But, sir, I will dehver his challenge by word of

mouth, set upon Ague-cheek a notable report of
valour, and drive the gentleman,—as Iknow his

youth will aptly receive it,—^into a most hideous
opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and impetuosity.

This will so fright them both that they will kill

one another by the look, like cockatrices.

Enter Olivia and Viola.

Fab. Here he comes with your niece; give

them way till he take leave, and presently after

him.
Sir To. 1 will meditate the while upon some

hornd message for a challenge.

[Exeunt Sir To., Fab., and Mar.
Oli. I have said too much unto a heart of

stone,

And laid mine honour too unchary on it:

There’s somethinginme that reproves my fault;

But such a headstrong potent fault it is

That it but mocks reproof. [bears

Vio. With the same 'haviour thatyour passion
Go on my master’s griefs. [^cture;

OIL Here, wear Qiis jewel for me, ’tis my
Refuse it not, it hath no tongue to vex you:
And, I beseech you, come again to-morrow.
What shall you ask of me that I’ll deny.
That, honour saved, may upon asking give?

Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my
master. [that

OH, How with mine honour may I give him
Which I have given you?

Vio, 1 will aquit you.
Oli, Well, come again tomorrow. Fare

thee well;
A fiend hke thee might hear my soul to heU.

Re-enter Sir Toby and Fabian. [Exit,

Sir To, Gentleman, God save thee.
Vio. And you, sir.

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee
to *t. Of what nature the wrongs are thou hast
done him, I know not; but thy intercepter, full

of despight, bloody as the hunter, attends thee
at the orchard end: dismount thy tuck, be yare
in thy preparation, for thy assailant is quick,
skilful, and deadly.

Vto. You mistake, sir; I am sure no man
hath any quarrel to me; my remembrance is

very free and clear from any image of offence
done to any man.

Sir To,^ You’ll find it otherwise, I assure
you -.‘therefore, if you hold your life at any
price, betake you to your guard; for your op-
posite hath in him what youth, strength, sMlI,
and wrath can furnish man withal.

Vio. I pray you, sir, what is he?
Sir To, He is a knight, dubbed with un-

backed rapier, »and on carpet consideration;
but he is a devil in private brawl; souls and
bodies hath he divorced three; and his in-
censementat this moment is so implacable that

8i

satisfaction can be none but by pangs of death
and sepulchre: hob, nob, is his word; give ’t

or take ’t.

Vw. I will return again into the house and
desire some conduct of the lady. I am no
fighter. I have heard of some kmd ofmen that

put quarrels purposely on others to taste their

valour: belike this is a man of that quirk.

Sir To. Sir, no; his indignation derives itself

out of a very competent injury; therefore, get
you on, and give him his desire.. Back you
shall not to the house, unless you undertake
that with me which with as much safety you
might answer him: therefore on, or strip your
sword stark naked; for meddle you must, that’s

certain, or forswear to wear iron about you. t

Vio, This is as uncivil as strange. I beseech
you, do me this courteous olBfice as to know of
the knight whatmy offence to him is; it is some-
thing of my negligence, nothing of my purpose.

Sir To. I will do so. Signior Fabian, .stay

you by this gentleman till my return.

[Exit Sir Toby.
Vio. Pray you, sir, do you know of this

matter’
Fab. I know the knight is incensed against

you, even to a mortal arbitrement; but nothing
of the circumstance more.

Vio. I beseech you, what manner of man is

he?
Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to

read him by his form, as you are hke to find

him in the proof of his valour. He is indeed,
sir, the most skilful, bloody, and fatal opposite

that you could possibly have found in any part

of Illyria. Will you walk towards him? I

will make your peace with him if I can.
Vio. I shall be much bound to you for ’t. I

am one that would rather go with sir pnest
than sir knight: I care not who knows so much
of my mettle [Exeunt,

Re-enter Sir Toby with Sir Andrew.

Sir To. Why, man, he’s a very devil; I
have not seen such a virago. I had a pass with
him, rapier, scabbard, and all, and he gives me
the .stuck-in with such a mortal motion that it

is inevitable; and on the answer, he pays you
as surely as your feet hit the ground they step
on. They say he has been fencer to the
Sophy.

Sir And. Pox on *t,’ 111 not meddle with him.
Sir To. Ay, but he will not now he pacified:

Fabian can scarce hold him yonder.
Sir And. Plague on ’t; an I thought he had

been valiant, and so cunnmg m fence, I’d have
seen him damned ere I’d challenged him.
Let him let the matter slip and I’ll give him
my horse, gray Capilet.

Sir To. I’ll make the motion. Stand here,

make a good show on ’t; this shall end without
the, perdition of souls. Marry, I’ll ride your
horse as well as I ride you,

Re-enter Fabian end Viola.

I have his horse [fo Fab.] to take up the quarrel;

I have persuaded Mm the youth’s a devil
Fab. He 4s as horribly conceited of Mm;

and pants and looks pale, as if d bear were at

Ms heels.
"
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Sir To. There's no remedy, sir; he will

fi^t with you for his oath sake: marry, he hath
better bethought him of his quarrel, and he
finds that now scarce to be worth talking of;

therrfore draw, for the supportance of his vow;

he protests he wUl not hurt you,

Fio. Pray God defend me! A little thing

wordd make me tell them how much I lack of

a [Aside.

Pab. Give ground if you see him furious.

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there’s no rem-
edy; the gentleman will, for his honour’s sake,

have one bout with you: he cannot by the

dueUo avoid it; but he has promised me, as he
is a gentleman and a soldier, he will not hurt

you. Come on: to ’t.

Sir And. Pray God, he keep his oath.

[Draws.

Enter Antonio.

Vio. I do assure you ’tis against my will.

[Draws.

Ani. Put up your sword:—If this young
gentleman

Have done offence, I take the fault on me;
If you offend him I for him defy you.

[Drawing.
Sir To. You, sir? why, what are you?
Ant. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do

more
Than you have heard him brag to you he will.

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker I am
for you. [Draws.

Enter two Officers.

lab. O good Sir Toby, hold; here come
the officers.

Sir To. I’ll be with you anon.
[To Antonio.

Vio. Pray, sir, put up your sword, if you
please. [To Sir Andrew.

Sir And. Marry, will I, sir; and, for that I

promised you, I'll be as good as my word. He
wUl bear you easily and rems well.

I 0#. This is the man; do thy office.

t Off. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit

Of Count Orsmo.
Ant You do mistake me, sir.

I Off. No, sir, no jot; I know your favour
well [head.

—

Though now you have no sea-cap on your
Take him away; he knows I know him well.

Ant. 1must obey.—This comes from seeking
you;

But there’s no remedy; I shall answer it.

What will you do? Now my necessity [me
Makes me to ask you for my purse. It grieves
Much more for what I cannot do for you
Than what befalls myself. You stand amazed;
ut be of comfort.

< 2 Off. Come, sir, away.
. [money.

Ant, I must entreat of you some of that
Vio. What money, sir?

For the fair kmdness you have showedme here,
And part being prompted by your present

trouble,

Out of my lean and low ability [much;
I’ll lend you something; my having is not
I’ll make division of my present with you:
Hold, there is half my coffer.

Ant. Will you deny me now?
Is ’t possible that my deserts to you
Can lack persuasion? Do not tempt my misery
Lest that it make me so unsound a man
As to upbraid you with those kmdnesses
That I have done for you.

Vio. I know of none.
Nor know I you by voice or any feature;

I hate ingratitude more in a man
Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness,
Or any taint of vice whose strong corruption
Inhabits our frail blood.

Ant. O heavens themselves!
3 Off. Come, sir, I pray you go.

Ant, Let me speak a little. This youth that
you see here

I snatched one half out of the jaws of death,
Relieved him with such sanctity of love,

—

And to his image, which methought did promise
Most venerable worth, did I devotion.

I Off. What’s that to us? The time goes
by; away.

Ant. ButO how vile an idol proves this god!
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame,
In nature there’s no blemish but the mmd;
None can be call’d deform’d but the unkind:
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous-evil

Are’ empfy^lnmks o’erfiounsh’d by the devil.

I Off. The man grows mad; away with him,
Come, come, sir.

Ant, Lead me on.

[Exeunt Officers with Antonio.
Vio. Methinks his words do from such

passion fly

That he beheves tumself; so do not I.

Prove true, imagination; 0 prove true,

Thaf I, dear brother, be now ta’en for you!
Sir To. Come hither, knight; come hither,

Fabian; we’ll whisper o’er a couple or two of

most sage saws.
Vio. He named Sebastian; I my brother know

Yet living m my glass; even such and so
In favour was my brother; and he v^ent
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament,
For him I imitate. O, if it prove,

Tempests are kmd, and salt waves fresh in love!

[JSxiJ!.

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and
more a coward than a hare; his dishonesty ap-
pears in leaving his fnend here in necessity,

and denying him; and for his cowardship, ask
Fabian.
Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, re-

ligious in it. [him.
Sir And. ’Slid, I’ll after him again and beat
Sir To. Do, cuff him soundly, but never

draw thy sword.
Sir And. An’ I do not,— [JS'jtff.

Fab. Come, let’s see the event.

Sir To. I dare lay any money ’twill be noth-
ing yet. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—T/ie Street before Olivia’s Mouse.

Enter Sebastian and Clown. ,

'

do. Will you make me believe that I am
not sent for you?

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow;
Let me be clear of thee.
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C?o. Well held out, i’ faith! No, I do not

know you; nor am I not seat to you by my
lady, to bid you come speak with her; nor

your name is not Master Cesario; nor this is

not my nose neither.—Nothing that is so is so.

Seh, I pr*ythee, vent thy folly somewhere
else. Thou knowst me not.

Clo. Vent my folly! he has heard that word
of some great man, and now applies it to a fool.

Vent my folly! I am afraid this great lubber,

the world, will prove a cockney.—I pr’ythee

now, ungird thy strangeness, and tell me what
I shall vent to my lady. Shall I vent to her
that thou art coming?

Seh. Ipr’ythee,fooUshGreek, departfromme;
There’s money for thee; if you tarry longer

I shall give worse paymant.
Clo. By my troth, thou hast an open hand:

—These wise men that give fools money get

themselves a good report after fourteen years*

purchase.

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian.

Sir And. Now, sir, have I met you again’

there’s for you. [Striking Sebastian.

Seh* Why, there’s for thee, and there and
there.

Are all the people mad?
[Beating Sir Andrew

Sir To. Hold, sir, or 111 throw your dagger
o’er the house.

Clo. This will I tell my lady straight. I

would not be in some of your coats for twopence.
[Exit Clown.

Sir To. Come on, sir; hold.

[Holding Sebastian.
Sir And. Nay, let him alone; I’ll go an-

other way to work with him; I’ll have an
action of battery against him, if there be any
law in lUyna: though I struck him first, yet
it’s no matter for that.

Seb. Let go thy hand.
Sir To. Come, sir, I will not let you go.

Come, my young soldier, put up your iron: you
are well fieshed; come on.

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldst
thou now?

If thou dar’st tempt me further, draw thy sword.
[Drams.

Sir To. What, what? Nay, then I must
have an ounce or two of this malapert blood
from you. [Drams.

Enter Olivia.

on. Hold, Toby; on thy life, I charge thee,
hold.

Sir To. Madam?
Oh. WiUitbeeverthus? Ungraciouswretch,

Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves,
Where manners ne’er were preach’d! Out of

my sight!

Be not offended, dear Cesario!

—

Rudesby, be gone!—I pr’ythee, gentle friend,

[Exeunt Sir To., Sir And., and Fab.
Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway
In this uncivil and unjust extent
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house,
And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks
This ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby
Mayst smile at this : thou shalt not choose but go;

Do not deny. Beshrew his soul for me,
He started one poor heart of mine in thee.

Seb. Whatrehshisinthis?howrunsthestream?
Or am I mad? or else this is a dream:

—

Let fancy still my sense m Lethe steep;

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep!

Oh. Nay, come, I pr’ythee. Would thou’dst

be ruled by me!
Seb. Madam, I will.

Oh. 0, say so, and so be!
[Exeunt.

Scene IL—A Room in Olivia’s House.

Enter Maria and Clown.

Mar. Nay, I pr’ythee, put on this gown and
this beard; make him beheve thou art Sir

Topas the curate; do it quickly: I’ll caU Sir

Toby the whilst. [Exit Maria.
Clo. Well, I’ll put it on, and I will dissemble

myself in ’t; and I would I were the first that

ever dissembled in such a gown. I am not fat

enough to become the function well: nor lean
enough to be thought a good student: but to be
said, an honest man and a good housekeeper,
goes as fairly as to say, a careful man and a
great scholar. The competitors enter.

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria.

Sir To. Jove bless thee, master parson.

Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby: for as the old
hermit of Prague, that never saw pen and ink,

very wittily said to a niece of King Gorboduc,
That that is, is: so I, being master parson, am
master parson: for what is that but that? and
is but is?

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas.
Clo. What, hoa, I say,—Peace in this prison!
Sir To. The knave counterfeits well; a good

knave. [there?
Mai. [/n an inner chamber.] Who calls

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to

visit Malvolio the lunatic.

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas,
go to my lady.

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend! how vexest
thou this man? talkest thou nothing but of
ladies?

Sir To. Well said, master parson.
Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thus

wronged: good Sir Topas, do not think I am
mad; theyhave laidme here in hideous darkness.

Clo. Fie, thou dishonest Sathanl I call thee
by the most modest terms, for I am one of those
gentle ones that will use the devil himself with
courtesy. Say’st thou that house is dark?
Mai. As hell, Sir Topas.
Clo. Why, It hath bay-windows, transparent

as barncadoes, and the clear storeys towards
the south-north are as lustrous as ebony; and
yet complainest thou of obstruction?
Mai. I am not mad, Sir Topas, I say to you

this house is dark.

Clo. Madman, thou errest. I say there is no
darkness but ignorance; in which thou art more
puzzled than the Egyptians in their fog.

Mai. I say this house is as dark as ignor-

ance, though ignorance were as dark as hell,

and I say there was never man thus abused. I

am no more mad than you are; make the tnal

of it in any constant question.
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Cto. What is the opinion of Pythagoras con
ceming wild-fowl?

Mai, That the soul of our grandaxn mighi

haply inhabit a bird.

Clo, What thinkest thou of his opinion?

Mai, I think nobly of the soul, and no wa’

approve of his opinion,

Clo. Fare thee well. Remain thou still in

darkness: thou shalt hold the opimon o

Pythagoras ere I will allow of thy wits; am
fear to kill a woodcock lest thou dispossess th(

soul of thy grandam. Fare thee well.

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas!
Sir To. My most exquisite Sir Topas!
Clo, Kay, I am for all waters.

ilfflr. Thou mightst have done this withoul

thy beard and gown; he sees thee not.

Sir To, To him in thine own voice, and
bring me word how thou findest him: I would
we were wen rid of this knavery. If he may be
conveniently delivered, I would he were; for I

am now so far in oSence with my niece that I

caimot pursue with any safety this sport to the

upshot. Come by and by to my chamber.

[Exeunt Sir To. and Mar.

Clo. I will help you to *t. But tell me true, are
you not mad indeed? or do you but counterfeit?

Mai. Believe me, I am not; I tell thee true.

Clo. Kay, I’ll ne’er believe a madman till I
see his brmns. I will fetch you light, and
paper, and ink.

Mai. Fool, I’ll requite it in the highest de-
gree: I pr’ythee, be gone.

Clo, I am gone sir,

And anon, sir,

I’ll be with you again,
In a trice,

Like to the old vice,

Your need to sustain;

Who with dagger of lath,

In his rage and his wrath,
Cries ah, ha! to the devil:

Like a mad lad,
Pare thy nails, dad,

Adieu, goodman drivel.

[Exit

Scene IIL—Olivia’s Garden,

Enter Sebastian.

Clo, Bey, Rohm, jolly Robin,
Tell mo how thy lady does. [Singing.

Mai. Fool,—
Clo, My lady is unkind, perdy,

Mai. Fool,—
Clo. Alas, why is she so?

Mat Fool, I say;

—

Clo. She loves another—Who calls, ha?
Afa!. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve

well at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen,

ink, and paper; as 1 dm a gentleman, I will

live to be thanl^ to thee for ’t.

Clo. Master Malvoliol

Mat Ay, good fool.

Clo. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five

wits?

Mai. Fool, there was nevter man so notori-

ously abused; I am as well in my wits, fool, as
thou art.

Clo. But as well? then you are mad indeed,

if you be no better in your wits than a fool.

Mai. They have here propertied me; keep
me in darkness, send ministers to me, asses,

and do all they can to face me out of my wits.

Clo, Advise you what you say; tho minister
is here,—Malvoho, Malvolio, thy wits the
heavens restore! endeavour thyself to sleep,

and leave thy vain bibble-babble.
Mai. Sir Topas,

—

Clo, Maintainnowordswithhim, goodfeUow.
Who, I, sir? not I, sit. God b’ wi’ you, good
Sir Topas.—Marry, amen.—I will, sir, I will.

Mat, Fool, fool, fool, I say,

—

Clo, Alas, sir, be patient Wkat say you,
sir? I am shent for speaking to you.

Mat. Good fool, help me to some light and
some paper; I tell thee I am as well in my
wits as any man in Ulyria.

Cto. Well-a-day,—that you were, sir!

Md, By this hand, I am: Good fool, some
ink, paper, and light, and convey what I will

set down to mV lady; it shall advantage thee
fiiore than ever the hearing of letter did.

Seb. This is the air; that is the glorious sun;
This pearl she gave me, I do feel ’t, and see ’t:

And ^ough ’tis wonder that enwraps me thus,
Yet ’txs not madness. Where’s Antonio, then?
I could not find him at the Elephant;

Yet there he was; and there I found this credit,

That he did range the town to seek me out.

His counsel now might do me golden service:

For thou my soul disputes well with my sense,
That this may be some error, but no madness.
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune
lo far exceed all instance, all discourse,

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes
And wrangle withmy reason, that persuadesme
To any other trust but that I am mad,
Or else the lady’s mad; yet if ’twere so.

She could not sway her house, command her
followers.

Take and give back affairs and their despatch
With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing
As I perceive she does; there’s something in ’t

That is deceivable. But here comes the lady.

Enter Olivia and a Priest.

Oli. Blame not this haste of mine. If you
mean well,

Now go with me and with this holy man
Into the chantry by: there, before him
And underneath the consecrated roof,

Phght me the full assurance of your faith.

That my most jealous and too doubtful soul
May live at peace. He shall conceal it

Whiles you are willing it shall come to note;
What time we will our celebration keep
According to my birth.—^What do you say?

Seb, I’ll follow this good man, and go with
you;

And, having sworn truth, ever will be true.

OH. Then lead the way, good father;—
And heavens so sMne

That they may fairly note this act of miaet

[Exeunt
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ACT V.

Scene I—The Street before Olivu’s House,

Enter Clown and Fabian.

Fab, Now, as thou lovest me, let me see his

letter.

Clo. Good Master Fabian, grant me another
request.

Fab, An3rthing.

Clo, Bo not desire to see this letter.

Fab, That is to give a dog; and in recom-
pense, desire my dog again.

Enter Duke, Viola, and Attendants.
Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia,

friends?
Clo. Ay, sir; we are some of her trappings.

Duke. I know thee well. How dost thou,
my good fellow?

Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes and
the worse for my fnends. [friends.

Diike. Just the contrary; the better for thy
Clo. Wo, sir, the worse.
Duke. How can that be?
Clo, Marry, sir, they praise me, and make

an ass of me; now my foes tell me plainly I am
an ass: so that by my foes, sir, I profit in the
knowledge of myself, and by my friends I am
abused: so, that, conclusions to be as kisses,

if your four negatives make your two affirma-

tives, why then, the worse for my friends and
the better for my foes.

Duke. Why, this is excellent.

Clo. By my froth, sir, no; though it please

you to be one of my friends.

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me;
there’s gold.

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing,

sir, I would you could make it another.

Duke. O, you give me ill counsel.

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for

this once, and let your flesh and blood obey it.

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner to

be a double-dealer: there’s another.

Clo. PrimOf sectmdo, tertio, is a good play;

and the old saying is, the third pays for all; the
triplex, sir, is a good tripping measure; or the
bells of St. Bennett, sir, may put you in mind;
One, two, three.

Duke. You can fool no more money out of

me at this throw: if you will let your lady know
I am here to speak with her, and bring her
along with you, it may awake my bounty
further.

Clo, Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty till I

come again. 1 go, sir; but 1 would not have
you to think that my desire of having is the sin

of covetousness: but, as you say, sir, let your
bounty take a nap, 1 will awake it anon.

[Exit Clown.

Enter Antonio and Officers,

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did
rescue me.

Duke. That face of his I do remember well:

Yet, when I saw it last, it was besmeared
As black as Vulcan in the smoke of way:

.

A bawbling vessel was he captain of,"

For shallow draught and bulk unprizable;

With which such scathful grapple did he make

With the most noble bottom of our feet.

That very envy and the tongue of loss

Cried fame and honour on him.—What’s the
matter?

1 Off, Orsmo, this is that Antonio [Candy:
That took the Phoenix and her fraught from
And this is he that did the Tiger board
When your young ne phew Titus lost his leg:

Here inthe streets, desperate ofshameand state,

In private brabble did we apprehend Mm.
Vio, He did me kindness, sir; drew on my

side;

But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me,
I know not what *twas, hut distraction.

Duke. Notable pirate 1 thou salt-water tMef!

What foolish boldness brought thee to their

mercies?
Whom thou, m terms so bloody and so dear.

Hast made thine enemies?
Ant. Orsino, noble sir,

Be pleased that I shake ofl these names you
give me;

Antonio never yet was thief or pirate,

Though, I confess, on base and ground enough,
Orsino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither:

That most ingrateful boy there, by your side,

From the rude sea's enraged and foamy mouth
Did I redeem; a wreck past hope he was:
His life I gave him, and did thereto add
My love, without retention or restraint.

All his in dedication: for his sake,

Did I expose myself, pure for his love.

Into the danger of this adverse town;
Drew to defend him when he was beset;

Not meaning to partake with me in danger,—
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance,

And grew a twenty-years-removed thmg
While one would wink; denied me mine own

' purse,
Which 1 had recommended to his nse
Not half an hour before.

Vio. How canvthis be
Duke. When came he to this town?
Ant. To-day, my lord; and for three months

before,—
No interim, not a minute’s vacancy,—
Both day and night did we keep company.

Enter Olivia and her Attendants.

Duke. Here comes the countess; now
heaven walks on eafth.

But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are

madness;
Three months this youth hath tended upon

me;
But more of that anon, Take them aside.

Oh. What would my lord, hut that he may
not have,

Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable!—
Cesaria, you do not keep promise with me.

Vio. Madam?
Duke. Gracious, Olivia,

on. What do you say, Cesario? Good
my lord,—- [me.

Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes
Oh. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord,

It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear
As howlmg after music.
Duke. Still so cruel?
Oil. Still so constant, lord.
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Dvke^ What! to perverseness? you uncivil

lady,

To whose ingrate and unsuspicious altars

My soul the faithfull’st oSerings hath breathed
out

That e^er devotion tender’dl What shall I do?
OIL Even what it please my lord, that shall

become him. [to do it.

Ikike. Why should I not, had I the heart

Like the Egyptian thief, at point of death,

Kill what I love; a savage jealousy [this:

That sometime savours nobly?—But hear me
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith,

And that I partly know the instrument
That screws me from my true place in your

favour,

Live you the marble-breasted tyrant still;

But iitts your minion, whom I know you love.

And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly,

jHim I tear out of that cruel eye

Where he sits crowned in Ms master’s sprite.

—

Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in

mischief:

I’ll sacrifice the lamb that I do love.

To spite a raveMs heart within a dove.
[Going.

Vio. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly.

To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die.

[Following.

OU. Where goes Cesario?

Fib. After Mm I love

More than I love these eyes, more than my life.

More, hy alLmores, than e’er I sfaaUiftie wife;

IfTdoirMgn, you witnesses"il6bve

Punish my hfe for tainting of my love!

02f. Ah me, detested! how am 1 beguiled?
Fib. Who does beguile you? who does do

you wrong? [long?—
Otu Hast thou forgot thyself? Is it so

Call forth the holy father?

[Exit an Attendant.
Duke. Come away. [To Viola.
Oil*. Whither, my lord? Cesario, husband,

stay.

Duke. Husband?
OIL Ay, husband, can he that deny?
Duke. Her husband, sirrah?

Vio. No, my lord, not I.

OIL Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear

That makes thee^straneM thy propriety;

Fear not CesanoTSke my fortunes up;

Be that thou know’st thou art, and then thou
art [father!

As great as that thou fear’st—O, welcome.

Re-enter Attendant and Priest.

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence,

Here to unfold,—though lately we intended
To keepm darkness what occasion now
Reveals before ’tis ripe,—what thou dost know
Hath newly past between tMs youth and me.

Priest. A contract of eternal bond of love,

Confirmed by mutual joinder of your hands,
Attested by the holy close of lips,

Strengthen’d by interchangement of your rings;

And all the ceremony of this compact
Sealed in my function, by my testimony:
Since when, my watch hath told me, toward

my grave
I have travelled but two hours. [thou be,

Duke. O thou dissembling cub! what wilt

When time hath sowed a grizzle on thy case?
Or wiU not else thy craft so quickly grow
That thine own trip shall be tMne overthrow?
Farewell, and take her; but direct thy feet

Where thou and I henceforth may never meet.
Vio. My lord, I do protest,—
OIL 0, do not swear;

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear.

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek with his

head broke.

Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon;
send one presently to Sir Toby.

OIL What’s the matter?
Sir And. He has broke my head across, and

has given Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too: for

the love of God, your help: I had rather than
forty pound I were at home.

OIL Who has done tMs, Sir Andrew?
Sir And. The count’s gentleman, one

Cesano: we took Mm for a coward, but he’s
the very devil incardinate.

Duke. My gentleman, Cesario?
Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is;—You

broke my head for nothing; and that that I did
I was set on to do ’t by Six Toby, [hurt you:

Fio. Why do you speak to me? I never
Y'ou drew your sword upon me without cause;
But I bespake you fair and hurt you not.

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt,

you have hurt me; I tMnk you set aotMng by
a bloody coxcomb.

Enter Sir Toby Belch drunks led hy the

Clown.
Here comes Sir Toby halting; you shall hear
more: but if he had not been in drink he wquld
have tickled you othergates than he did.

Duke. How nowTlenB^an? how is ’t with
you?

Sir To. That’s all one; he has hurt me, and
there’s the end on ’t,—Sot, didst see Dick
surgeon, sot?

Clo. O he’s drunk, Sir Toby, an hour agone;
his eyes were set at eight i’ the morning.

Sir To. Then he’s a rogue. After a passy-
measure, or a pavin, I hate a drunken rogue.

OIL Away with him. Who hath made tMs
havoc with them?

(Sir And. I’ll help you, Sir Toby, because
we’ll be dressed together.

Sir To. WxU you help an ass-head, and a cox-
comb, and a knave? a tMn-faced knave, a gull?

OIL Get him to bed, and let Ms hurt be
looked to.

[Exeunt Clown, Sir To., and Sir And,

Enter Sebastian.

Seh, I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your
kinsman;

But, had it been the brother of my blood,
I must have done no less, with wit and safety*
You throw a strange regard upon me, and
By that I do perceive it hath offended you;
Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows
We made each other but so late ago.

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and
two persons;

A natural perspective, that is, and is not.



SCENE X.} TWELFTH NIGHT; OE, WHAT YOIT WILL 87

Se&. Antonio, O my dear Antonio!

How have the hours rack’d and tortur’d me
Since I have lost thee.

Ant, Sebastian are you?
.

Seb. Fear’st thou that, Antonio?
Ant. How have you made division of your-

self?—
An apple, cleft in two, is no more twin
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian?
Ob. Most wonderful!
Seb. Do I stand there? Ineverhadabrother;

Nor can there be that deity in my nature
Of here and everywhere. I had a sister

Whom the blind waves and surges have de-
voured:

—

Of chanty, what kin are you to me? [To Viola.
What countryman? whatname?what parentage?

Vio. Of Messaline: Sebastian was my father;

Such a Sebastian was my brother too;

So went he suited to his watery tomb:
If spirits can assume both form and suit,

You come to fright us.

Seb. A spirit I am indeed:
But am in that dimension grossly clad,

Which from the womb I did participate.

Were you a woman, as the rest goes even,

I should my tears let fall upon your cheek.
And say—Thnce welcome, drowned Viola!

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow.
Seb. And so had mine.
Fio. And died that day when Viola from her

birth

Had numbered thirteen years.

Seb. O, that record is lively in my soul!

He finished, indeed, his mortal act

That day that made my sister thirteen years.

Fib. If nothing lets to make us happy both
But this my masculine usurp’d attire,

Do not embrace me till each circumstance
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump
That I am Viola: which to confirm,

I’ll bring you to a captain in this town, [help

Where he my maiden’s weeds; by whose gentle

I was preserv’d to serve this noble count;
All the occurrence of my fortune since

Hath been between this lady and this lord.

Seb So comes it, lady, you have been mis-
took; [To Olivia.

But nature to her bias drew in that.

You would have been contracted to a maid;
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived;
You are betroth’d both to a maid and man.
Duke. Be not amazed; right noble is his

blood.—
If this he so, as yet the glass seems true,

I shall have share in this most happy wreck:
Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times,

[To Viola.
Thou never shouldst love woman like to me.

Fib. And all those sayings will I over-swear;
And all those swearings keep as true in soul
As doth that orbed continent the fire 1

That severs day from night.

Duke. Give me thy hand;
And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds.

Vio. The captain that did bring me first on
shore [action.

Hath my maid’s garments: he, upon some
Is now in durance, at Malvolio’s suit;

A gentleman and follower of my lady’s.

OIL He shall enlarge him:—Fetch Malvolio
hither:

—

And yet, alas, now I remember me,
They say, poor gentleman, he’s much distract.

Re~^nter Clown with a letter.

A most extracting frenzy of mine own
From my remembrance clearly banished Ms.

—

How docs he, sirrah?

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Beelzebub at
the stave’s end as well as a man in his case may
do: he has here writ a letter to you; I should
have given it you to-day morning; but as a
madman’s epistles are no gospels, so it skills

not much when they are dehvered.
OIL Open it, and read it.

Clo, Look then to be well edified when the
fool delivers the madman:—% the Lord,

madam,

—

OIL How now! art thou mad?
Clo. No, madam, I do but read madness: an

your ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you
must allow vox.

OIL Pr’ythee, read i’ thy right wits.

Clo. So I do, madonna; but to read Ms rigSit

wits is to read thus: therefore perpend, my
princess, and give ear.

OIL Read it you, sirrah. [To Fabiait.

Fab. [reads.] By the Lord, madam, you wrong
me, and the world shall know it: though you
have put me into darkness and given your
drunken cousin rule over me, yet have I the

benefit of my senses as well as your ladyship, I
have your own letter that induced me to the

semblance Iput on; with the which I doubt not
but to do myselfmuch right or you much shame.
Think of me as you please. I leave my duty a
little unthought of, and speak out of my injury.

The madly used Malvolio.
OIL Did he write this?

Clo. Ay, madam.
Duke. This savours not much of distraction.

OIL See him delivered, Fabian: bring Mm
Mther. [Exit Fabian.

My lord, so please you, these things further
thought on.

To tMnk me as well a sister as a wife,

One day shall crown the alliance on ’t, so please
you.

Here at my house, and at my proper cost.

Duke. Madam, I am most apt to embrace
your offer.— [service done him,

Your master quits you; [fo Viola] and, for your
So much against the metal of your sex.

So far beneath your soft and tender breeding,
And since you called me master for so long,

Here is my hand; you shall from this time be
Your master’s mistress.

OIL A sister?—you are she.

Reenter Fabian with Malvolio.

Duke. Is tMs the madman?
OIL Ay, my lord, this same;

How now, Malvolio?
Mai. Madam, you have done me wrong,

Notorious wrong.
OIL Have I, Malvolio? no.
MaU Lady, you have. Pray you, peruse that

letter:

You must not now deny it is your hand,
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Write from it, if you can, in hand or phrase;
Or say, *tis not yoni seal, nor your invention:
You can say none of this. Weil, grant it then.
And tell me, m the modesty of honour,
Why you have given me such clear lights of

favour;

Bade mecome smihng and cross-garterid to you;
To put on yellow stockings, and to frown
Upon Sir Toby and the hghter people:
And, acting this in an obedient hope,
Why have you sul^er^d me to be impnson’d,
Ke^in a dmrk house, visited by the priest,

And made the most notoriou^ee^ and, gull.

That e*er invention play’d onTrSO&e ^y.
Olu Alas, MalvoHo, this is not my writing,

Though, 1 confess, much like the character:

But, out of question, ’tis Maria’s hand.
And now I do bethihfe me, it was she
First told me thou wasi mad; then cam’st in

smiling,

And in such forms which here were presuppos’d
Upon thee in the letter. Pr’ythee, be content;

This practice has mbst shrewdly pass’d upon
thee:

But, when we know the grounds and authors
of it,

I
Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge

I
Of thine own cause.

fah. Good madam, hear me speak;
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come,
Taint the condition of this present hour,
Which I have wonder’d at. In hope it shall not,

Most freely, I confess, myself and Toby
Set this device against Malvoho here.

Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts

We had conceived against him. Maria writ

The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance;
In recompense whereof he hath married her.

How with a sportful malice it was follow’d

May rather pluck on lauihter than revenge.
If that the injuries he justly weigh’d
That have on both sides past.

Oil'. Alas, poor fool! how have they baffled

thee I

Clo. Why, some mehom great, some achieve
greatness, somehave greatness thrown upon
them. I was one, sir, in this interlude; one Sir
Topas, sir; but that’s all one :—By the Lord,
fool, lam not mad;—But do you remember?
Madam, why Utugh you at such aharren rascal?
tm you smile not he’s gagged. And thus the
whirligig of time brings in his revenges.
Med. I’ll be revenged on the whole pack of

you. [Ent.
OIL He hath been notoriously abused.
Duke. Pursue him, and entreat Mm to a

peace:

—

He hath not told us of the captain yet;
When that is known, and golden time convents,
A solemn combination shall be made
Of our dear souls.—Meantime, sweet sister,

We will not part from hence.—Cesario,
come:

For so you shall be while you are a man;
But, when in other habits you are seen,
Orsino’s mistress, and his fancy’s queen.

[Exeunt.

SONG.
Clo. When that I wag and a little tiny boy,

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,

A. foohsh iMng was but a toy,

For the rain it xameth every day.

But when I came to man’s estate.

With hey, ho, ttie wind and the ram,
’Gainst knave and thief men shut their gate,
For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came, alas! to wive,
With hey, ho, the wind and the ram.

By swaggermg could I never thrive.

For the ram it rameth every day.

But when I came unto my bed.
With hey, ho, the wind and the ram,

With toss-pots still had drunken head.
For the ram it raineth every day.

A great while ago the worid began.
With hey, ho, the wmd and the ram.

But that’s all one, our play is done,
And we’Q strive to please you every day.

[EmL
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PERSONS REPRESENTED

ViNCENTio, Duke of Vienna.

Angelo, Lord Deputy in the Duke*s absence.

Escalus, an ancient Lord, joined with An-
gelo in the Deputation.

Claudio, a young Gentleman.

Lucio, A Fantastic.

Two OTHER LIKE GENTLEMEN.
Vaiurius, a Gentleman, Servant to the Duke.
Provost.

Thomas, i ^

Peter, f

A Justice.

Elbow, a simple Constable.

Scene,-

ACT 1.

SCENE L—An Apartment in the Duke’s
Palace.

Enter Duke, Escalus, Lords, and Attendants.

Duke. Escalus,

—

Escal. My lord.

Duke, Ofgovernmentthe properties tounfold.
Wouldseeminme to affect speechand discourse;
Since I am put to know that your own science
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice
My strength can give you: then no more remains
But that to your sufficiency, as your worth is able.
And let them work. The nature of our people.
Our city’s institutions, and the terms
For common justice, you are as pregnant in

Froth, a foolish Gentleman.

Clown, Servant to Mrs. Overdone,
Abhorson, an Executioner.

Barnardine, a dissolute Prisoner.

Isabella, Sister to Claudio.

Mariana, betrothed to Angelo.
Juliet, befouedhy Claudio.

Francisca, a Nun.

Mistress Overdone, a Bawd.

Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, Officers, and
other Attendants.

-Vienna.

As art and practice hath enriched any
That we remember. There is our commission.
From which we would not have you warp.

—

Call hither,
I say, bid come before us Angelo.

—

[Exit an Attendant.

What figure of us think you he will bear?
For you must know we have with special soul
Elected him our absence to supply;
Lent him our terror, drest him with our love.
And given his deputation all the organs
Of our own power: what think you of it?

Escal. If anym Vienna be of worth
To undergo such ample grace and honour,
It is Lord Angelo.
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Enter Angelo.

Duke. Look where he comes.
Ang. Always obedient to your grace’s will,

1 come to know your pleasure.

Duke. Angelo,

There is a kind of character in thy life,

That to the observer doth thy history

Fully unfold. Thyself and thy belongings

Are not thine own so proper as to waste
Thyself upon thy virtues, they on thee.

Heaven doth with us as we with torches do,

Hot light them for themselves: for if our virtues
Did not go forth of us, ’twere all alike

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely

touch’d
But to fine issues: nor nature never lends

The smallest scruple of her excellence

But, hke a thrifty goddess, she determines
Herself the glory of a creditor,

Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech
To one that can my part in him advertise;

Hold, therefore, Angelo;
In our remove be thou at full ourself:

Mortality and mercy in Vienna
Live in thy tongue and heartl Old Escalus,

Though first in question, is thy secondary:

Take thy commission.
Ang. Now, good my lord,

Let there be some more test made of my metal,

Before so noble and so great a figure

Be stamped upon it.

Duke. No more evasion:

We have with a leaven’d and prepared choice

Proceeded to you; therefore take your honours.
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition

That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestion’d
Matters of needful value. We shall write to you
As time and our concernings shall importune
How it goes with us; and do look to Imow
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well:

To the hopeful execution do I leave you
Of your commissions.

Ang. Yet, give leave, my lord,

That we may bring you something on the way.
Duke. My haste may not admit it;

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to-do

With any scruple: your scope is as mine own:
So to enforce or qualify the laws
As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand;
I’ll pnvily away: I love the people^

But do not like to stage me to their eyes:
Though it do well, I do not rehsh well
Their loud applause and eves vehement;
Nor do I think the man of safe discretion

That does affect it. Once more, fare you weH.
Ang. The heavens give safety to your pur-

poses! [happiness.

Escal. Lead forth and bring you back in
Duke. I thank you. Fare you well. [Exit.

Escal. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave
T0 have free speech withyou; and it concernsme
To look into the bottom of my place:

A power I have, but ofwhat strength and nature,
I am not yet instructed. [together,

Ang. ’Tis so With me.—^Let us withdraw
And we may soon our satisfaction have
Touching that point

Escal. FU wait upon your honour.

[Exeunt

Scene Il.—i Street

Enter Lucio and two Gentlemen,
Lucio. If the duke, with the other dukes,

come not to composition with the King of

Hungary, why, then, all the dukes fall upon
the king. [the King of Hungary’s!

1 Gent Heaven grant us its peace, but not
2 Gent Amen.
Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimoni-

ous pirate that went to sea with the ten com-
mandments, but scraped one out of the table.

2 Gent Thou shalt not steal?

Lusio. Ay, that he razed.

1 Gent Why, ’twas a commandment to com-
mand the captam and all the rest from their
functions; they put forth to steal. There’s
not a soldier of us all that, in the thanksgiving
before meat, doth relish the petition well that
prays for peace.

2 Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it.

Lucio. I believe thee; for I think thou never
wast where grace was said.

2 Gent No? a dozen times at least.

I Gent What? in metre?
Lucio. In any proportion or in any language.
I Gent I think, or in any religion.

Lucio. Ay! why not? Grace is grace, de-
spite of all controversy. As for example;

—

thou thyself art a wicked villain, despite of all

grace.

1 Gent Well, there went but a pair of

shears between us.

Lucio. I grant; as there may between the
lists and the velvet. Thou art the list.

1 Gent And thou the velvet: thou art good
velvet; thou art a three-piled piece, I warrant
thee: I had as lief be a list of an Enghsh
kersey as be piled, as thou art piled, for a
French velvet. Do I speak feelingly now?

Lucio. I think thou dost; and, indeed, with
most painful feeling of thy speech. I will, out
of thine own confession, learn to begin thy
health; hut, whilst I live, forget to drink after

thee.
1 Gent. I think I have done myself wrong;

have I not?
2 Gent. Yes, that thou hast; whether thou

art tainted or free.

Lucio. Behold, behold, where Madam Miti-
gation comes! I have purchased as many
diseases under her roof as come to

—

2 Gent To what, I pray?
1 Gent Judge.
2 Gent To three thousand dollars a-year.

I Gent. Ay, and more.
Lucio. A French crown more.
I Gent Thou art always figuring diseases in

me, but thou art full of error; I am sound.
Lucio. Nay, not as one would say, healthy;

but so sound as things that are hollow: thy
bones are hollow: impiety has made a feast of

thee.
Enter Bawd.

1 Gent How now! which of your hips has
the most profound sciatica?

Bawd. Well, well; there’s one yonder ar-

rested and carried to prison was worth five

thousand of you all.

I Gent Who’s that, I pray thee?
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Bawd. Marry, sir, that’s Claudio, Signior

Claudio.
1 Gent Claudio to prison! ’tis not so.

Bawd. Uay, but I know ’tis so: I saw him
arrested; saw him carried away; and, which
is more, within these three days his head’s to

be chopped of.

Luao. But, after all this fooling, I would
not have it so. Art thou sure of this?

Bawd. I am too sure of it; and it is for

getting Madam Julietta with child.

Lucio. Believe me, this may be: he prom-
ised to meet me two hours since; and he was
ever precise in promise-keeping.

2 Ucnf. Besides, you know, it draws some-
thing near to the speech we had to such a pur-

pose. [proclamation.

1 Gent But most of all agreeing with the

Ludo. Away; let’s go learn the truth of it,

[Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen.
Bawd. Thus, what with the war, what with

the sweat, what with the gallows, and what
with poverty, I am custom-shrunk. How now!
what’s the news with you?

Enter Clown.

Clo. Yonder man is carried to prison.

Bawd. Well: what has he done?
Clo, A woman.
Bawd. But what’s his ofence?
Clo. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river.

Bawd. What! is there a maid with child by
him?

Clo. No; but there’s a woman with maid
by him. You have not heard of the proclama-
tion, have you?
Bawd. What proclamation, man?
Clo. All houses in the suburbs of Wenna

must he plucked down. [the city?

Bawd. And what shall become of those in

Clo. They shall stand for seed: they had
gone down too, but that a wise burgher put in

for them.
Bawd. But shall all our houses of resort in

the suburbs be pulled down?
Clo. To the ground, mistress.

Bawd. Why, here’s a change indeed in the
commonwealth! What shall become of me?

Clo. Come; fear not you: good counsellors

lack no cHents: though you change your place

you need not change your trade; I’ll be your
tapster still. Courage; there will be pity taken
on you: you that have worn your eyes almost
out in the service, you will be considered.

Bawd. What’s to do here, Thomas Tapster?
Let’s withdraw.

Clo. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by
the provost to prison: and there’s Madam
Juliet. [Exeunt.

Scene IIL—rhe same.

Enter Provost, Claudio, Juliet, and
OfiScers; Lucio and two Gentlemen,

Claud, Fellow, why dost thou show me thus
to the world.

Bear me to prison, where I am committed.
Prov. I do it not in evil disposition.

But from Lord Angelo by special charge,
Claud. Thus can the derm-god Aufiority

Make us pay down for our offence by weight,

—

The words of heaven;—on whom it will, it will;

On whom it will not, so; yet still ’tis just.

Lucto. Why, how now, Claudio? whence
comes this restraint?

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio,

liberty:

As surfeit is the father of much fast,

So every scope by the immoderate use
Turns to restraint. Our natures do pursue,

—

Like rats that ravin down their proper bane,

—

A thirsty evil; and when we drink we die.

Lucio, If I could speak so wisely under an
arrest, I would send for certain of my creditors;

and yet, to say the truth, I had as lief have the
foppery of freedom as the morality of imprison-

ment.—^What’s thy offence, Claudio?
Claud. What but to speak of would offend

again.

Lucio. What, is it murder?
Claud. No.
Lucio. Lechery?
Claud. Call it so.

ihrov. Away, sir; you must go.

Claud. One word, good friend:—Lucio, a
word with you. [Taftes him aside.

Lucio. A hundred, if they’U do you any good.
Is lechery so looked after?

Claud. Thus it stands with me;—Upon a
true contract

I got possession of Julietta’s bed;
You know the lady; she is fast my wife.

Save that we do the denunciation lack
Of outward order: this we came not to

Only for propagation of a dower
Remaining in the coffer of her friends;

From whom we thought it meet to hide our love
Till time had made them for us. But it chances
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment,
With character too gross, is wnt on Juliet.

Lucio, With child, perhaps?
Claud. Unhappily, even so.

And the new deputy now for the duke,

—

Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness,
Or whether that the body public be
A horse whereon the governor doth ride.

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur
Whether the tyranny be in his place.

Or in his eminence that fills it up,
I stagger in.—But this new governor
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties

Which have, like unscour’d armour, hung by
the wall

So long that nineteen zodiacs have gone round
And none of them been worn; and, for a name,
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act
FresUy on me;—’tis surely for a name-

Lucio. I warrant it is: and thy head stands
so tickle on thy shoulders that a miUonaid, if

she be in love, may si^ it off. Send after the
duke, and appeal to him. [found.

Claud,. I have done so, but he’s not to be
I pr’ythee, Lucio, do me this kind service:

This day my sister should the cloister enter,

And there receive her approbation;
Acquaint her with the danger of my state;

Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends

To the strict deputy; bid herself assay Mm;
I have great hope in that: for in her youth
There is a prone and speechless dialect
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Such as moves men; beside, she hath prosper-

.ous art

When she will play with reason and discourse.

And .well she can persuade.
Lucio. X pray she may; as well for the en-

couragement of the hke, which else would
stand under grievous imposition, as for the en-

joying of thy life, who I would be sorry should

be thus foolishly lost at a game of tick-tack.

FU to her.

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio.

Lucio. Within two hours,

Claud, Come, officer, away. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—A Monasters.

Enter Duke and Friar Thomas.

Duke. No; holy father; throw away that

thought;
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love

Can pierce a complete bosom: why I desire thee

To give me secret harbour hath a purpose

More grave andwrinkled than the aims and ends
Of burning youth.

Fri. May your grace speak of it?

Duke, My holy sir, none better knows than
you

How I have ever lov’d the hfe remov’d,

And held in idle price to haunt assemblies
Whereyouth,andcost,andwitlessbraverykeeps.

I have deliver’d to Lord Angelo,

—

A man of stricture and firm abstinence,

—

My absolute power and place here in Vienna
And he supposes me travell’d to Poland;
For so I have strew’d it m the common ear,

And $0 it is received. Now, pious sir,

You will demand of me why I do this?

Fri. Gladly, my lord. [laws,—
Duke. We have strict statutes andmost bitmg

The needful bits and curbs for headstrong
steeds,

—

Which for these fourteen yearswe have let sleep,

Even like an o’ergrown lion in a cave,

That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond
fathers,

Having bound up the threat’ning twigs of birch,

Only to stick it in their children’s sight

For terror, not to use, in time the rod
Becomesmoremock’dthanfear’d:soourdecrees,
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead;
And liberty plucks justice by the nose;
The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart
Goes all decorum.
Fn. It rested in your grace

To unloose this tied-up justice when you pleas’d

:

Audit in you more dreadful would have seem’d
Than in Lord Angelo.
Duke, I do fear, too dreadful:

Sith ’twas my fault to give the people scope,
’Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them
For what I bid them do: for we bid this be done
When evil deeds have their permissive pass
And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed,

my father,

I have on Angelo impos’d the office;

Whomay,intheambushofmyname, strikehome,
And yet my nature never in the fight,

^To do it slander. And to behold his sway,
I will, as ’twere a brother of your order,
Visit both prince and people; therefore, I

pr’ythee, - .
'

!

Supply me with the habit, and instruct me
How I may formally in person bear me
Like a true friar. More reasons for this action
At our more leisure shall I render you;
Only, this one:—Lord Angelo is precise;

Stands at a guard with envy; scarce confesses
That his blood flows, or that his appetite

Is more to bread than stone: hence shall we see,

If power change purpose, what our seemers be.

[Exeunt.
Scene V.—A Nunnery.

Enter Isabella arui Francisca.

Isab. And have younunsno further privileges?
Fran. Are not these large enough?
Isab. Yes, truly : I speak not as desiring more,

But rather wishing a more stnct restraint

Upon the sisterhood, the votaries of St. Clare.

Lucio. Ho! Peace be in this place! [Within.
Isab. Who’s that which calls?

Fran. It is a man’s voice. Gentle Isabella,

Turn your key, and know his business of him;
You may, I may not; you are yet unsworn:
When you have vow’d, you must not speak with

men
But in the presence of the prioress; [face;

Then, if you speak, you must not show your
Or, if you show your face, you must not speak.
He calls again; I pray you answer him,

[Exit Francisca.
Isab. Peace and prosperity! Who is ’t that

calls?

Enter Lucio.

Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be; as those
cheek roses

Proclaim you are no less! Can you so stead me
As bring me the sight of Isabella,

A novice of this place, and the fair sister

To her unhappy brother Claudio?
Isab. Why her imhappy brother? let me ask'’

The rather, for I now must make you know
I am that Isabella, and his sister.

Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly
greets you;

Not to be weary with you, he’s in prison.

/sub. Woe me! For what?
Lucio. For that which, if myself might be his

judge,
He shall receive his punishment in thanks:
He hath got his friend with child.

Isab. Sir, make me not your story.
Lucio.

'
It is true.

I would not—though ’tis my familiar sin
With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest
Tongue far from heart—play with all virgins so:
I hold you as a thmg ensky’d and sainted;
By your renouncement an immortal spirit;

And to be talk’d with in sincerity.

As with a saint. [me.
Isab, You do blaspheme the good in mocking
Lucio. Do not beheve it. Fewness and

truth, ’tis thus:
Your brother and his lover have embraced:
As those that feed grow full: as blossoming time,
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings
To teeming foison; even so her plenteous womb
Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry.

Isab. Some one with child by him?—My
cousin Juliet?

Lucio. Is she your comsip?
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Isab. Adoptedly; as sciioolmaids change
their names

By vain though apt affection.

Lucio, She it is,

Isab, O, let him marry her!
Lucio. This is the point.

The duke is very strangely gone from hencej
Bore many gentlemen, mysdf being one,
Bi hand, and hope of action: but we do learn
By those that know the very nerves of state,

His givings out were of an infimte distance
From his true-meant design. Upon his place
And with full hne of his authority,

Governs Lord Angelo: a man whose blood
Is very snow-broth; one who never feels

The wanton stmgs and motions of the sense.
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge
With profits of the mind, study, and fast.

He,—^to give fear to use and liberty,

WMch have for long run by the hideous law,

As mice by Hons,—^hath pick’d out an act,

Under whose heavy sense your brother’s hfe
Falls into forfeit: he arrests him on it;

And follows close the rigour of the statute

To make him an example; all hope is gone.
Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer
To soften Angelo: and that’s my pith

Of business ’tvrixt you and your poor brother.

Isab. Doth he so seek his life?

Lucio. Has censur’d him
Already; and, as I hear, the provost hath
A warrant for his execution.

Isab. Alas! what poor ability’s in me
To do him good.

Lucio. Assay the power you have.
isab. My power! alas, I doubt,

—

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors,

And make us lose the good we oft might win
By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo,
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue,
Men give like gods; but when they weep and

kneel,

All their petitions are as freely theirs

As they themselves would owe them.
isab. I’ll see what I can do.

Lucio. But speedily.

isab. 1 will about it straight;

Ko longer staying but to give the mother
Hotice of my affair. I humbly thank you:
Commend me to my brother: soon at night
I’ll send him certain word of my success.

Lucio. I take my leave of you.
Isab. Good sir, adieu.

[Exeunt.

ACT 11.

Scene I.

—

A Hall in Angelo’s Houset

Enter Angelo, Escaltjs, a Justice, Pro-
vost, OflBlcers, and other Attendants.

Ansf, We must not make a scarecrow of the

law,
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey,

And let it keep one shape till custom make it

Their perch, and not their terror.

EscaL Ay, but yet
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little

Than fall and bruise to death. Alas! this

gentleman.
Whom I would save, had a most noble father.

Let but your honour know;

—

Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,

—

That, in the working of your own affections,

Had time coher’d with place, or place with
wishing,

Or that the resolute acting of your blood
Could have attain’d the effect of your own

purpose.
Whether you had not sometime in your Hfe
Err’d in this point which now you censure him,
And pull’d the law upon you.

Ang. ’Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus,

Another thing to fall. I not deny.
The jury, passing on the prisoner’s Hfe,

May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two
Guiltier than him they try. What’s open

made to justice,

That justice seizes. What know the laws
That thieves do pass on thieves? *Tis very

pregnant,
The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it,

Because we see it; but what we do not see

We tread upon, and never think of it.

You may not so extenuate his offence

For I have had such faults; hut rather tell me,
When I, that censure him, do so offend,

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death,

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die,

Escal. Be it as your wisdom will.

Ang. Where is the provost?

Prov. Here, if it like your honour.

Ang. See that Claudio
Be executed by nine to-morrow monung:
Bring him his confessor; let him be prepared;
For that’s the utmost of his pilgrimage.

[Exit Provost,

Escal. Well, heaven forgive him! and for-

give us all!

Some rise by sm and some by virtue fall:

Some run from brakes of vice, and answer none;
And some condemned for a fault alone.

Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers, &c.

Elb. Come, bring them away: if these be
good people m a commonweal that do nothing
but use their abuses in common houses, I know
no law; bring them away.

Ang. How now, sir! What’s your name?
and what’s the matter?

Elb. If it please your honour, I am the poor
duke’s constable, and my name is Elbow; I do
lean upon justice, sir, and do bring in here be-
ore your good honour two notorious bene-
actors.

Ang. Benefactors! Well; what benefactors
are they? are they not malefactors?

Elb, If it please your honour, I know not well
what they are: but precise villains they are,

that I am sure of; and void of all profanation
in the world that good Christians ought to have.

[officer.

Escal. This comes off well; here’s a wise
Ang. Go to:—what quality are they of?

Elbow is your name? Why dost thou, not
speak, Elbow?

Clo. He cannot, sir; he’s out at elbow,
Ang. What are you, sir?

Elb. He, sir? a tapster, sir; parcel-bawd;
one that serves a bad woman; whose house,
sir, was, as they say, plucked down in the
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suburbs; and now she professes a hot-house,

wMch, I think, is a very ill house too.

EscaL How know you that?

Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before

heaven and your honour,

—

Escaf. Howl thy wifel

Elb. Ay, sir; who, I thank heaven, is an
honest woman,—

Escal. Dost thou detest her therefore?

Elb. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as

well as she, that this house, if it be not a

bawd’s house, it is pity of her life, for it is a
naughty house.

Escal. How dost thou know that, constable?

Elb. Marry, sir, by my wife; who, if she had
been a woman cardin^y given, might have
been accused in fornication, adultery, and all

tmcleanhness there.

Escal, By the woman’s means?
Elb. Ay, sir, by Mistress Overdone’s means:

but as she spit in his face, so she defied him.
Clo. Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so.

Elb. Prove it before these varlets here, thou

honourable man, prove it.

Escal. Do you hear how he misplaces?
[To Angelo.

Clo. Sir, she came in great with child; and
longmg—saving your honour’s reverence—^for

stewed prunes, sir; we had but two in the

house, which at that very distant time stood,

as it were, in a fruit-dish, a dish of some three-

pence; your honours have seen such dishes;

they are not China dishes, but very good
dishes. [sir.

Escal. Go to, go to; no matter for the dish,

Clo* No, indeed, sir, not of a pin; you are

therein m the right: but to the pomt. As I

say, this Mistress Elbow, being, as I say, with
child, and being great-bellied, and longing, as
I said for prunes; and having but two m the
dish, as I said, Master Froth here, this very
man, having eaten the rest, as I said, and, as I

say, paymg for them very honestly;—for, as
you know. Master Froth, I could not give you
threepence again,

—

Froth. No, indeed.
Clo, Very well: you being then, if you be

remembered, cracking the stones of the afore-

said prunes,

—

Froth. Ay, so I did, indeed.
Clo. Why, very well: I telling you then, if

you be remembered, that such a one and such
a one were past cure of the thing you wot of,

unless they kept very good diet, as I told you,

—

Froth. All this is true.

Clo. Why, very well then.
Escal. Come, you are a tedious fool: to the

purpose.—What was done to Elbow’s wife that
he hath cause to complain of? Come me to
what was done to her.

Cto. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet.

Escal. No, sir, nor I me<>n it not.

Clo. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your
honour’s leave. And I beseech you, look into

Master Froth, here, sir; a man of fourscore
pound a-year; whose father died at Hallow-
mas:—was ’t not at Hallowmas, Master
Froth?

Froth. AU-hallond eve.

Clo. Why, very well, I hope here he truths:

He, sir, sitting, as I say,' in a lower chair, sir;—’twas in the Bunch of Grapes, where, indeed,
you have a delight to sit, have you not?

—

Froth. I have so; because it is an open
room, and good for winter. [truttis.

Clo. Why, very well then;—I hope here be
Ang. This will last out a mght in Eussia,

Whennights are longest there : I’ll takemyleave,
And leave you to the hearing of the cause;
Hoping you’ll find good cause to whip them all.

Escal. 1 think no less. Good morrow to
your lordship. [Exit Angelo.

Now, sir, come on: what was done to Elbow’s
wife, once more?

Clo. Once, sir? there was nothmg done to
her once.

Elb. I beseech you, sir, ask him what this
man did to my wife.

Clo. I beseech your honour, ask me.
Escal. Well, sir: what did this gentleman

to her?
Clo. I beseech you, sir, look in this gentle-

man’s face.—Good Master Froth, look upon
Ms honour; ’tis for a good purpose.—Doth
your honour mark his face?

Escal. Ay, sir, very well.

Clo. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well.

Escal. WeU, I do so.

Clo. DothyourhonourseeanyharminMsface?
Escal. Why, no.

Clo. FU be supposed upon a book, Ms face
is the worst tMng about Mm. Good then; if

Ms face be the worst thing about Mm, how
could Master Froth do the constable’s wife any
harm? I would know that of your honour.

Escal. He’s m the right.—Constable, what
say you to it?

Elb. First, an it like you, the house is a re-
spected house; next, this is a respected fellow;

and his mistress is a respected woman.
Clo. By tMs hand, sir, his wife is a more re-

ipected person than any of us all.

Elb. Varlet, thou liest; thou best, wicked
variet: the time is yet to come that she was
ever respected with man, woman, or cMld.

Clo. Sir, she was respected virith him before
he married with her.

Escal. WMch is the wiser here? Justice or
Iniquity?—Is tMs true?

Elb. O thou caitifil O thou varlet! O thou
wicked Hannibal! I respected with her before
I was married to her? If ever I was respected
with her, or she with me, let not your worship
tMnk me the poor duke’s officer.—Prove this,

thou wicked Hannibal, or I’ll have mine
action of battery on thee.

Escal. If he took you a box o’ th’ ear, you
might have your action of slander too,

Elb. Marry, I thank your good worsMp for

it. What is ’t your worsMp’s pleasure I Should
do with tMs wicked caitiff?

Escal. Truly, officer, because he hath some
offences in Mm that thou wouldst discover if

thou cottldst, let Mm continue in Ms courses
till thou knowest what they are,

Elb, Marty, I thank your worsMp for it—
Thou seest, thou wicked varlet, now, what’s
come upon thee; thou art to continue now,
thou varlet; thou art to continue.
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Escal Where were you bom, friend?

[To FfeOTH.

Froth, Here in Vienna, sir.

Escal Are you of fourscore pounds a-year?

Froth, Yes, an ’t please you, sir.

Escal So.-—What trade are you of, sir?

[To the Clown.
Clo, A tapster; a poor widow’s tapster.

Escal Your mistress’s name?
Clo, Mistress Overdone.
Escal Hath she had any more than one

husband?
Clo. Nine, sir; Overdone by the last.

Escal Nine!—Come hither to me, Master

Froth. Master Froth, I would not have you

acijuainted with tapsters: they will draw you.

Master Froth, and you will hang them. Get
you gone, and let me hear no more of you.

Froth. I thank your worship. For mine
own part, I never come into any room in a tap-

house but I am drawn in.

Escal Well; no more of it, Master Froth:

farewell. [Exit Froth.}—Come you hither

to me, master tapster; what’s your name,
master tapster?

Clo. Pompey.
Escal What else?

Clo, Bum, sir.

Escal ’Troth, and your bum is the greatest

thing about you; so that, in the beastliest

sense, you are Pompey the great. Pompey,
you are partly a bawd, Pompey, howsoever you
colour it in bemg a tapster. Are you not?
come, tell me true; it shall be the better foryou.

CZo. Tmly, sir, I am a poor fellow that

would live.

Escal How would you live, Pdmpey? by
being a bawd? What do you think of the trade,

Pompey? is it a lawful trade?
Clo. If the law would allow it, sir.

Escal. But the law will not allow it, Pom-
pey; nor it shall not be allowed in Vienna.

Clo. Does your worship mean to geld and
splay all the youth in the city?

Escal No, Pompey.
Clo. Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they will

to *t then. If your worship will take order for

the drabs and ^e knaves, you need not to fear

the bawds.
Escal There are pretty orders beginning, I

can teU you. It is but heading and hanging.

Clo. If you head and hang all that ofend
that way but for ten year together, you’ll be
glad to give out a commission for more heads.
If this law hold in Vienna ten year, PU rent
the fairest house in it, after threepence a bay.
If you Eve to see this come to pass, say Pom-
pey told you so.

Escal Thank you, good Pompey; and, in
requital of your prophecy, hark you,—I advise
you, let me not find you before me again upon
any complaint whatsoever, no, not for dwellmg
where you do; if I do, Pompey, I shall beat you
to your tent, and prove a shrewd Caesar to you;
in plain dealing, Pompey, I shaU have you
whipt: so for this time, Pompey, fare you weH.

Clo. I thank your worship for your good
counsel; but 1 shall follow it as the flesh and
fortune shall better determine.

Whip me? No, no; let carman whip his jade;
The vaEant heart’s not whipt out of his trade.

[Exit,

Escal Come hither to me. Master Elbow;
come hither, Master Constable. How longWe
you been in this place of constable?

JElb. Seven year and a half, sir.

Escal I thought, by your readiness in the
office, you had continued in it some time. You
say seven years together?

Elb. And a half, sir.

Escal Alas! ithathbeen great pains to you!—
They do you wrong to put you so oft upon ’t. Are
there not men in your ward sufficient to serve it?

Elb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such mat-
ters: as they are chosen, they are glad to choose
me for them; I do it for some piece of money,
and go through with aU.

Escal. Took you, bring me in the names ot

some SIX or seven, the most sufficient of your
parish.

Elb. To your worship’s house, six?

Escal To my house- Fare you weE. [Em7
Elbow.] What’s o’clock, think you?

Just. Eleven, sir.

Escal 1 pray you home to dinner with me.
Just. I humbly thank you.
Escal It grieves me for the death of Claudio;

But there’s no remedy.
Just. Lord Angelo is severe.

Escal. It is but needful;
Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so;

Pardon is still the nurse of second woe:
But yet,—Poor Claudio!—There’s no remedy.
Come, sir. [Exeunt,

Scene II .—Another Room in the same.

Enter Provost and a Servant.

Serv. He’s hearing of a cause; he wiE come
straight.

I’U teU him of you. [know
Prov. Pray you do. [Exif Servant.] I’U

His pleasure; may he he wiU relent. Alas,
He hath but as offended in a dream!
AU sects, all ages, smack of this vice; and he
To die for it!

Enter Angelo.

Ang. Now, what’s the matter, provost?
Prov. Is it your wiU Claudio shall die to-

morrow?
Ang. Did I not teU thee yea? hadst thou

not order?
Why dost thou ask again?

Prov. Lest I might be too rash:
Under your good correction, I have seen
When, after execution, judgment hath
Repented o’er his doom.
Ang. Go to; let that be mine;

Do you your office, or give up your place.
And you shaU well be spared.

Prov. I crave your honour’s pardon:
What shaU be done, sir, with the groaningJuEet?
She’s very near her hour.
Ang. Dispose of her

To some more fitter place; and that with speed.

Re-enter Servant.

Serv. Here is the sister ofthemancondemned
Desires access to you.
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Hatli he a sister?

Pro V. Ay, my good lord; a very virtuous maid.
And to be shortly of a sisterhood,

If not already,

Ang, Well, let her be admitted.
[Exit Servant.

See you the fornicatress be remov’d;
Let her have needful but not lavish means;
There shall be order for it.

Enter Lucio and Isabella.

Prov, Save your honour! [Offering to retire.

Ang. Stay a little while,—[To Isab.] You
are welcome. What’s your will?

Isab, I am a woeful suitor to your honour,
Please but your honour hear me.

Ang, Well; what’s your suit?

Isab, There is a vice that most I do abhor.
And most desire shouldmeetthe blow of justice,

For which I would not plead, but that I must;
For which I must plead, but that I am
At war ’twixt will and will not.

Ang. Well; the matter?
Isab. I have a brother is condemn’d to die;

I do beseech you, let it be his fault,

And not my brother.

Prov, Heaven give thee moving graces.

Ang. Condemn the fault and not the actor ofit I

Why, every fault’s condemn’d ere it be done;
Mine were the very cipher of a function,

To find the fault whose fine stands in record,

And let go by the actor.

Isab. 0 just but severe law!

I had a brother, then.—^Heaven keep your hon-
our! [Retiring.

Lucio. [To Isab.] Give ’t not o’er so: to

him again, entreat him;
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown;
You are too cold, if you should need a pin,

You could not with more tame a tongue desire it:

To him, I say,

hah. Must he needs die?

Ang. Maiden, no remedy.
Isab. Yes; I do think that you might pardon

him,
And neither heavennorman grieve atthe mercy.
Ang. I will not do ’t.

Isab. But can you, if you would?
Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do.

Isab. But might you do % and do the world
no wrong,

If so youT heart were touch’d with that remorse
As mine is to him.
Ang. He’s sentenc’d; ’tis too late.

Lucio. You are too cold. [To Isabella
Isab. Too late? why, no; I, that do speak a

word,
May call it back again. Well, believe this

No ceremony that to great ones 'longs,

Not the king’s crown nor the deputed sword,
The marshal’s truncheon nor the judge’s robe.
Become them with one half so good a grace
As mercy does. If he had been as you,
And you as he, you would have slipp’d like him;
But he, like you, would not have been so stern.

Ang. Pray you, be gone.
Isab. I would to heaven I had your potency.

And you were Isabel! should it then be thus?
No; I would tell what ’twere to he a judge
And what a prisoner.

Lucio. Ay, touch him; there’s the vein.

[Aside.
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law.

And you but waste your words.
Isab. Alasi alas!

Why, all the souls that were forfeit once;
And He that might the vantage best have took
Found out the remedy. How would you be'

If He, which is the top of judgment, should
But judge you as you are? O, think on that;

And mercy then will breathe within your lips.

Like man new made.
Ang. Be you content, fair maid:

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother:
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son,

It should be thus with him;—he must die to-
morrow. [him, spare him!

Isab. To-morrow! O that’s sudden! Spare
He’s not prepared for death. Even for our

kitchens
We kill the fowl of season: shallwe serve heaven
With less respect than we do minister [you:
To our gross selves? Good, goodmylord, betlunk
Who is it that hath died for this offence?
There’s many have committed it.

Lucio. Ay, well said.

Ang. The law hath not been dead, though
it hath slept:

Those many had not dared to do that evil

If the first man that did the edict infringe

Had answer’d for his deed: now ’tis awake;'
Takes note of what is done, and, like a prophet,
Looks in a glass that shows what future evils,—
Either now, or by reim&sness new-conceiv’d,
And so m progress to be hatch’d and born,—
Are now to have no successive degrees.
But, where they live, to end.

Isab. Yet show some pity,

Ang. I show it most of all when I show justice;

For then I pity those I do not know,
Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall,

And do him right that, answering one foul wrong,
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied;

Your brother dies to-morrow: be content.

Isab, So you must be the first that gives this

sentence;
And he that suffers. 0, it is excellent

To have a giant’s stren^h; but it is tyrannous
To use it like a giant.

Lucio. That’s well said.

Isab. Could great men thunder
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet,

For every pelting petty officer

Would use his heaven for thunder: nothing but
thunder.

Merciful heaven!
Thou rather, -with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt,

Sphtt’st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak
Than the soft myrtle;—but man, proud man!
Dress’d in a little brief authority,

—

Most ignorant of what he’s most assured,
His glassy essence,—like an angry ape,
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven
Asmake the angels weep; '^s'ho, with our spleens,
Would all themselves laugh mortal.

Lucio. 0, to him, to him, wench: he will re-
Bte’s coming; I perceive ’t. - [lent;

Prov. Pray heaven she win him!
Isab, We cannot weigh our brother with our-

self:
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Gfeat men may jest with saints: ’iis wit in
But, in the less, foul profanation. [them;

Lado. Thou’rt in the right, girl; more o’ that.

Isah. That in the captain’s hut a choleric word
Which in the soldier is fiat blasphemy.
Ludo, Art advised o’ that? more on ’t.

Ang, Why do you put these sayings uponme?
hah. Because authority, though it err like

others,

Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself

That skins the vice o’ the top. Go to yourbosom;
Enock there; and ask your heart what it doth

know.
That’s like my brother’s fault; if it confess

A natural guiltiness such as is his,

Let it not sound a thought upon your fongue
Agamst my brother’s life.

Anp. She speaks, and ’t^s

Such sense that my sense bree^ds with it.

Fare you weU.
' Isab* Gentle, my lord, turn back.
Ana. I will bethink me:—*Come again to-

~ morrow. [lord, turn back.
Isab. Hark how I’ll bribe you. Good, my
Ang. Howl bribe me?
/sab. Ay, with such ^ts that heaven shall

share with you.
Zudo. You had marr’d all else.

/sab. Not with fond shekels of the tested gold.
Or stones, whose rates are either rich or poor
As fancy values them: but with true prayers.

That sl)^ be up at heaven, and enter there,
Ere sunrise: prayers from ]^eserved souls.

From fastiag maids, whose minds are dedicate
To nothing temporal.

Anff. Well; come to me
To-morrow.

Zueio. Go to; it is well; away.
[Aside to Isabella.

/sab. Heaven keep your honour safe!

Ang. Amen: for I

Am that way going to temptation, [Aside.

Where prayers cross.

/sab. At what hour to-morrow
Shall I attend your lordship?

Anp. At any time ’fore noon.
/sab. Save your honour!

[Exeunt LiJCio, Isab., and Prov,
Anp. From thee; even from thy virtue!

—

What’s this? what’s this? Is this her fault or
mine? [Hal

The tempter or the tempted, who sins most?
Not she; nor doth she tempt; but it is I
That, lying by the violet, in the sun
Do, as the carrion does, not as the fiower.
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be
That modesty may more betray our sense
Than woman’s hghtaess? Having waste

ground enough.
Shall we desire to raze ^e sanctuary
And pitch our evils there? Q, fie, fie, fie!

What dost thou? or what Art thou, Angelo?
Dost thou desire her foully for those things
That make her good? 0, let her brother live;

Thieves for their robbery have authority
When judges steal themselves. What! do I

love her,

That I desire to hear her speak again [on?
And feast upon her eyes? * Whaiis ’t I dream
0.cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint.

With saintsdost bait thy hook! Most dangerous
Is that temptation that doth goad us on
To sin in loving virtue : never cpuld the strumpet,
With all her double vigour, art, and nature.
Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite.—Ever till now,
When men were fond, I smil’d and wonder’d

how. [Exit.

Scene III.—A Room in a Prison.

Enter Duke, habited like a Friar» and
Provost.

Duke. Hail to you, provost! so I think you
are. [good fnar?

Prott. I am the provost. What’s your will,

Duke. Bound by my charity and my bless’d
order,

I come to visit the afidicted spirits

Here in the prison: do me the common right

To let me see them, and to make me know
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister
To them accordingly. [were needful.
Prov. I would do more than that, if more

Enter Juliet.

Look, here comes one; a gentlewoman of mine.
Who, falling in the fames of her own youth,
Hath blister’d her report. She is with child;

And he that got it, sentenc’d: a young man;
More fit to do another such offence

Than die for this.

Duke. When must he die?
Prov. As I do think, to-morrow,

—

I have provided for you; stay awhile
[To Juliet.

And you shall be conducted. [carry?

Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you
• Juliet. 1 do; and bear the shame most

patiently.

Duke. I’ll teach you how you shall arraign
your conscience,

And try your penitence, if it be sound
Or hollowly put on.

Jidiet. I’ll gladly leam.
Duke. Love you the man that wrong’d you?
Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman that

wrong’d him. [act

Duke. So then, it seems, your most offenceful
Was mutually committed?

Juliet. Mutually. [than his.

Duke. Then was your sm of heavier kind
Juliet. I do confess it, and repent it, father.
Duke. ’Tis meet so, daughter: but lest you

do repent [shame,

—

As that the sin hath brought you to this
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not

heaven, [love it.

Showing we would not spare heaven as we
But as we stand in fear,

—

Juliet. I do repent me as it is an evil,

And take the shame with joy.

Duke. There rest.

Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow,
And I am gomg with instruction to him.

—

Juliet. Grace go with you!
Duke. Benedidiel [Exit.

Juliet. Must die to-morrow! 0, injurious
‘ law,

That respites me a life whose very comfort
Is still a dying horror!
Prov. ’Tispity ofMm! (JExeunf.
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Scene IV.—A Room in Angelo’s House.

Enter Angelo.
ingr. When I would pray and think, I think

and pray [words;

To several subjects. Heaven hath my empty
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue,

Anchors on Isabel: Heaven in my mouth.
As if I did but only chew his name;
And in my heart the strong and swelling evil

Ofmyconception. The statewhereon I studied,

Is like a good thing, being often read.

Grown sear’d and tedious; yea, my gravity,

Wherein—let no man hear me—I take pnde,
Could I with boot change for an idle plume,
Which the air beats for vain. O place! 0

form!
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit,

Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls

To thy false seeming? Blood, thou still art

blood:

Let’s write good angel on the devil’s horn,

’Tis not the devU’s crest.

Enter Servant.

How now, who’s there?

Serv. One Isabel, a sister,

Desires access to you.

Ang. Teach her the way. [Exit Serv.

O heavens!
Why does my blood thus muster to my heart,

Making both it unable for itself

And dispossessing all the other parts

Of necessary fitness? [swoons;

So play the foolish throngs with one that

Come ^ to help me, and so stop the air

By which he should revive; and even so
The general, subject to a well-wished king,

Quit theirown part, andm obsequious fondness
Crowd to his presence, where their untaughtlove
Must needs appear ofience.

Enter Isabella.

How now, fair maid?
Isah. I am come to know your pleasure,

Ang. That you might know it, would much
better please me (not live.

Than to demand what *tis. Your brother can-

Isah. Even so?—^Heaven keep your honour!
[Retiring.

Ang. Yet may he live awhile: and, it may be,

As long as you or I: yet he must die.

/sad. Under your sentence?
Ang. Yea. [prieve,

Isab. When, I beseech you? that in his re-

Longer or shorter, he may be so fitted

That Ms son! sicken not. [as good
Ang. Ha! Fie, these filthy vices! It were

To pardon him that hath from nature stolen

A man already made, as to remit [image
Thek saucy sweetness that do coin heaven’s
In stamps that are forbid; ’tis all as easy
Falsely to take away a life true made
As to put metal in restrained means
To make a false one. [earth.

Isttb. ’Tis set down so in heaven, but not in
Ang. Say you so? then I shall pore you

quickly.

Which had you rather,—that the most just law
How took your brother’s life; or, to redeem him
Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness
As she that he hath stain’d?

Jsab. Sk, beUeve this,

I had rather give my body than my soul.

Ang. I talk not for your soul; our compell’d
sins

Stand more for number than accompt.
Jsab. How say you?
Ang. Nay, I’ll not warrant that; for I can

speak
Against the thing I say. Answer to tMs;

—

I, now the voice of the recorded law.

Pronounce a sentence on your brother’s life:

Might there not be a chanty m sin,

To save this brother’s life?

Jsab. Please you to do ’t,

I’ll take it as a peril to my soul

It IS no sin at all, but charity.

Ang. Pleas’d you to do ’t at peril of your soul,

Were equal poise of sin and charity.

Jsab. That I do beg his life, if it be a sin.

Heaven let me bear it! you granting of my suit,

If that be sm, I’ll make it my mom prayer
To have it added to the faults of mine,
And nothing of your answer.
Ang. Nay, but hear me:

Your sense pursues not mine: either you are
ignorant

Or seem so, craftily; and that’s not good.
Jsab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good

But graciously to know I am no better.

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most
bright

When it doth tax itself: as these black masks
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder
Than beauty could, displayed.—But mark me;
To be received plain, I’ll speak more gross:
Your brother is to die.

Jsab. So.
Ang, And his offence is so, as it appears

Accountant to the law upon that pain.

Jsab. True.
Ang. Admit no other way to save his life,

—

As I subscribe not that, nor any other,

Butin the loss of question,—that you, his sister,

Finding yourself desir’d of such a person,
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place,
Could fetch your brother from the manacles
Of the aU-bindmg law; and that there were
No earthly mean to save him but that either
You must lay down the treasures of your body
To this suppos’d, or else let Mm suffer;

What would you do?
Jsab. As much for my poor brother as myself:

That is, were I under the terms of death,
Theimpression ofkeenwhips I’dwear as rubies,
And strip myself to death, as to a bed
That longing I have been sick for, ere I’d yield
My body up to shame.
Ang. Then must your brothOr die.

Jsab. And ’twere the cheaper way:
Better it were a brother died at once
Than that a sister, by redeeming him,
Should die forever. [sentence

Ang. Were not you, then, as cruel as the
That you have slandered so?

Jsab. Ignominy in ransom and free pardon
Are of two houses; lawful mercy is

Nothing akin to foul redemption. [tyrant;

Ang. You seem’d of late to make the law a
And rather prov’d the sliding of your brother
A merriment than a vice.



SCENE rv.] MEAStJRE FOE MEAStJEE 99

Isab. 0, pardoa me, my lord; it oft falls out,

To have what we would have, we speak not
what we mean:

I something do excuse the thing I hate,

For his advantage that I dearly love.

Ang. We are all frail,

Isab* Else let my brother die.

If not a feodary, but only he.

Owe, and succeed by weakness.
Ang. Nay, women are frail too,

Isab. Ay, as the glasses where they view
themselves;

Which are as easy broke as they make forms.
Women!—^Help heaven! men their creation mar
In profiting by them. Nay, caU us ten times

frail;

For we are soft as our complexions are,

And credulous to false prints.

Ang. I think it well:

And from this testimony of your own sex,

—

Since, 1 suppose, we are made to be no stronger

Than faults may shake our frames,—let me be
bold;—

I do arrest your words. Be that you are.

That is, a woman; if you be more, you’re none;
If you be one,—as you are well express’d
By aU extern^ warrants,—show it now
By putting on the destin’d livery. [lord,

Isab. I have no tongue but one: gentle, my
Let me entreat you, speak the former language.
Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you.
Isab. My brother did love Juliet; and you

tell me
That he shall die for it.

Anp. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love.

Isab. I know your virtue hath a license in ’t,

Which seems a little fouler than it is.

To pluck on others.

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour.
My words express my purpose.

Isab. Ha! little honour to be much believed,

And most pernicious purpose!—Seeming,
seeming!

—

I will proclaim thee, Angelo; took for ’t:

Sign me a present pardon for my brother
Or, with an outstretch’d throat, I’ll tell the world
Aloud what man thou art.

Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel?

My unsoil’d name, the austereness of my hfe,

My vouch against you, and my place i’ the state

Will so your accusation overweigh
That you shall stifle in your own report,

And smell of calumny. I have begun;
And now I give my sensual race the rein;

Fit thy consent to my shan? appetite;

Lay by all nicety and prolixious blushes
That banish what they sue for: redeem thy

brother
By yielding up thy body to my will;

Or else he must not only die the death.

But thy unkindness shall his death draw out
To lingering sufferance: answer me to-morrow,
Or, by the affection that now guides me most,
’ll prove a tyrant to him. As for you,

Say what you can, my false o’erweighs your
true. [Exit.

Isab. To whom shall I complain? Did I
tell tius,

Who would believe me? O perilous mouths,
That bearm them one and the self-same tongue

Either of condemnation or approof!

Bidding the law make court’sy to their will;

Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite,

To foliow as it draws ! I’ll to my brother

:

Thoughhe hath fallen by prompture ofthe blood,
Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour
That, had he twenty heads to tender down
On twenty bloody blocks, he’d yield them up
Before his sister should her body stoop

To such abhorr’d pollution.

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die:

More than our brother is our chastity.

I’ll tell him yet of Angelo’s request,

And fit his mind to death for his soul’s rest.

Scene I.

—

A Room in the Prison.

Enter Doke, Claudio, and Provost.

Duke. So, then you hope of pardon from
Lord Angelo?

Claud. The miserable have no othermedicine
But only hope:
I have hope to live, and am prepar’d to die.

Duke. Be absolute for death; either death or

hfe [with life,—

Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing [art,

That none but fools would keep; a breath thou
Servile to all the skiey influences

That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st.

Hourly afflict; merely, thou art death’s fool;

For him thou labour’st by thy flight to shun,
And yet runn’st toward him stdl. Thou art

not noble;

For all the accommodations that thou bear’st

Are nurs’d by baseness. Thou artbyno means
valiant;

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork
Of a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep.

And that thou oft provok’st; yet grossly fear’st

Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not
thyself:

For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains

That issue out of dust. Happy thou art not;

For what thou hast not, still thou striv’st to get;

And what thou hast, forgett’st. Thou art not
certain;

For thy complexion shifts to strange effects,

After the moon. If thou art rich, thou art poor;
For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows,
Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a Journey,
And death unloads thee. Fnend hast thou

none;
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire.

The mere effusion of thy proper loins,

Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum,
For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor

youth nor age,
But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep,

Dreaming on both: for all thy blessed youth
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms
Of palsied eld; and when thou art old and rich
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor

beauty, [this

To make thy riches pleasant. What’s yet in,

That bears the name of life? Yetm this life

Lie hid more thousand deaths: yet death we
fear.

That makes these odds all even.
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Cloud. I Jbtimbly thank you.
To sue to UTe» I find 1 seek to die;

Andy seeking death* find life. Let it coxae on.

Iseh, [TFfihiji.] What, hoi Peace here;

grace and good company!
Frou. Who’s there? come in: the wish de-

serves a welcome.
Duke, Bear sir, ere long I’H visit you again.

Claud, Most holy sir, 1 thank you.

Enter Isabella.

Iseh. My business is a word or two with
Claudio. [here’s your sister.

Prop, And very welcome. Look, signior,

Duke, Provost, a word with you.
Prop, 'As many as you please.

Duke, Bring me to hear them speak where
I may be conceal’d.

[Exeunt Bdke and Provost.
CUmd. Now, sister, what’s the comfort?

Isah. Why, as all comforts are; most good
in deed:

Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven,
Intends you for his swift embassador.
Where you shall be an everlasting lieger:

Therefore, yotu: best appointment make with

To-morrow you set on.

Claud, Is there no remedy?
Isab. None,butsuchremedyas,tosaveahead,

To cleave a heart in twain.

Claud, But is there any?
Isab. Yes, brother, you may live:

There is a devihsh mercy in the judge,

If you’ll implore it, that will free your Ufe,

But fetter you tlli death.

Claud. Perpetual durance?
‘ Isab. Ay, just perpetual durance; a restraint,

Though aUthe world’s vastidity you had,
To a determin’d scope.

Claud. But in what nature?
/sab. In such a one as, you consentmg to *t.

Would bark your honour from that trunk you
bear.

And leave you naked.
Claud, Let me know the point.

Isab. O, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake,
Lest thou a feverous Ufe shouldst entertain,

And six or seven winters more respect
Than a perpetual honour. Dar’st thou die?

‘ The sense of death is most in apprehension;
And the poor beetle that we tread upon,
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great
As when a giant dies.

Claud. Why give you me this shame?
Think you I can a resolution fetch
From fiowery tenderness? If 1 must die

I will encounter darkness as a bride.

And hug it in mine arms. [father’s grave
Isab. There spake my brother; there my

Bid utter forth a voice 1 Yes, thou must die

:

Thou art too noble to conserve a Ufe
In base appUances. This outward-sainted de-

puty,—
Whose settled visage and deUberate word
Nips' youth i’ the head, and folUes doth emmew

*As falcon doth the fowl,—is yet a devil;

His filth within bemg cast, he would appear
A pond as deep as hell.

Claud. The princely Angela?

Isab. O, ’tis the cunning livery of hell,

The damned’st body to invest and cover
In prmcely guards! Dost thou think, Claudio,
If I would yield him my virginity

Thott might’st be freed?

Claud, O, heavens! it cannot be.

Isab. Yes, he would give it thee, from this
rank offence

So to offend him still. This night’s the time
That I should do what 1 abhor to name,
Or else thou diest to-morrow..

Claud. Thou shalt not do ’t.

Isab, 0, were it but my life,

Pd throw it down for your deliverance

As frankly as a pin.

Claud. Thanks, dear Isabel.

Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-
morrow.

Claud, Yes.—^Has he affections in him
Thatthus can make him bite the lawby the nose
When he would force it? Sure it is no sin;

Or of the deadly seven it is the least.

Isab. Which is the least?

Cltaid. If it were damnable, he, being so wise.
Why would he for the momentary trick

Be perdurably fined?—0 Isabel!

Isab. What says my brother?

Claud. Death is a fearful thing.

Isab. And shamed life a hateful.

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not
where;

To Ue in cold obstruction, and to rot;

This sensible warm motion to become
A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit

To bathe in fiery floods or to reside >-

In thrilling regions of thick-nbbed ice;

To be imprison’d in the viewless winds.
And blown with restless violence round about
The pendent world; or to he worse than worst
Of those that lawless and incertain thoughts
Imagine howling!—’tis too horrible 1

The weariest and most loathed worldly life

That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment
Can lay on nature is a paradise
To what we fear of death.

Isab. Alas! alas!

Claud. Sweet sister, lei me live:

What sin you do to save a brother’s life

Nature dispenses with the deed so far
That it becomes a virtue.

Isab. O you beast!
O faithless coward! 0 dii^onest wretch!
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice?
Is ’t not a kind of incest to take life [I think?
From thine own sister’s shame. What should
Heaven shield my mother play’d my father

fair!

For such a warped slip of wilderness
Ne’erissued from his blood. Take my defiance

:

Die; perish! might but my bending down
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed:
I’ll pray a thousand prayers for thy death,—
No word to save thee.

Claud. Nay, hear me, Isabel.

Isab.
, 0 fie, fie, fiel

Thy sin’s not accidental, but a trade:
Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd:
'Tis best that thou diest quickly. [Going,

Claud, 0 hear me, Isabella.
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Duke. Vouchsafe a word,'ypuiig sister, but
one word.

Isab. What is your will?

DiJie. Might you dispense with your leisure

I would by and by have some speech with you:
the satisfabtion I would require is likewise
your own benefit.

Isab. I have no superfluous leisure; my stay

must be stolen out of other afiairs; tot I wdll

attend you awhile.

Duke. [To Claudio csaie.] Son, I have
overheard what hath passed between you and
your sister. Angelo had never the purpose to

corrupt her; only he hath made an essay of her
virtue to practise his judgment witih the dis*

position of natures; she, having the truth of

honour in her, hath made him that gracious
denial which he is most glad to receive: I am
confessor to Angelo, and I know this to be
true; therefore prepare yourself to death. Do
not satisfy your resolutmn with hopes that are
fallible: to-morrow you must die; go to your
knees and make ready.

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am
so out of love with life that 1 wiU sue to be rid
of it.

Duke. Hold you there. Farewell.
[Exit Claudio.

Re-enter Provost.

Provost, a word with you.
jProp, What’s your will, father?
Duke. That, now you are come, you will be

gone. Leave me a while with the maid; my
mind promises with my habit no loss shall

touch her by my company.
Prov. In good time. [Exit Provost.
Duke. The hand that hath made you fair

hath made you good: the goodness that is

cheap in beauty makes beauty brief in good-
ness: but grace, bemg the soul of your com-
plexion, should keep the body of it ever fair.

The assault that 'Angelo hath made to you,
fortune hath conveyed to my understanding;
and, hut that frailty hath examples for hisiall-

ing, I should wonder at Angelo. How will you
do to content this substitute, and to save your
brother?

Isab. 1 am now going to resolve him; I had
rather my brother die by the law than my son
should he unlawfully horn. But O, how much
is the good duke deceived in Angelo! If ever
he return, and I can speak to him, I will open
my bps in vain, or discover his government.
Duke. That shall not be much amiss: yet, as

the matter now stands, he will avoid your ac-
cusation; he made trial of you oidy.—There-
fore fasten your ear on my advisings; to the
love I have in doing good a remedy presents
itself. I do make myself believe that you may
most uprighteously do a poor wronged^dy a
merited benefit; redeem your brother Lroija the
angry law; do not stain to your own gr^ious
person; and much please the absent duke if,

S
eradventure,' he shall ever return to have
earing of this business.
Isab. Let me hear you speak further; I have

spirit to do anything that appears not foul ih
the truth of my spirit*

Duke, Virtue is bold, and goodness never
fearful. Haveyou notheard speak of Mariana,
the sister of Frederick the great soldier who
miscarried at sea?

Isab. 1 have heard of the lady, and good
words went with her name.
Duke. Her should this Angelo have married;

was affianced to her by oath, and the nupM
appointed: between which time-of the contract
and limit of the solemnityher brother Frederick
was wrecked at sea, having in that periiriied

vessel the dowry of his sister. But mark how
heavily this befell to the poor gentlewoman:
there she lost a noble and renowned brother,
in his love toward her ever most kind and
natural; with him the portion and sinew of her
fortune, her marriage-dowry; with both, her
combinate husband, this weB-seeming Angelo.

Isab. Can this he so? Did Angelo so leave
her?
Duke. Left her in her tears, and dried not

one of them wi& his comfort; swallowed his
vows whole, pretending, in her, discoveries of
dishonour; in few, bestowed her on her own
lamentation, which she yet wears for his sake;
and he, a marble to her tears, is washed with
them, but relents not.

Isab. What a merit were it in death to take
this poor maid from the world! What corrup-
tion in this life that it will let this man live!—
But how out of this can she avail?
Duke. It is a rupture that you may easily

heal, and the cure of ifnct only saves your
brother, hut keeps you from dishonour in doing

Isab. Show me how, good father.
Duke. This forenamed maid hath yet in her

the continuance of her first affection; his un-
just unkmdness, that in all reason should have
quenched her love, hath, like an impediment in
the cuf^ent, made it more violent and unruly.
Go you to Angelo; answer his requiring with a
plausible obedience; agree with his demands to
the point: only refer yourself to this advantage,—^first,*that your stay with him may not be long;
that the time may have all shadow and silence
in it; and the place answer to convenience: this
being granted in course, now foUows all. We
shall advise this wronged maid to stead up your
appointment, go in your place; if the encounter
acknowledge itself hereafter, it may compel hifin

to her recompense: and here, by this, is your
brother saved, your honour untainted, the poor
Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt deputy
scaled. The maid will I frame and make fit

for his attempt If you think well to carry this
as you may, the doubleness of the benefit de-
fends the deceit from reproof. What tiling

you of it?

Isab. Theimage ofitgivesme contentalready;
and I trust it will grow to a most Fospeious
perfection.

Duke. It lies much in your holding up.
Haste you speedily to Angelo: if for this night
he entieat you to his bed, give him promise of
satisfaction. I will presently to St Luke’s;
there, at the moated grange, resides this de-
jected Mariana. At that place call upon me;
and despatch with Angelo, that it may he
quickly.
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Isab. 1 thank you for this coitnfort. Fare

you well, good fatoer. [Exeunt severally.

Scene 11.—The Street before the Prison.

Enter Duke, cs a Friar; to him Elbow,
Clown, and Officers,

Elb, Nay, if there he no remedy for it, but
that you will needs buy and sellmen and women
like beasts, we shall have all the world drink
brown and white bastard.

Duke. O heavens! what stuff is here?
Clo. ’Twas never merry world since, of two

usuries, the merriest was put down, and the
worser allowed by order of law a furred gown
to keep him warm; and furred with fox and
lamb-skins, too, to signify that craft, being
richer than innocency, stands for the facing.

Elb. Come your way, sir.—Bless you, good
father friar.

Duke. And you, good brother father.

What offence hath this man made you, sir?

Elb. Marry, sir, he hath offended the law;
and, sir, we take him to be a thief too, sir, for

we have found upon him, sir, a strange picklock:

which we have sent to the deputy.

Duke. Fie, sirrah; a bawd, a wicked bawd!
The evU that thou causest to be done,
That is thy means to live. Do thou but think
What *tis to cram a maw or clothe a back
From such a filthy vice: say to thyself,

—

From their abominable and beastly touches
I drink, I eat, array myself, and live.

Canst thou believe thy living is a life,

So stinkingly depending? Go mend, go mend.
Clo. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir;

but yet, sir, I would prove—
Duke. Nay, if the devilhave given thee proofs

for sm,
Thou wilt prove his, Take himto prison, officer;

Correcton and instruction must both work .

Ere this rude beast will profit.

Elb. He must before the deputy, sir; he has
given him wanung: the deputy cannot abide a
whoremaster; if he be a whoremonger, and
comes before him, he were as good go a mile
on his errand.

Duke. That we were all, as some would seem
to be.

Free from our faults, as faults from seeming
free!

Elb. His neck will come to your waist, a
cord, sir.

Clo. I spy comfort; I cry bail! Here’s a
gentleman, and a friend of mine.

Enter Lucio.

Lucio. How now, noble Pompey? What, at
the heels of Caesar! Art thou led in triumph?
What, is there none of Pygmalion’s images,
newly made woman, to be had now, for putting
the handm the pocket and extractingitclutched?
What reply, ha? What say’st thou to this tune,
matter, and method? Is ’t not drowned i* the
last ram, ha? What say’st thou to ’t? Is the
world as it was, man? Which is the way? Is
it sad, and few words? or how? The trick of it?

Dufee. Still thus, and thus! still worse!
Lucio. How doth my dear morsel, thy mis-

tress? Procures she still, ha?

Clo. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her
beef, and she is herself in the tub.

Lucio. Why, ’tis good: it is the right of if
it must be so: ever your fresh whore and your
powdered bawd: an unshunned consequence;
It must be so. Art going to prison, Pompey?

Clo. Yes, faith, sir.
^ ^

Lucio. Why, ’tis not amiss, Pompey. Fare-
well; go, say I sent thee thither. For debt,
Pompey? or how?

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd-
Luao. Well, then, imprison him: if imprison-

ment be the due of a bawd, why, ’tis Ms right;

bawd is he doubtless, and of antiquity, too:
bawd-bom. Farewell, good Pompey. Com-
mend me to the pnson, Pompey, You
turn good husband now, Pompey; you will

keep the house.
Clo. I hope, sir, your good worship wiU be

my bail.

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey; it is

not the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase
your bondage: if you take it not patiently, why,
your mettle is the more. Adieu, trusty Pom-
pey.—Bless you, friar.

Duke. And you.

Lucio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey, ha?
Elb. Come your ways, sir; come.
Clo. You will not bail me then, sir?

Lucio. Then, Pompey, nor now,—^What
news abroad, friar? what news?

Elb. Come your ways, sir; come.
Lucio. Go,—to kennel, Pompey, go:

[Exeunt Elbow, Clown, and Officers.

What news, friar, of the duke?
Duke. I know hone. Can you tell me of

any? i

Lucio. Some say he is with the Emperor of
Russia; other sotne, he is in Rome: but where
is he, you think?/

Duke. I know uot where; but wheresoever,
Iwish him well,

Lucio. It was a mad fantastical trick of him
to steal from the state and usurp the beggary he
was never born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well
in his absence; he puts transgression to ’t.

Duke. He does well in *t.

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery would
do no harm in him: something too crabbed that
way, friar.

Duke. It is too general a vice, and severity

must cure it.

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a
great kindred; it is well allied: but it is impos-
sible to extirp it quite, friar, till eating and
drinking be put down. They say this Angelo
was not made by man and woman after the

downright way of creation: is it true think you?
Duke. How should he be made, then?
Lucio. Some report a sea-maid spawned him;

some, that he was begot between two stock-

fiishes.—But it Is Certain that, when he makes
water, his urine is congealed ice; that I know
to be true: and he is a motion ungenerative;

that’s infallible.

Duke, You are pleasant, sir, and speak apace.

Zrucio. Why, what a ruthless thing is this m
him, for the rebellion of a cod-piece to take

away the life of a man? Would the duke that

is absent have done this? Ere he would have



SCENE n.] MEASUBE FOB MEASTTEE 103

hanged a mail for the getting a hundred bas-

tards, he would have paid for the nursing a
thousand. He had some feeling of the sport;

he knew the service, and that instructed him
to mercy.
Duke. I never heard the absent duke much

detected for women; he was not inclined that

way-
Ludo. O, sir, you are deceived.

Duke. *Tis not possible.

Ludo. Who, not the duke? yes, your beggar
of fifty;—and Ms use was to put a ducat in her
clack-dish: the duke had crotchets in him. He
would be drunk too: that let me inform you.

Duke, You do him wrong, surely.

tudo. Sir, I was an inward of his. A shy
fellow was the duke: and I believe I know the

cause of his withdrawing.
Duke, What, I pr’ythee, might be the cause?
Ludo. No,—pardon;—^’tis a secret must he

locked within the teeth and the lips: but tMs
I can let you understand,—^the greater file of

the subject held the duke to be wise.

Duke. Wise? why, no question but he was.
Ludo. A very superficial, ignorant, im-

weighing fellow.

l^ke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or
mistaking; the very stream of Ms life, and the
business he hath helmed, must, upon a war-
ranted need, give Mm a better proclamation.
Let Mm be but testimonied in Ms own bring-

ings forth, and he shall appear to the envious a
scholar, a statesman, and a soldier. Therefore
you speak unskilfully; or, if your knowledge be
more, it is much darkened in your malice.

Ludo. Sir, I know Mm, and I love Mm.
Duke. Love talks with better knowledge,

and knowledge with dearer love.

Ludo, Come, sir, I know what I know.
Ikike. I can hardly believe that, since you

know not what you speak. But, if ever the
duke return,—as our prayers are he may,—let
me desire you to make your answer before Mm.
If it be honest you have spoke, you have cour-
age to maintain it: I am bound to call upon you;
and, I pray you, your name?
Ludo. Sir, my name is Lucio; well known

to the duke.
Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I

may live to report you.
Lucio. I fear you not.

Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no
more; or you imagine me too unhurtful an
opposite. But, indeed, 1 can do you little

harm: you’ll forswear this again.

Lucio. I’ll be hanged firstl thou art deceived
in me, friar. But no more of tMs. Canstthou
tell if Claudio die to-morrow or no?
Duke. Why should he die, sir?

Ludo. Why, for filling a bottle with a tun-
dish, I would the duke we talk of were re-

turned again: this ungenitured agent will un-
people the province with continency; sparrows
must not build in Ms house-eaves because they
are lecherous. The duke yet would have dark
deeds darkly answered; he would never bring
them to light: would he were retumedl
Marry, tMs Claudio 'is condemned for untrus-
smg. Farewell, good friar: I pr’ythee, pray
for me. The duke. I say to thee again, would

eat mutton on Fridays, He’s now past it; yet,

and I say to thee, he would mouth with a beggar
though she smelt brown bread and garlic: say
that I said so.—Farewell. [Exit.

Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality

Can censure ’scape; back-wounding calumny
The wMtest virtue strikes. What kmg so strong

Can tie the gaU up in the slanderous tongue?
But who comes here?

Enter Escalus, Provost, Bawd, and Officers

Escal. Go, away with her to prison.

Baivd. Good my lord, be good to me; your
honour is accounted a merciful man; good my
lord.

Escal. Double and treble admonition, and
still forfeit in the same kind? TMs would
make mercy swear and play the tyrant.

Prov. A bawd of eleven years’ contmuance,
may it please your honour.
Bawd. My lord, tMs is one Lucio’s informa-

tion against me: Mistress Kate Keepdown was
with child by him in the duke’s time; he prom-
ised her marriage; Ms child is a year and a

quarter old come PMHp and Jacob: I have
kept it myself; and see how he goes about to

abuse me.
Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much

licence:—let him be called before us.—Away
with her to prison. Go to; no more words.
[Exeunt Bawd and Officers.] Provost, my
brother Angelo will not be altered, Claudio
must die to-morrow: let Mm be furnished with
divines, and have all charitable preparation:
if my brother wrought by my pity it should not
be so with him.

Prov. So please you, this friar hath been
with Mm, and advised Mm for the entertain-

ment of death.

Escal. Good even, good father.

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you!
Escal. Of whence are you?
Ikike. Not of tMs country, though my chance

is now
To use it for my time: I am a brother
Of gracious order, late come from the see
In special business from Ms holiness.

Escal. What news abroad i’ the world?
Duke. None, but that there is so greata fever

on goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure
it: novelty is only in request; and it is as dan-
gerous to be aged in any kind of course as it is

virtuous to be constant in any undertaking.
There is scarce truth enough alive to make
societies secure; but security enough to make
feUowsMps accursed: much upon this riddle

runs the wisdom of the world. TMs news is

old enough, yet it is every day’s news. I pray
you, sir, of what disposition was the duke?

Escal. One that, above all other strifes, con-
tended especially to know himself.
Duke. What pleasure was he given to?
Escal. Bather rejoicing to see another merry,

thanmerry at anythingwMch professed tomake
him rejoice: a gentleman of all temperance.
But leave we him to Ms events, with a prayer
they may prove prosperous; and let me desire
to know how you find Claudio prepared. I am
made to understand that you have lent him
visitation.
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Duke, He inefesses to liave received no sini-

ster measure fromMs judge, but most wiUingiy

humbles himself to the determination of jus-

tice: yet had he framed to himself, by the in

stmction ofMs frailty, many deceiving promises

of life; wHch I, by my go^ leisure, have dis-

credited to him, and how is he resolved to die

Escd. You have paid the heavens your func-

tion and the prisoner the very debt of your call-

ing. 1 have laboured for the poor gendeman
to the eztremest shore of my modest; but my
brother justice have I found so severe that he
hath forcedme to tell him he is indeed—-justice.

Dtdte. If his own life answer the straitaess

of his proceeding, it shall become him weU,
wherein if he chance to fail, he hath sentenced
himself.

Escal I am going to visit the prisoner.

Fare you well*

Duke, Peace be with you I

[Exeunt Escal., and Prov.
He who the sword of heaven will bear
Should be as holy as severe;

Pattern in Mmself to know,
Grace to stand, and virtue go:

More nor less to others paying
Than by self-offences weighing.
Shame to him whose cruel striking

Kills for faults of his own liking!

Twice treble shame on Angelo,

To weed my vice and let Ms grow!
O, what may man witMn Mm hide,

Though angel on the outward side!

How may likenesses, made in crimes,

Making practice on the times,

Draw with idle spiders’ strings

Most pond’rous and substantial things!

Craft against vice I must apply;

With Angelo to-night shall lie

His old betrothed but desps’d;

So disguise shall, by the disguis’d.

Pay with falsehood false exacting.

And perform an old contracting. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—A Jfoom in Mariana’s House.

Mariana discovered sitting; a Bog singing.

SONG.
Take, O take those bps away,
That so sweetly were forsworn;
And those eyes, the break of day,

Lights that do mislead the mom:
But my kisses bring again,

Bring again;
Seals of love, but seal’d m vam,

Sealed in vain,

Mari, Break off thy song, and haste thee
q[Mck away;

Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice
Hath often still’d my brawling discontent.

[Exif Boy.

Enter Duke.
I cry you mercy, sir; and well could wish
You had not found me here so musical:
Let me excuse me, and believe me so, [woe,
My mirth it much displeas’d, but pleas’d my
Duke, ’Tis good: though music oft hath such

a charm

To make bad good and good provoke to harm.
I pray you, tell me, hath anybody inquired for
me here to-day? much upon tMs tune have 1
promised here to meet.
Mari. You have not been inquired after; I

have sat here all day.

Enter Isabella.

Duke, I do constantly believe you,—The
time is come even now. I shall crave your
forbearance a little: may be I will call upon you
anon, for some advantage to yourself.

Man. I am always bound to you. [Exit,

Duke. Very well met, and welcome.
Wbat is the news from tMs good deputy?

Isab. He hath a garden circummur’d with
bnck,

Whose western side is with a vineyard back’d;
And to that vineyard is a planched gate
That makes Ms opening with tMs bigger key;
TMs other doth command a little door
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads;
There have I 'made my promise to call on him
Upon the heavy middle of the night.

Duke. But shall you on your knowledge find
this way?

Isab. I have ta’en a due and wary note upon ’t;

With wMspering and most gmlty diligence,

In action all of precept, he did show me
The way twice o’er.

Duke. Are there no other tokens
Between you ’greed concerningher observance?

Isab. No, none, but only a repair i’ the dark;
And that I have possess’d Mm my most stay
Can be but bnef : for 1 have made Mm know
I have a servant comes with me along,
That stays upon me; whose persuasion is

I come about my brother.

Duke, ’Tis well borne up.
I have not yet made known to Mariana.
A word of tMs.—What, ho! within! come forth.

Re-enter Mariana.

I pray you be acquainted with tMs maid;
She comes to do you good.

Isab. I do desire the like.

Duke. Do you persuade yourself that I re-
spect you?

Mari. Good friar, I know you do, and I
have found it. [the hand,

Duke, Take, then, tMs your companion by
Who hath a story ready for your ear:
I shall attend your leisure; but make haste;
The vaporous night approaches.
Mari. Will ’t please you walk aside?

[Exeunt Mari, and Isab.
Duke. 0 place and greatness, millions of

false eyes
Are stuck upon thee! volumes of report
Runwiththese false andmostcontranous quests
Upon thy doings! thousand ’scapes of wit
Make thee the father of their idle dream,
And rack thee in their fancies!—Welcome!

How agreed?

Re-enter Mariana and Isabella.

Isab. She’ll take the enterprise upon her,

father,

If you advise it.

Duke. It is not my consent,
But my entreaty too.
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Isab, Little have you to say.

When you depart from Mm, but, soft and low,

Remember now mu brother,

Mari. Fear me not.

Duke, Hor, gentle daughter, fear you not at

all:

He is your husband on a pre-contract:

To bring you thus together ’tis no sin,

Sith that the justice of your title to him
Doth flounsh the deceit. Come, let us go;

Our corn’s to reap, for yet our tilth’s to sow.
[Exeunt.

Scene II.—A Room in the Prison.

Enter Provost and Clown.

Prov. Come Mther, sirrah. Can you cut off

a man’s head?
Clo, If the man be a bachelor^ sir, I can:

j
but if he be a mamed man, he is Ms wife’s head,

^and I can never cut off a woman’s head.
' Prov. Come, sir, leave me your snatches

and yield me a direct answer. To-morrow
morning are to die Claudio and Bamardine.
Here is in our pnson a common executioner,

who in Ms office lacks a helper; if you will take

it on you to assist Mm, it shall redeem youfrom
your gyves; if not, you shall have your fulltime
of imprisonment, and your dehverance with an
unpitied whippmg; for you have been a no-
tonous bawd.

Clo. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd time
out of mind; but yet I wiU be content to be a
lawful hangman. I would be glad to receive

some instruction from my fellow-partner.

Prov. What ho, Abhorsonl Where’s Ab-
horson, there?

Enter Abhoi^on.

Abhor. Do you call, sir?

Prov. Sirrah, here’s a fellow will help you
to-morrow in your execution. If you tMnk it

meet, compound with Mm by the year, and let

Mm abide here with you; if not, use him for the
present, and dismiss him. He cannot plead
Ms estimation with you; he hath been a bawd.

Abhor, A bawd, sir? Fie upon him; he will

discredit our mystery. '

'

Prov. Go to, sir; you weigh equally; a
feather turn the scale. '' [Exit
'''TToTPrayj’ sir^ by youF good favour,—^for,

surely, sir, a good favour you have, but that you
have a hangmg look,—do you call, sir, your
occupation a mystery?

Abhor. Ay, sir; a mystery.
Clo. Paintmg, sir, I have heard say, is a mys-

tery; and your whores, sir, being members of

my occupation, using painting, do prove my
occupation a mystery: but what mystery there
should be in hanging, if I should be hanged, I
cannot imagine.

Abhor. Sir, it is a mystery.
Clo. Proof.
Abhor: Every true man’s apparel fits your

tMef : if it be too little for your ^ef, your true
man tMnks it big enough; if it be too big for

your tMef, your tMef tMnks it little enough: so
every true man’s apparel fits your tMef.

Re-enter Provost.
* Prov. Are you agreed?

Clo. Sir, 1 will serve him; for I do find your
hangman is a more penitent trade than your
bawd; he doth oftener ask forgiveness.

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and
your axe to-morrow four o’clock.

Abhor. Come on, bawd; I wiU instruct thee
in my trade; follow.

Clo. 1 do desire to learn, sir; and I hope, if

you have occasion to use me for your own turn,

you shall find me yare: for, truly, sir, for your
kindness I owe you a good turn.

Prov. Call Mther Bamardine and Claudio.

[Exeunt Clo. and Abhor.
One has my pity; not a jot the other.

Being a murderer, though he were my brother.

Enter Claudio.

Look, here’s the warrant, Claudio, forthy death:
’Tisnow dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow
Thou must be made immortal. Where’s Bar-

nardine? [labour
Claud. As fast lock’d up in sleep as guiltless

When it lies starkly in the traveller’s bones:
He wiU not wake.

Prov. Who can do good on Mm?
Well, go, prepare yourself. But, hark! what

noise? [l^nocking within.

Heaven give your spirits comfort!
[Exit Claudio.

By and by!

—

I hope it is some pardon or reprieve

For most gentle Claudio.—Welcome, father.

Enter Duke.

Duke. The best and wholcsomest spirits of
the night [of late?

Envelop you, good provost! Who call’d here
Prov. None, since the curfew rung.
Duke. Not Isabel?
Prov. No.
Duke. They will, then, ere ’t be long,
Prov, What comfort is for Claudio?
Duke. There’s some in hope.
Prov. It is a hitter deputy.

Duke. Not so, not so; Ms life is parallel’d

Evenwith the stroke and line ofMs great justice;
He doth with holy abstinence subdue
That in himself wMch he spurs on Ms power
To qualify in others: were he meal’d
With that wMch he corrects, then were he

t^annous;
ButtMsbeing so, he’sjust—Nowaretheycome.

[Knocking within.—Provostgoes out.
TMs is a gentle provost: seldom when
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men.

—

How now? what noise? That spirit’s possess’d
with haste [strokes.

That wounds the unsisting postern with these

Provost returns^ speaking to one at the door.

Prov. There he must stay until the officer

Arise to let him in; he is call’d up. [yet,

Duke. Have you no countermand tor Claudio
But he must die to-morrow?
Prov. None, sir, none.
Duke. As near the dawning, Provost, as it is,

You shall hear more ere morning.
Prov. Happily

You something know; I believe there comes
No countermand; no such example have we:
Besides, upon the very siege of justice,
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Lord Angelo hath, to the public ear
Profess’d the contrary.

Enter a Messenger.

Duke^ This is his lordship’s man,
Prov. And here comes Claudio’s pardon.
Mess. My lord hath sent you this note; and

by me this further charge, that you swerve not
from the smallest article of it, neither in time,
matter, or other circumstance. Good-morrow;
for as I take it, it is almost day.

Prov. 1 shall obey him. [Exit Messenger.
Duke. This is his pardon; purchas’d by such

sin, [Aside.

For which the pardoner himself is in:

Hence hath offence his quick celerity

When It IS borne in high authority:

When vice makes mercy, mercy’s so extended
Thatforthe fault’sioveisthe offenderfriended.
How, sir, what news?

Prov. I told you: Lord Angelo, hehke think-

ing me remiss in mine office, awakens me with
this unwonted puttmg on; methinks strangely,

for he hath not used it before.

Duke, Pray you, let’s hear.
Prov. [Reads.] Whatsoever you may hear to

the contrary, let Claudio be executed by four of
ike clock; and, in the afternoon, Barnardine:

for my better satisfaction, let me have Claudio*s
head sent me by Jive. Let this be duly per-

formed; with a thought that more depends on
it than we must yet deliver. Thus fail not to

do your office, asyou will answer it at yourperil.
What say you to this, sir?

Duke. What is that Barnardine who is to be
executed in the afternoon?

Prov. A Bohemian bom; but here nursed up
and bred: one that is a prisoner mne years old.

Duke. How came it that the absent duke had
not either delivered him to his liberty or ex-
ecuted him? I have heard it was ever his man-
ner to do so.

Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for
him: and, indeed, his fact, till now in the gov-
ernment of Lord Angelo, came not to an un-
doubtful proof.

Duke. Is it now apparent?
Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by him-

self.

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in
prison? How seems he to be touched?

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more
dreadfully but as a dmnken sleep; careless,

reckless, and fearless of what’s past, present,
or to come; insensibly of mortality and desper-
ately mortal.

ikike. He wants advice.

prov. He will hear none; he hath evermore
had the liberty of the prison; give him leave to

escape hence, he would not: drunk many times
a-day, if not many days entirely drunk. We
have very often awaked him, as if to carry him
to execution, and showed him a seeming war-
rant for it: it hath not moved him at all.

Duke, More ofMm anon. There is written
in your brow, Provost, honesty and constancy:
if I read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles
me; but in the boldness of my cunning I will
lay myself in hazard. Claudio, whom here you
have a warrant to execute, is no greater forfeit

to the law than Angelo who hath sentenced
him. To make you understand this in a mani-
fested effect, I crave but four days’ respite; for
the which you are to do me fcoth a present *aad
a dangerous courtesy.

Prov. Pray, sir, in what?
Duke. In the delaying death.
Prov. Alack! how may I do it? having the

hour limited; and an express command, under
penalty, to deliver his head in the view of
Angelo? X may make my case as Claudio’s
to cross this m the smallest.

*

Duke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant
you, if my instructions may be your guide.
Let this Barnardine be this morning executed*
and his head borne to Angelo.

*

Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will
discover the favour.

Duke. O, death’s a gread disguiser: and you
may add to it. Shave the head and tie the
beard; and say it was the desire of the penitent
to be so bared before his death. You Imow the
course is common. If anything fall to you upon
this, more than thanks and good fortune, by the
saint whom I profess, I will plead against it

with my life.

Prov. Pardon me, good father; it is against
my oath.

Duke. Were you sworn to the duke, or to
the deputy?

Prov. To him and his substitutes.

Duke. You will think you have made no
offence if the duke avouch the justice of your
deahng?

Prov. But what likelihood is in that?
Duke. Hot a resemblance, but a certainty,

yet since I see yu fearful that neither my coat,

integnty, nor my persuasion can with ease at-

tempt you, I will go further than I meant, to
pluck all fears out of you. Look you, sir, here
IS the hand and seal of the duke. You know
the character, I doubt not; and the signet is

not strange to you.

Prov. I know them both.

Duke. The contents of this is the return of

the duke; you shall anon over-read it at your
pleasure; where you shall find, witMn these
two days he will be here. This is a tMng that
Angelo knows not: for he this very day receives

letters of strange tenor: perchance the duke’s
death; perchance entering into some monastery;
but, by chance, nothing of what is writ. Look,
the unfolding star calls up the shepherd- Put
not yourself into amazement how these things

should be: all difficulties are but easy when
they are known. Call your executioner, and off

with Barnardine’s head: I will give him a pres-

ent shrift, and advise him for a better place.

Yet you are amazed: but this shall absolutely

resolve you. Come away; it is almost clear

dawn. [Exeunt

Scene III.

—

Another Room in the same.

Enter Clown.

Clo, I am as well acquainted here as I was
in our house of profession: one would think it

were Mistress Overdone’s own house, for here

be many of her old customers. First, here’s

young Master Rash; he’s in for a commodity
of brown paper and old ginger, ninescore and
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seventeen pounds; of which he made five marks*
ready money: marry, then, ginger, was not

much in request, for the old women were all

dead. Then is there here one Master Caper,

at the suit of Master Threepile the mercer, for

some four suits of peach>coloured satin, which
now peaches him a beggar. Then have we here

young Bizy, and young Master Peepvow, and
Master Copperspur, and Master Starvelackey
the rapier and dagger-man, and young Dropheir
that killed lusty Pudding, and Master Forth-

right the filter, and brave Master Shoetie the

great traveller, and wild Halfcan that stabbed
Pots, and, I think, forty more; all great doers
in our trade, and are now “for the Lord’s sake.”

JSnter Abhorson

Abhor. Sirrah, bring Bamardine hither.

Clo. Master Bamardine! you must rise and
be hanged, Master Bamardine!

Abhor. What, ho, Bamardine!
Barnar. [Within.] A pox 0’ your throats!

Who makes that noise there? What are you?

Clo. Your friend, sir; the hangman. You
must be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death.

Barnar, [Within.] Away, you rogue, away;
I am sleepy.

Abhor. Tell him he must awake, and that

quickly too.

Clo. Pray, Master Bamardine, awake till

you are executed, and sleep afterwards.

Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out.

Clo. He is coming, sir, he is coming; I hear
his straw rustle.

Enter Barnardine.

Abhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrah?

Clo. Very ready, sir.

Barnar. How now, Abhorson? what’s the
news with you?

Abhor. Truly, sir; I would desire you to clap

into your prayers; for, look you, the warrant’s
come.

Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking

all mght; I am not fitted for ’t.

Clo. O, the better, sir; for he that drinks

all night and is hanged betimes in the morning
may sleep the sounder all the next day.

Enter Duke.

Abhor. Look you, sir, here comes your
ghostly father. Do we jest now, think you?
Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hear-

ing how hastily you are to depart, I am come to

advise you, comfort you, and pray with you.
Barnar. Friar, not I; I have been drinking

hard all night, and I will have more time to

prepare me, or they shall beat out my brains
with billets: I will not consent to die this day,
that’s certain.

Duke. 0, sir, you must; and therefore, I
beseech you,

Look forward on the journey you shall go.

Barnar. 1 swear I will not die to-day for

any man’s persuasion.
Duke. But hear you,

—

Barnar. Not a word; if you have anjdhing to

say to me, come to my ward; for thence will

not I to-day. [Exit,

G

Duke. Unfit to live or die. 0 gravel heart!

—

After him, fellows; bring him to the block.

[Exeunt Abhor, and Clown.

Enter Provost.

Pro V. Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner?
Duke. A creature unprepar’d, unmeet for

death;

And to transport him in the mind he is

Were damnable.
Prov. Here in the prison, father.

There died this morning of a cruel fever

One Ragozine, a most notonous pirate,

A man of Claudio’s years; Ms beard and head
Just of Ms colour. What if we do omit
TMs reprobate till he were well inclined;

And satisfy the deputy with the visage
Of Ragozme, more like to Claudio?
Duke. O, ’tis an accident that Heaven pro-

vides!
Despatch it presently; the hour draws on
Pre&c’d by Angelo: see tMs be done,
And sent according to command; wMles I

Persuade tMs rude wretch wilhngly to die.

Prov. This shall be done, good father, pres-

sently.

But Bamardine must die tMs afternoon:
And how shall we continue Claudio,
To save me from the danger that might come
If he were known alive?

Duke. Let tMs be done;

—

Put them in secret holds; both Barnardine and
Claudio. fing

Ere twice the sun hath made his journal greet-

To the under generation, you shall find

Your safety mamfested.
Prov. I am your free dependent.
Duke. Quick, despatch,

And send the head to Angelo.
[Exit Provost.

Now will I write letters to Angelo,—
-

(tents

The provost, he shall bear them,—whose con-
Shall witness to Mm I am near at home,
And that, by great injunctions, I am bound
To enter pubhcly: Mm I’ll desire

To meet me at the consecrated fount,

A league below the city; and from thence,
By cold gradation and weal-balanced form.
We shall proceed with Angelo.

Re-enter Provost,

Prov. Here is the head; I’ll carry it myself.

Duke. Convementisit Make a swift return;

For I would commune with you of such things

That want no ear but yours.
JProy. I’ll make all speed. [Exit.

Isab. [Within.] Peace, ho, be here!
Duke. The tongue of Isabel.—She’s come

to know
If yet her brother’s pardon be come hither:

But I will keep her ignorant of her good,
To make her heavenly comforts of despair

When it is least expected.

Enter Isabella.

Jsab. Ho, by your leave!
Duke, Good morning to you, fair and gra-

cious daughter.
Isab* The better, given me by so hbly a man.

Hath yet the deputy sent my brother’s pardon?
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l>uke. He hath released him, Isabel, from
the world:

His head is off and seat to Angelo.
/sab. Nay, but it is not so.

iJufte. It is no other:

Show your wisdom, daughter, in your close

patience.

Isab. 0, 1 will to him and pluck out his eyes.

i)uAe. You shall not be admitted to his sight.

Isab. Unhappy Claudio! Wretched Isabel!

Injurious world! Most damned Angelo!
Duke. This nor hurts him nor profits you a

jot;

Forbear it, therefore; give your cause to Heaven.
Mark what I say; which you shall find

By every syllable a faithful verity:

The duke comes home to-morrow;—nay, dry
your eyes;

One of our convent, and his confessor,

Givesme thisinstance. Alreadyhe hath carried

Notice to Escalus and Angelo,

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates.

There to give up their power. If you can,

pace your wisdom
In that good path that I would wish it go.

And you shah have your bosom on this wretch,

Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart,

And general honour.
Isab. I am directed by you.

Duke. This letter, then, to Fnar Peter give;

’Tis that he sent me of the duke’s return:

Say, by this token, I desire his company
At Manana’s house to-night. Her cause and

yours
I’h perfect hun withal; and he shall bring you
Before the duke; and to the head of Angelo
Accuse him home, and home. Formy poor self,

I am combmed by a sacred vow,
And shah be absent. Wend you with this letter.

Command these fretting waters from your eyes
With a light heart; trust not my holy order

If I pervert your course,—Who’s here?

Enter Lucio.

Lucio. Good even,
Friar; where is the provost?
Duke. Not within, sir.

Lucto. 0, pretty Isabeha, I am pale at mine
heart to see thine eyes so red: thou must be
patient: I am fain to dine and sup with water
and bran; I dare not for my head fiU my behy
one fnutful meal would set me to ’t. But they
say the duke will be here to-morrow. By my
troth, Isabel, I loved thy brother. If the old
fantastical duke of dark comers had been at
home, he had lived. [Exit Isabella.

J)ufee. Sir, the duke is marvellous little be-
holding to your reports; but the best is, he
lives not in them.

Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so
well as I do: he*s a better woodman than thou
takest him for. [Fare ye well.

Duke. Well, you’U answer this one day.
Lucio. Nay, tarry; I’ll go along with thee;

I can tell thee pretty tales of the duke,
Duke. You have told me too many of him

already, sir, if they be tme: if not true, none
were enou^.

lucio. I was once before him for getting a
wench with child.

Duke. Did you such a thing?
Lucio. Yes, marry, did I: but was fain’ to

forswear it; they would else have married me
to the rotten medlar.
DuAe. Sir, your company is fairer than hon-

est. Rest you well.

Lucio. By my troth, I’ll go with thee to the
lane’s end. If bawdy talk offend you, we’ll
have very little of it. Nay, fnar, I am a kind
of burr; I shall stick. [Exeunt^

Scene IV.—A Room in Angelo’s House,

Enter Angelo and Escalus.

Escal. Every letter he hath writ hath dis-
vouched other.

Ang. In most uneven and distracted manner.
His actions show much like to madness; pray
heaven his wisdom be not tainted! And why
meet him at the gates, and re-deWer our
authonties there?

Escal. I guess not.

Ang. And why should we proclaim it in an
hour before his entering, that if any crave re-
dress of injustice, they should exhibit their pe-
titions in the street?

Escal. He shows his reason for that: to have
a despatch of complaints; and to deliver us
from devices hereafter, which shall then have
no power to stand against us.

Ang. Well, I beseech you, let it be pro-
claimed:

Betimes i* the mom I’ll call you at your house:
Give notice to such men of sort and suit

As are to meet him.
Escal. I shall, sir: fare you well. [Fxff.

Ang. Goodnight.— [nant,

Thisdeedunshapesme quite, makesme unpreg-

And dull to all proceedings. A deflower’d maid!
And by an eminent body that enforced
The law against it!—But that her tender shame
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss.

How might she tongue me? Yet reason dares
her—no;

For my authority hears a credent bulk,

That no particular scandal once can touch
But it confounds the breather. He should

have liv’d, [sense,

Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous
Might in the times to come have ta’en revenge,
By so receiving a dishonour’d life

With ransom of' such shame. Would yet he
had liv’d!

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot,

Nothing goes right; we would, and we would
not. [Exit.

Scene V.—Fields without the Town.

Enter Dtjke in his own habit, and Friar
Peter.

Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me.
IGiving letters.

The provost knows our purpose and our plot.

The matter being afoot, keep your instruction

,

And hold you ever to our special drift;

Though sometimes you do blench from this to

that [])ouse.

As cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavius’
And tell him where 1 stay: give the like notice

,

To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus,



MEAST7EE FOE MEASUBE X09

And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate;

But send me Flavius first.

F. Peter* It shall be speeded well.

[Exit Friajr.

Enter Vakrius.

Duke* I thank thee, Vaxrius; thou hast made
good haste: [foiends

Come, we will walk. There’s other of our

Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius.

[Exeunt

Scene VI.

—

Street near the City Gate*

Enter Isabella, and Mabiana.

Isah* To speak so indirectly I am loath;

I wotfid say the truth; but to accuse him so.

That is your part: yet i’m advis’d to do it;

He says, to VailfuU purpose.

Mari. Be ruled by him.
Isab. Besides, he tells me that, if peradven-

ture

He speak against me on the adverse side,

I should not think it strange; for ’tis a physic

That’s bitter to sweet end.
Mari. I would friar Peter.

—

/sab. 0, peace; the friar is come.

Enter Friar Peter

F. Peter* Come, I have found you out a
Btand most fit,

Where you may have such vantage on the duke
He shdl not pass you. Twice have the trum-

pets sounded;
The generous and gravest citizens

Have hent the gates, and very near upon
The duke is entering; therefore, hence, away.

[Exeunt*
ACT V.

Scene I.—-A public ^Place near the City Gate*

Mariana (veiled), Isabella, and Peter, at

a distance* Enter at opposite doors IDuke,

Varrius, Lords; Angelo, Escalus, Lucio,

,

Provost, Officers, and Citizens.

Duke* My very worthy cousin, fairly met;

—

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see
you. [royal grace I

Ang. and Escal. Happy return be to your
Duke* Manyandheartythankingstoyouboth.

,We have made inquiry of you; and we hear
Such goodness of your justice that our soul

Cahnot but yield you forth to public thanks,

Forerunning more requitaL

Ang, You make my bonds still greater,

Duke* O, your desert speaks loud; and I

should wrong it

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom.
When it deserves, with characters of brass,

A forted residence ’gainst the tooth of time
And rasure of oblivion. Give me your hand.
And let the subject see, to make them know
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim

Favours that keep within.—Come, Escalus;

You must walk by us on our other hand:
And good supporters are you.

Peter and Isabelle comforward*

F* Peter* Now is your time; ^eak loud,
* and kneel before him* [regard

’ Isab* Justice, O royal duko! Vail your
Upon' a wrong’d, I’d fain have said, a maidt

0 worthy prince, dishonour not your eye
By throwing it on any other object
Till you have heard me in my true complaint.
And give me justice, justice, justice, justice 1

Duke* Relate your wrongs. In what? By
whom? Be brief:

Here is Lord Angelo shall give you justice.

Reveal yourself to him.
Isab. 0, worthy duke,

You bid me seek redemption of the devil;

Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak
Must either punish me, not being believ’d,
Or wrmg redress from you; hear me, O, hear

me here. [firm:

Ang* My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not
She hath been a suitor to me for her brother.
Cut ofi by course of justice.

hab. By course of justice!

Ang. And she will speak most bitterly and
strange. [I speak:

Isab. Most strange, but yet most truly, will

That Angelo’s forsworn, is it not strange?
That Angelo’s a murderer, is ’t not strange?
That Angelo is an adulterous thief,

An hypocrite, a virgin-violator,

Is It not strange and strange?
Duke. Nay, it is ten times strange.
Isab* It is not truer he is Angelo

Than this is all as true as it is strange:
Nay, it is ten times true; for truth is truth
To the end of reckoning.
DuJw* Away with herl—^Poor soul.

She speaks this in the infirmity of sense.
Isab* O pnnce, I conjure ^ee, as thou

believ’st

There is another comfort than this world,
That'thou neglect me not with that opinion
That I am touch’d with madness: make not

impossible [sible

That which but seems unlike; ^tis notimpos-
But one, the wicked’st caitifi on the ground,
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute
As Angelo; even so may Angelo, '

In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms.
Be an arch-villain; believe it, royal prince,

If he be less, he’s nothing; but he’s more,
Had I more name for badness.
Duke* By mine honesty,

If she be mad, as I believe no other,

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense,

Such a dependency of thing on thing,

As e’er I heard in madness.
Isab. 0 gracious duke,

Harp not on that: nor do not banish reason
For inequality; but let your reason serve
To make the truth appear where it seems hid
And hide the false sl^ems true.

Duke. Many that are not mad:
Have, sure, more lack of reason.—What would *

you say?
Isab. I am the sister of one Claudio,

CondenoLu’d upon the act of fornication

To lose his head; condemn’d by Angelo:
I, in probation of a sisterhood,

Was sent to by my brother: one Lucio
As then the messenger;

—

Irucio. That’s I, an’t like your grace:

1 came to her from Claudio, and de^d her
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo
For her poor brother’s pardon.
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Isab, That’s he, indeed.

Duke. Yott were not hid to speak.

Lucio. Ho, my good lord

Nor wish’d to hold my peace.

Duke. I wish you now, then

Pray you, take note of it: and when you have
A business for yourself, pray Heaven you then

Be perfect.

Lucio. I warrant your honour. [to it.

Duke. The warrant’s for yourself; take heed
Isab. This gentleman told somewhat of my

tale.

lucio. Right. [wrong

Duke. It may be right; but you are in the

To speak before your time.—Proceed.

Isab. I went
To this pernicious caitiff deputy.

Duke. That’s somewhat madly spoken.

Isab. Pardon it;

The pitoase is to the matter.

Duke. Mended agam. The matter;—^pro-

ceed.

Isab. Inbrief,—to set theneedless process by.
How I persuaded, how I pray’d, and kneel’d;

How he refell’d me, and how I replied,

—

For this was of much length,—^the vile con-
clusion

I now begin with grief and shame to utter:

He would not, but by gift of my chaste body
To his concupiscible intemperate lust.

Release my brother; and, after much debate-
ment,

My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour,
And I did jield to him. But the next mom

betimes,
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant
For my poor brother’s head.
Duke. This is most likely..

Isab. 0, that it were as like as it is truel

Duke, By heaven, fond wretch, thou know’st
not what thou speak’st,

Or else thou art suborn’d against his honour
In hateful practice. First, his integrity

Stands without blemish:—^next, it imports no
reason

That with such vehemency he should pursue
Faults proper to himself: if he had so offended,
He would have weigh’d thy brother by himself.
And not have cut him off. Some one hath set

you on;
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice
Thou cam’st here to complain.

Isab. And is this all?

Then, 0 you blessed ministers above.
Keep me m patience; and, with ripen’d time,
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up
In countenanceI—Heaven shield your gi;ace

from woe,
As I, thus wrong’d, hence unbelieved go!
Duke. I know you’d fain be gone.—An

officer!

To prison with her!—Shall we thus permit
A blastmg and a scandalous breath to fall

On him so near us? This needs must be a
practice.

Who knew of your intent and coming hither?
Isab. One that I would were here, friar

Lodowick. '

DuAe. A ghostly father, belike. Who knows
that Lodowick?

Lucio. My lord, I know him; ’tis a meddling
friar. [lord

I do not like the man: had he been lay, my
For certam words he spake agamst your grace
In your retirement, I had swing’d him soundly.
Duke. Words against me? This a good

friar, belike!

And to set on this wretched woman here
Against our substitute!—Let this friar be found.

Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that
fnar

I saw them at the prison: a saucy friar,

A very scurvy fellow.

F. Peter. Bless’d be your royal grace!
I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard
Your royal ear abus’d. First, hath this woman
Most wrongfully accus’d your substitute;

WTho is as free from touch or soil with her
As she from one ungot.

Duke. We did believe no less.

Know you that friar Lodowick that she speaks
of? (holy;

F. Peter. I know him for a man divine and
Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler,
As he’s reported by this gentleman;
And, on my trust, a man that never yet
Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace.

Lucio. My lord, most vilbnously; believe it.

F, Peter. Well, he in time may come to clear

himself;
But at this instant he is sick, my lord,

Of a strange fever Upon his mere request,—
Being come to knowledge that there was com-

plaint

Intended ’gainst Lord Angelo,—came I hither
To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth

know
Is true and false; and what he, with his oath
And all probation, will make up full clear,

Whensoever he’s convented. First, for this

woman

—

To justify this worthy nobleman,
So vulgarly and personally accus’d,—
Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes,
Till she herself confess it.

Duke. Good friar, let’s hear it,

[Isabella is earned of, guarded; and
Mariana comes forward.

Do you not smile at this. Lord Angelo?

—

O heaven! the vanity of wretched fools!

Give us some seats.—Come, cousin Angelo;
In this I’ll be impartial; be you judge
Of your own cause.—Is this the witness, friar?

First, let her show her face, and after speak.
Mari. Pardon, my lord; I will not show ray

Until my husband bid me. face
Duke. What! are you married?
Mari. No, my lord.

Duke. Are you a maid?
Mari, No, my lord.

Duke. A widow, then?
Mari. Neither, my lord.

Duke. Why, you
Axe nothing then;—^neither maid, widow, nor

wife?
Ludo. My lord, she may be a punk; for many
them are neither maid, widow, nor wife.

Duke. Silence that fellow: I would he had
some cause

To prattle for himself.
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tudo„ Well, my lord. [married;

Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne*er was
Md I confess, besides, I am no maid:
I have known my husband; yet my husband

knows not
That ever he knew me.

Lucio. He was drunk, then, my lord; it can
be no better.

Diiks. For the benefit of silence, would thou
wert so too.

lAicto. Wen, my lord.

Duke. This is no witness for Lord Angelo.
Mart How I come to 't, my lord:

She that accuses him of fornication,

In self-same manner doth accuse my husband;
And charges him, my lord, with such a time
When Pil depose I had him in mine arms,
With all the effect of love.

Ang. Charges she more than me?
Afari. Hot that I know.
Duke. Ho? you say, your husband.
Mari. Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo.

Who thinks he knows that be ne’er knew my
body,

But knows he thinks that he knows Isabel’s.

Arm. This is a strange abuse.—Let’s see thy
face. [mask.

Mari. My husband bids me; now I un-
[Unveilmg.

This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, [on:

Whi<?h once thou swor’st was worth the looking

This is the hand which, with a vow’d contract,

Was fast belock’d in thine: this is the body
That took away the match from Isabel.

And did supply thee at thy garden-house
In her imagm’d person.

Duke, Know you this woman?
Lucio. Carnally, she says.

Duke, Sirrah, no more.
lucio. Enough, my lord. [woman;
Ang. My lord, I must confess I know this

And five years since there was some speech of

marriage
Betwixt myself and her; which was broke off

Partly for that her promis’d proportions

Came short of composition; but m chief

For that her reputation was disvalued

In levity; since which time of five years [her,

I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from
Upon my faith and honour.

jifari. Noble prince,

As there comes light from heaven and words
from breath,

As there is sense in truth and truth in virtue,

I am affianc’d this man’s wife as strongly

As words could make up vows: and, my good
lord, [house,

But Tuesday night last gone, in his garden-
He knew me as a wife. As this is true.

Let me in safety raise me from my knees,
Or else for ever be confixed here,

A marble monument I

Ang. 1 did but smile till now:
How, good my lord, give me the scope of

justice;

My patience here is touch’d. I do perceive
These poor informal 'women axe no more
Butinstruments of some more mightiermember
That sets them on. Letme have way, my lord.

To find this practice out.

Duke. Ay, with my heart;

And punish them unto your height of pleasure.-

Thou foolish friar, and thou pernicious woman,
Compact "with her that’s gone, thiakst thou thy

oaths, [saint,

Though they would swear down each particular

Were testimonies against his worth and credit,

That’s seal’d in approbation?—You, Lord
Escalus,

Sit with my cousin; lend him your kind pains
To find out this abuse, whence ’tis deriv’d,

—

There is another friar that set them on;
Let him be sent for. [he indeed

F. Peter. Would he were here, my lord; for

Hath set the women on this complaint;
Your provost knows the place where he abides,
And he may fetch him.
Duke. Go, do it instantly.—[Exit Provost.

And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin.
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth.

Do with your injuries as seems you best
In any chastisement, I for awhile [well

Will leave you. but stir not you till you have
Determined upon these slanderers.

Escal, My lord, we’ll do it thoroughly. [JSrif

Duke.]—Signior Lucio, did not you say you
knew that friar Lodo'trick to be a dishonest
person?

Lucio. CucuUus nonfacit monackum: honest
in nothing but in his clothes; and one thathath
spoke most villainous speeches of the duke.

Escal, We shall entreat you to abide here till

he come, and enforce them against him; we
shall find this friar a notable fellow,

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word.
Escal. Call that same Isabel here once again

[to an Attendant]; I would speak with her.

Pray you, my lord, give me leave to question;
you shall see how I handle her.

Lucio, Hot better than he, by her o-wn report.

Escal. Say you?
Lucio. Marry, sir, I think if you handled her

privately she would sooner confess: perchance,
publicly, she’ll be ashamed.

Re-enter Officers, with Isabella.

Escal. I '9rill go darkly to work 'with her.
Lucio. That’s the way; for women are light

at midnight.
Escal. Come on, mistress [to Isabella]:

here’s a gentlewoman denies all that you have
said.

Re-enter the Duke, in the Friars* habit,

and Provost.

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I

spoke of; here with the provost.

Escal. In very good time:—speak not you to

him till we call upon you.
Lucio. Mum.
Escal. Come, sir; did 7ou set these women

on to slander Lord Angelo? they have confessed
you did.

Duke. ’Tis false.

Escal. Howl know you where you are?
Duke. Respect to your great place! and let

the devil

Be sometime honour’d for his burmng throne !-

Where is the duke? ’tis he should hear me
speak.
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JSscal, The duke’s in us; and we will heax
you speak:

Look you speak justly.

Z)uke. Boldly, at least. But, 0, poor souls,

Come you to seek the lamh here of the fox,

Good night to your redressl Is the duke gone!

Thenis your cause gone too. The duke’s unjust

Thus to retort your manifest appeal,

And put your trial in the villain’s mouth
Which here you come to accuse. [of.

Zucio. This Is the rascal; this is he I spoke

SscaL Why, thou unreverend and unhal-
iow’d friar!

Is *tnotenou^ thou hast subom’dthesewomen
To accuse this worthy man, but, in foul mouth.
Andin the witness of his proper ear,

To call him villain?

And then to glance from him to the duke him-
self,

To tax him with injustice? Take him hence;

To the rack with Mm.—^We’U touze you jomt
by joint,

But we will know this purpose.--What! unjust?
Duke. Be not so hot; the duke

Bare no more stretch this finger ofmine thanhe
Bare rack his own; his subject am I not.

Norhere provincial. My businessm this state

Made me a looker-on here in Vienna,
Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble
Till it o’errun the stew: laws for all faults,

Butfaultssocountenanc’dtiiatthestrongstatutes

Stand like the forfeits in a barber’s shop,

As much in mock as mark.
Escal. Slander to the state ! Away with him

> to prison!

Artff. What canyouvouchagainsthim, Signior
Lucio?

Is this the man that you did teU us of?

Lucio, ’Tis he, my lord. Come hither, good-
man bald-pate. Bo you know me?
Duke, I remember you, sir, by the sound of

your voice. 1 met you at the prison, in the ab-
sence of the duke.

Zucio. 0 did you so? And do you remember
what you said of the duke?
Duke, Most notedly, sir.

Lucio. Bo you so, sir? And was the duke a
fieshmonger, a fool, and a coward, as you then
reported him to be?

Duke, You must, sir, change persons withme
ere you make that my report: you, indeed,
spoke so of him; and much more, much worse.

Zucio, 0 thou damnable fellow! Bid not I
pluck thee by the nose for thy speeches?

Duke, I protest I love the duke as I love
myself.

Ang, Hark how the villain would g^oze now,
after Ms treasonable abuses!

' JSscal. Such a fellow is not to be talked withal.
Awaywithhimto prison!—^Where is the provost?—^Away with him to prison! lay bolts enough
imon him: let Mm speak no more.—Away with
those gi^ots too, and with the other confed-
erate companion!

[The Provost toys hands on the Duke.
Duke. Stay, sir; stay awhile.
Ang. What! resists he?—^HMp'him, Lucio.
Lucio. Come, sir; come, surl come, sir; fbh,

sir. Why, you .bald-pated, lying ‘rascal! you
must |)6 hooded, must you? Show your knave’s

visage, with a pox to you! show your sheep-
biting face, and be hanged an hour! WiU ’t

not off?

[PuWs of the Friar*s hood, and discovers
the Buke.

Duke. Thou art the first knave that e’er made
a duke.

—

First, Provost, letme bailthese gentlethree :

—

Sneak not away, sir [to Lucio]; for the fnar and
you

Must have a word anon:—Lay hold on him.
Lucio. TMs may prove worse than hanging,
Duke, What you have spoke I pardon; sit

you down. [To EscALUS.
We’ll borrow place of him.—Sir, by your leave:

[To Angelo.
Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence
That yet can do thee office? If thou hast.
Rely upon it till my tale be heard,
And hold no longer out.

Anp. O my dread lord,

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness.

To think I can be undiscemible,
WTien I perceive your grace, like power divine,
Hathlookeduponmy passes. Then, good prince,
No longer session hold upon my shame,
But let my trial be mine own confession:
Immediate sentence then, and sequent death,
Is all the grace I beg.
Duke. Come Mther, Mariana:—

Say, wast thou e’er contracted to tMs woman?
Ang. X was, my lord.

Diihe. Go, take her hence and marry her in-

stantly.

Bo you the office, friar; wMch consummate,
Return him here again.—Go with Mm, Provost.

[Exeunt Ang., Mari., Pet., and Prov.
Escal. My lord, 1 am more amazed at Ms

di^onour
Than at the strangeness of it.

Duke. Come Mther, Isabel:
Your friar is now your prince. As I was then
Advertising and holy to your business,
Not changing heart with habit, I am still

Attomey’d at your service.

Isab, 0 give me pardon,
That I, your vassal, have employ’d and pain’d
Your unknown sovereignty.

Duke. You are pardon’d, Isabel.
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us.
Your brother’s death, I know, sits at your heart;
And you may m^el why I obscur’d myself,
Labouring to save Ms hfe, and would not rather
Make rash remonstrance of my Mdden power
Than let Mm so be lost. 0 most kind maid,
It was the swilt celerity of Ms death,
WMch I did think with slower foot came on,
That brain’d my purpose. But peace be with

him!
That life is better life, past fearing death,
Than that wMch lives to fear: make it your

comfort,
So happy is your brother.

Isab. X do, my lord.

Rc-enfer Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and
Provost.

Duke. For tMs new-xnarried man approach-
ing here,

'Vhose saltimagination yet hath wrong’d
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Your well-defeaded honour, you must pardon
For Mariana’s sake: but as he adjudg'd your

brother,

—

Being criminal, in double violation

Of sacred chastity and of promise-breach
Thereon dependent, for your brother’s life,

—

The very mercy of the law cries out
Most audible, even from his proper tongue,

An Angelo for Claudio^ deathfor death.

Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers
leisure;

Like doth quit like, and measure still for

measure.
Then, Angelo, thy fault thus manifested,

—

Which though thou wouldst deny, denies thee
vantage,

—

We do condemn thee to the very block
Where Claudio stoop’d to dpath, and with like

haste.

—

Away with him,
Mari. 0 my most gracious lord,

I hope you will not mock me withA husband!
Duke. It is your husband mock’d you with a

husband.
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour,
I thought your marriage fit; else imputation,

For that he knew you, might reproach your life,

And choke your good to come: for his posses-
sions,

Although by confiscation they are ours.

We do instate and widow you withal.

To buy you a better husband.
Afori. 0 my dear lord,

1 crave no other, nor no better man.
Duke. Never crave him; we are definite.

Mari. Gentle my liege,— [Kneeling,

Duke. You do but lose your labour.

—

Away with him to death.—Now, sir [to Lucio],

to you, [my part;

Mari. 0 my good lord!—Sweet Isabel, take
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come
I’ll lend you all my life to do you service.

Duke. Against all senseyou doimportuneher:

Should she kneel down, in mercy of this fact.

Her brother's ghost his paved bed would break,
And take her hence in horror.

Mari. Isabel,

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me;
Hold up your hands, say nothing,—I’ll speak all.

They say, best men are moulded out of faults;

And, for the most, become much more the better

For being a little bad: so may my husband
0 Isabel, will you not lend a knee?
Duke. He dies for Claudio’s death.

Isab. Most bounteous sir, [Kneeling.

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn’d.
As if my brother Hv’d: I partiy think
A due sincerity govern’d his deeds
Till he did look on me; since it is so,

Let him not die. My brother had but justice.

In that he did the thing for which he died:

For Angelo,
His act did not o’ertake his bad intent.

And must be buried but as an intent [jects;

That perish’d by the way: thoughts are no sub-
intents but merely thoughts.

Mari. Merely, pay lord,

Duke. Your suit’s unprofitable; stand up, .1

say.

—

1 have.bethought of another fault,

—

Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded
At an unusual hour?
Prov. It was commanded so.

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the
deed?

Prov, No, my good lord; it was by private
message.
Duke. For which I do discharge you of your

office:

Give up your keys.
Prov. Pardon me, noble lord:

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not;
Yet did repent me, after more advice:
For testimony whereof, one in the pnson,
That should by private order else have died,

I have reserved ahve.
Duke What’s he?
Prov. His name is Bamardine.
I^ke. 1 would thou hadst done so by

Claudio.

—

Go fetch Mm hither; let me look upon him.
[Exit Provost.

Escal. I am sorry one so learned and so wise
As you, Lord Angelo, have still appear’d,
Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood
And lack of temper’d judgment afterward.
Ang. I am sorry that such sorrow I procure:

And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart
That I crave death more willingly than mercy;
’Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it.

Re-enter Provost, with Barnardine,
Claudio, (muffled), and Juliet.

Ihike. Which is that Bamardine?
Prov. This, my lord.

Duke. There was a friar told me of this

man:

—

Sirrah, thou art said to hare a stubborn soul.

That apprehends no further than this world,

And squar’st thy life accordiug. Thou’rt con-
demn’d;

But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all,

And pray thee take ibis mercy to provide
For better times to come:—Friar, advise Mm;
I leave Mm to your hand.~What muffled

fellow’s that?

Prov. TMs is another prisoner that I sav’d,

Who should have died when Claudio lost Ms
head;

As like almost to Claudio as himself.

[Unmuffles Claudio;
Duke. If he be like your brother, [fo

Isabella], for his sake
Is he pardon’d; and, for your lovely sake,
Give me your hand, and say you will he mine;
He is my brother too: but fitter time for that.

By tMs Lord Angelo perceives he’s safe;

Methinks I see a quick’ning in Ms eye.

—

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well:

Look that you love your wife; her worth worth
yours.—

I find an ’apt remission in myself;
And yet here’s one in place I cannot pardon.

—

You, sirrah [fo Lucio], that knew me for a
fool, a coward,

One all of luxury, an ass, a madman;
Wherein have I so deserved of you
That you extol me thus?

Lucio. ’Fai^h, my lord, I spoke it but
according to the trick. If you will hang

^
me
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for it, you may? but I had rather it would

please you I might be whipped.

Mte. Whippy first, sir, and hang’d aiter.—

proclaim it, Provost, round about the city,

If any woman’s wrong’d by this lewd fellow,

—

As I have heard him swear himself there’s one

Whom he begot with child,—-let her appear,

And he shall marry her: the nuptial finish’d,

Let Mm be wMpp’d and hang’d.

Lvcio, Ibeseech your Mghness, do not marry

to a whorel Your highness said even now
I made you a dufee; goodmy lord, do not recom-

pense me in m^dng me a cuckold.

DtAs, Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry
her.

Thy danders I forgive; and therewithal

Remit ttiy other forfeits.—Take him to prison;

And see our pleasure herein executed.

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is press-

ing to death, whipping, and hanging.

Duke, Slandering a prince deserves it.

—

[Exeunt Officers with Lucio.
She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you re-

store.

—

Joy to you, Marianal—Love her, Angelo;
I have confess’d her, and I know her virtue.—
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much

goodness

There’s more beMnd that is more gratulate.

Thanks, Provost, for thy care and secrecy;

We shall employ theem a worthier place.-—

Forgive Mm, Angelo, that brought you home
The head of Ragoziae for Claudio’s:

The offence pardons itself.—Bear Isabel,

I have a mofaon much imports your good;
Whereto if you’ll a willing ear incline,

What’s mine is yours, and what is yours is

mine:

—

So, bring us to our palace; where we’ll show
What’s yet behind that’s meet you all should

know. [Exeunt,
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PERSONS REPRESENTED

Don Pedro
,
Prince of Arragon.

Don John, his bastard Brother,

Claudio, a young Lord of Florence, favourite
to Don Pedro.

Benedick, a young Lord of Padua, favourite
lil^wise of Don Pedro.

Leonato . Governor of Messina

Antonio, his Brother,

Balthazar, Servant to Don Pedro.

Borachio,

CONBADE,
Dogberry,

Verges,
A Sexton.

A Friar.

A Boy.

I

Hero, Daughter to Leonato.

Beatrice, Niece f^LEONATO.

attending on Hero.

Messengers, Watch, and Attendants.

Followers of Don John,

two foolish Officers*

Scene,—Messina.

ACT 1.

Scene I .—Before Leonato’s House,

Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and
others with a Messenger.

Leon, 1 learn in this letter that Don Pedro of

Arragon comes this night to Messina.
Mess, He is very near by this; he was not

three leagues off when I left him.
Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost

in this action?
Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name.
Leon, A victory is twice itself when the

achiever brings home full numbers. I find

here that Don Pedro hath bestowed much
honour on a young Florentine called Claudio.

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and
equally remembered by Don Pedro. He hath
borne himself beyond the promise of his age;
doing, in the figure of a lamb, the feats of a

lion ; he hath, indeed, better bettered expecta-

]
tion than you must expect of me to tell you
how.

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina
will be very glad of it.

Mess. 1 have already dehvered him letters,

and there appears much ]oy m him; even so

much that joy could not show itself modest
enough without a badge of bitterness.

Leon. Did he break out into tears?

Mess. In a great measure.
Leon. A kind overflow of kindness. There

are no faces truer than those that are so washed.
How muchJbettet is it to weep at joy than to

iov ht v^e
Beat 1 pray you, is Signior Montanto re-

turned from the wars or no?
Mess. I know none of that name, lady; there

was none such in the array of any sort.

Leon, What is he that you ask for, niece?
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Bero. My cousin means Signior Benedick of

Padua. , ,

Mess. 0) he is returned, and as pleasant as
ever*he was.

Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina,
and challenged Cupid at the Sight: and my
uncle’s fool, readiag the challenge, subscribed
for Cupid, and challenged him at the bird-bolt.

— pray you, how many hath he killed and
eaten in these wars? But how many hath he
Idlled? for, indeed, I promised to eat all of his

hilling.

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax Signior Bene-
dick too much; but he’ll be meet with you, I

doubt it not. [these wars.

Mess. He hath done good sernce, lady, in

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath
help to eat it: he is a very valiant trencher-

man; he hath an excellent stomach.
Mess. And a good soldier too, lady.

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady: but
what is he to a lord?

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man;
stuffed with all honourable virtues.

Beat. It is so, indeed: he is no less than a
stuffed man: but for the stufBng—well, we
are all mortal.

Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece:

there is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior

Benedick and her; they never meet but there

is a skirmish of wit between them-
Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In

bur last conflict four of his five wits went halt-

ing off, and now is the old man governed with
one; so that if he have wit enough to keep
himself warm, let him bear it for a difference

between himself and his horse; for it is all the
wealth that he hath left, to be Ibiown a reason
able creature.—Who is his companion now?
He hath every month a new sworn brother.

Mess. Is it possible?

Beat, Very easily possible: he wears his

faith but as the fashion, of his hat; it ever
changes with the next block.

Mess. 1 see, lady, the gentleman is not in

yonr books.
Beat. No: an he were I would bum my

study. But, I pray you, who is his companion?
Is there no young squarer, now, that vnll make
a voyage with him to the devil?

Mess. He is most in the company of the
right noble Claudio.

Beat. 0 lord! he will hang upon him like

a disease: he is sooner caught than the pestil-

ence, and the taker runs presently mad. God
help the noble Claudio! if he have caught the
Benedick, it will cost him a thousand pound ere
he be cured.

Mess. 1 will hold friends with yon, lady.
' Beat. Do, good friend.

,Leon. You will never run mad, niece.

Beat. No, not till a hot January.
Mess. Don Pedro is approached.

Enter Don Pedro, attended by Balthazar
and others, Don John, Claxidio, and Bene-
dick.

D, Pedro. Good Bignior
,
Leonato, yon are

come to meet*your trouble: the fashion of the
world is to avoid co|t, And you encounter it.

Leon* Never came trouble to my house in
the likeness of yonr grace; for trouble being
gone, comfort should remain; but when you
depart from me, sorrow abides, and happiness
takes his leave.

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too
willingly.—I think this is your daughter.

Leon. Her mother hath many times toM me
so. - [her?
Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked
Leon. Signior Benedick, no; for tiben were

you a child.

D. Pedro. You have it Ml, Benedick: we
may guess by this what you are, being a man.
Truly, the lady fathers herself.—Be happy,
lady! for you are Uke an honourable father.

Bene. If Signior leonato be her father, she
would not have his head on her shoulders for
all Messina, as like him as she is.

Beat. 1 wonder that you will still be talking,

Signior Benedick; nobody marks yon.
Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain! are you

yet living?

Beat. Is it possible disdain should die while
she hath such meet food to feed it as Signior
Benedick? Courtesy itself must convert to
disdain if you come in her presence.

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat.—But it

is certain I am loved of all ladies, only you ex-
cepted: and I would I could find in my heart
that 1 had not a hard heart: for, truly, I love
none.

Beat. A dear happiness to women; they
would else have been troubled with a pernicious
suitor. I thank God, and my cold blood, I am
of yonr humour for that; I had rather hear my
dog bark at a crow than a man swear he loves
me.

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that
mind! so some gentleman or other shell ’scape
a predestinate scratched face.

Beat, Scratching could not make it worse an
’twere such a face as yours were.

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher.

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a
beast of yours.

Bene. I would my horse had the speed of
your tongue, and so good a continuer. But
keep your way o’ God’s name; I have done.

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick; I
know you of old.

D. Pedro. This is the sum of all: Leonato,
—Signior Claudio, and Sigtdor Benedick,—^my
dear friend Leonato hath invited you all. I
teU him we shall stay here at the least a month;
and he heartily prays some occasion may de-
tain us longer; I date swear he is no hypocrite,

but prays from Ms heart.

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not
be forsworn.—Let me bid you welcome, my
lord: being reconciled to the prince your
brother, I owe you all duty.

D. John. I thank you: I am not of many
words, but 1 thank you.

Leon. Please it your grace lead on?
D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato; we will go

together.

* [Exeunt all but Bewe., and Claud.
Claud. * Benedick, didst thou note the daugh-

I
ter of Signior Leonato?
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Bene, I noted her not, but I looked on her.

Claud, Is she not a modest young lady?

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest

man should do, for my simple true judgment;

or would you have me speak after my custom,

as being a professed tyrant to their sex?

Claud. No, I pray thee, speak in sober
judgment.

Bene. Why, i’ faith, methinks she is too low
for a high praise, too brown for a fair praise,

and too little for a great praise: only this com-
mendation I can afford her; that were she
other than she is, she were unhandsome; and
being no other but as she is, 1 do not like her.

Claud, Thou thinkest I am in sport: I pray
thee, teU me truly how thou likest her.

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire

after her?
Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel?

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But
speak you this with a sad brow? or do you play

the flouting Jack, to tell us Cupid is a good hare-

finder, and Vulcan a rare carpenter? Come,
in what key shall a man take you to go in the

song?
Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady

that ever I looked on.

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and
I see no such matter: there’s her cousin, an
she were not possessed with a fury, exceeds her

as much in beauty as the first of May doth the

last of December. But I hope you have no in-

tent to turn husband, have you?
Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I

had sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my
wife.

Bene. Is it come to this, i’ faith? Hath not

the world one man but he wiU wear his cap

with suspicion? Shall 1 never see a bachelor

of threescore again? Go to, i’ faith; an thou
will needs thrust thy neck into a yoke, wear
the print of it, and sigh away Sundays. Look,
Don Pedro is returned to seek you.

i?e-enfer Don Pedro.

D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here,

that you followed not to Leonato’s?

Bene. I would your grace would constrain

me to tell.

D. Pedro. X charge thee on thy allegiance.

Bene. You hear, Count Claudio: I can he
secret as a dumb man,—I would have you think

so; but on my allegiance,—mark you this,

—

on my allegiance:—He is in love. With who?
—Now that is your grace’s part.—Mark how
short his answer is:—With Hero, Leonato’s

short daughter.
Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered-

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord: “It is not
so, nor ’twas not so; but, indeed, God forbid

it should be so.”

Claud. If my passion change not shortly,

God forbid it should be otherwise.

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the

lady is very well worthy. [lord?
' Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought.

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine.
Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my

lord, I spoke mine.

CUmd. That I love her, I feel.

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know.
Bene. That I neither feel how she should be

loved, nor know how she should be worthy, is

the opimon that fire cannot melt out of me: I
will die in it at the stake.

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate
heretic m the despite of beauty.

Claud. And never could maintain his part

but in the force of his will.

Bene. That a woman conceive me, I thank
her; that ?he brought me up, I likewise give
her most humble thanks; but that I will Imve
a recheat winded in nay forehead, or hang my
bugle in an invisible bddrick, all women shafi

pardon me. Because I will not do them the
wrong to mistrust any, I wiU do myself the
right to trust none; and the fine is,—^for the
which I may go the finer,—I will live a bachelor,

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look
pale with love.

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with
hunger, my lord; not with love: prove that ever
I lose more blood with love than 1 will get
again with drinking, pick out mine eyes with a
ballad-maker’s pen, and hang me up at the
door of a brothel-house, for the sign of blind

Cupid.

D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from
this faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument.

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle Uke a cat.

and shoot at me; and he that hits me, let him
be clapped on the shoulder and called Adam,
D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try:

In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke.

Bene. The savage bull may; but if ever the
sensible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull’s

horns and set them in my forehead: and let me
be vilely painted; and in such great letters as
they write Here is good horse to hire, let them
signify undermy sign,

—

Here you may see Bene-
dick the married man.

Claua. If this should ever happen, thoh
wouldst be hora-mad.

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all

his quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this

shortly.

Bene. I look for an earthquake too, then.

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporise with the
hours. In the meantime, good Signiox Bene-
dick, repair to Leonato’s; commend me to

him, and tell him 1 will not fail him at supper;
for, indeed, he hath made great preparation.

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me
for such an embassage; and so I commit you—

Claud. To the tuition of God; From my
house,—^if I had it

—

D. Pedro. The sixth of July, Your loving

friend. Benedick.
Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not. The body

of your discourse is sometime guarded with,

fragments, and the guards are but slightly

basted on neither: ere you flout old ends any
further, examine your conscience; and so I
leave you. [jSxff Benedick,

Claud. My liege, yourhighness now may do
me good.

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach; teach
it but how,
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And thou shalt see how apt it is to learu
Any hard lesson that may do thee good.
Ckud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord?

D. Padro. No child but Hero, she’s Ms only
heir:

Dost thou afiect her, Claudio?
Chmd. O my lord,

When you went onward on tMs ended action,

I looked upon her with a soldier’s eye.

That Eked, but had a rougher task in hand
Than to dnYe liking to the name of love:

But now I am return’d, and that war-thoughts

Have left their places vacant, in their rooms
Come throngtng soft and deEcate desires.

Ail prompting me how fair young Hero is,

Saying, I Eked her ere I went to wars.

Z>, Pedro* Thou wilt be like a lover presently,
And tire the hearer with a book of words

:

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it;

And I will break with her, and with her father,

And thou shalt have her. Was’t not to this end
That thou began’st to twist so fine a story?

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love,

That know love’s grief by Ms complexionl

Bui lest my liking might too sudden seem,

I would have salv’d it with a longer treatise.

JD, Pedro. What need the bridge much
broader than the food!

The fairest grant is the necessity.

Look, what wiU serve is fit: ’tis once, thou lov’st;

And I will fit thee with the remedy.
1 know we shaE have reveEing to-night;

I wiE assume thy part in some disguise,

And teE fair Hero I am Claudio;

And in her bosom I’E unclasp my heart,

And take her hearing prisoner with the force

And strong encounter of my amourous tale:

Then, after, to her father wiE I break;

And conclusion is, she shaE be thine.

In practice let us put it presently. {Bjceunf.

Scene IL—A Hoorn in Leonato’s House.

Enter, severally, Leonato and Antonio.

Leon. How now, brotherl Where is my
cousin, your son? Hath he provided tMs music?

Ant. He is very busy about it. But brother,

I can teU you strange news that you yet
dreamed not of.

Leon. Are they good?
Ant. As the event stamps them; but they

have a good cover; they show weE outward.

The prince and Count Claudio, walking in a
tMck-pleached alley iu my orchard, were thus
much overheard by a man of mine: the prince

discovered to Claudio that he loved my niece

your daughter, and meant to acknowledge it

tMs night in a dance; and, if he found her ac-

cordant, he meant to take the present time by
the top, and mstantly break with you of it.

Leon. Hath the feEow any wit that told you
tMs?

Ant. A good sharp feEow; I wiE send for

Mm, and question him yourseE.
Leon. No, no; we™ hold it as a dream,

tOl it appear itseE;—but I wiU acquaint my
daughter withal, that she may be better
prepared for an answer, E peradventure tMs be
true. Go you andteUher of it. [SeucrofJ>ersons
cross the stupe.] Cousins, you know what you
have to do.-^, 1 cry you mercy, friend: you

go with me, and I wiE use your skiE.—Good
cousin, have a care tMs busy time. [Exemt

Scene III.—Another Room in Leonaxo’s
House.

Enter Don John and Conrade.

Con. What the good-year, my lord! why are
you thus out of measure sad?
D. John. There is no measure in the oc-

casion that breeds it; therefore the sadness is

without limit.

Con. Ton should hear reason.

D. John. And when I have heard it, what
blessing bringeth it? [suferance.

Con. H not a present remedy, yet a patient
D. John. 1 wonder that thou, being—as thou

say’st thou art—born under Saturn, goest about
to apply a moral medicine to a mortEying mis-
cMef. I cannot Mde what I am: X must be
sad when I have cause, and snule at no man’s
jests; eat when I have stomach, and wait for
no man’s leisure; sleep when I am drowsy, and
’tend to no man’s business; laugh when I am
merry, and daw no man in Ms humour.

Con. Yea, but you must not make the fuE
show of tMs tiE you may do it without control-
ment. You have of late stood out against your
brother, and he hath ta’en you newly into Ms
grace; where it is impossible you should take
true root but by the fair weather that you make
yourseE: it is needful that you frame the
season for your own harvest.

D. John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge
than a rose in Ms grace; and it better fits my
blood to be disdained of aE than to fasMon a
carriage to rob love from any; in tMs, though
I cannot be said to be a Mattering honest man,
it must not be denied that I am a plain-dealing
vElain. I am trusted with a muzzle and en-
francMsed with a clog: therefore I have de-
creed not to sing in my cage. If I had my
mouth I would bite; if I had my liberty I
would do my liking: in the meantime let me
be that I am, and seek not to alter me.

Con. Can you make no use of your discon-
tent?

D. John. I make aE use of it, for I use it only.
Who comes here? What news, BoracMo?

Enter Borachio.

Bora. 1 came yonder from a great supper:
the prince, your brother, is royaEy entertained
by Leonato; and I can give you intelEgence of
an intended marriage-
D. John. WiE it serve for any model to

buEd miscMef on? What is he for a fool that
betroths MmseE to unquietness?

Bora. Marry, it is your brother’s right hand,
D. John. Who! the most exquisite Claudio?
Bora. Even he.
D. John. A proper squire! And who, and

who? wMch way looks he?
Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and

heir of Leonato.
D. John, A very forward March-cMcfc!

How came you to this?

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I
was smoking a musty room, comes me the
prince and Claudio hand in hand, in sad con-
ference. I wMpt me beMnd the amus, and
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there heard it agreed upon that the prince
shoiild woo Hero for himself, and, Having
obtained her, give her to Count Claudio.

2?. Jokn. Come, come, let us thither; this

may prove food to my displeasure: that young
8tart“Up hath all the glory of my oversow.
If I can cross him in any way, I bless myself
every way. You are both sure, and will assist

me?
Con. To the death, my lord.

D. John. Let us to the great supper: their

cheer is the greater that Iam subdued. Would
the cook were of my mind?—Shall we go prove
what’s to be done?

Bora. We’ii wait upon your lordship.

[JSxeunf.

ACT 11.

Scene h—A Hall in Leonato’s House.

Enter Leokato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice
and others.

Leon. Was not Count John here at supper?
Ant I saw him not.

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks! I
never can see him but I am heart-burned an
hour after.

Hero. He is of a very melancholy dispostion.
Beat He were an excellent man ^at were

made just in the mid-way between him and
Benedick: the one is too like an image, and
says nothing; and the other too hke my lady’s
eldest son, evermore tattling.

Leon. Then half Sigmor Benedick’s tongue
in Count John’s mouth, and half Count John’s
melancholy in Signior Benedick’s face,—
Beat With a good leg and a good foot, uncle,

and money enough in his purse, such a man
would win any woman in the world,—if he
could get her good-will.

Leon, By my troth, niece, thou wilt never
get thee a husband if thou be so shrewd of thy
tongue.
Ant In faith, she is too curst.

Beat Too curst is more than curst. I shall

lessen God’s sending that way; for it is said,
God sends a curst cow short horns; but to a
cow too curst he sends none.
Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send

you no horns.
Beat Just if he send me no husband; for the

which blessing I am at him upon my knees
every morning and evening. Lord 1 1 could not
endure a husband with a beard on his face: 1
had rather He in the woollen.

Leon. You may light upon a husband that
hath no beard.
Beat What should I do with him? dress him

in my apparel, and make him my waiting gen-
tlewoman? He that hath a beard is more than
a youth; and he that hath no beard is less than a
man: and he that is more than a youth is not for
me; and he that is less than a man I am not for
him: therefore I will even take sixpence in
earnest of the bear-ward, and lead his apes into
hell.

Leon. Well then, go you into heU?
Beat Ko; but to the gate; and there will the

devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns
on his head, and say, Get you to heaven, Beat-
rice; get you to heaven: Here’s no jAace for you

maMs: so deliver I up my apes and away to
Saint Peter for the heavens; he showsme where
the bachelors sit, and there live we as merry as
the day is long.

Ant. Well, niece [to BfeRO], X trust you will
be ruled by your father.

Seat Yes, faith; it’s my cousin’s duty to
make courtesy, and say, Father, as itpfease you:
—but yet for ail that, cousin, letMm be a hand-
some fellow, or else make another courtesy,
and say, Father, as it please me.

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day
fitted with a husband.
Beat Hot till God make men of some other

metal than earth. Would it not grieve a woman
to be over-mastered with a piece of valiant dustl
to make an account of her life to a clod of way-
ward marl? Ho, uncle, I’ll none: Adam’s sons
are my brethren; and truly, I hold it a sin to
match in my kindred.
Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you:

if the prince do solicit you in that kind, you
know your answer.
Beat The fault wdl be in the music, cousin,

if you be not wooed in good time: if the prince
be too important, tell Mm there is measure in
everythmg, and so dance out the answer. For
hear me, Hero, wooing, wedding, and repenting
is as a Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pace:
the first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig,

and full as fantastical; the wedding, mannerly
modest as a measure, full of state and ancien-
try; and then comes repentance, and, with his
bad legs, falls into the cinque-pace faster and
faster, till he sink into his grave.

Leon, Cousin, you apprehend passing
shrewdly.

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle; I can see a
church by daylight.

Leon. The revellers are entering, brother;
make good room.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Bal-
thazar; Don John, Borachio, Margaret
Ursula, and others, masked.

D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with
your fnend?
Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly,

and say nothing, I am yours for the walk; and,
especially, when I walk away.
D. Pedro. With me in your company?
Hero. 1 may say so, when I please.
D. Pedro, And when please you to say so?
Hero. When I like your favour; for God de-

fend the lute should be like the easel
D. Pedro. My visor is Phiietoon’s roof; vrith-

in the house is Jove.
Hero. Why, then, your visor should be

thatched.

D. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love,

[Takes her aside.
Balth. Well, I would you did like me,
Marg. So would not I, for your own sake;

for I have many ill quaUties.
Balth. WMch is one?
Marg, I say my prayers aloud.
Balth. I love you the better; the hearera

may cry Amen.
Marg. God match me with a good dancerl
Balth. Amen.
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Marg, And God keep Mm out of my sigM
when &e dance is done !—Answer, clerk.

BalQu No more words; the clerk is answered.
XJts. I know you well enough; you are Sig-

nior Antonio.
Ant At a word, I am not.

Urs, I know you by the waggling of your
head.
Ant To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

Urs* You could never do him so ill-well un-

less you were the very man. Here’s his dry

hand up and down: you are he; you are he.

Ani. At a word, I am not.

Urs* Come, come; do you think I do not

know you by your excellent wit? Can virtue

hide itself? Go to; mum; you are he: graces

will'appear, and there’s an end.
Beat, Will you not tell me who told you so?

Bene. No, you shall pardon me.
Beat* Nor wiU you not tell me who you are?

Bene* Not now.
Beat* That I was disdainful!—and that I had

my good wit out of the Hundred Merry Tales'

—

Well, tMs was Signior Benedick that said so.

Sene. What’s he?
Beat* I am sure you know him well enough.

Bene* Not I, beheve me.
Seat. Did he never make you laugh?
Bene. I pray you, what is he?
Beat. Why, he is the prince’s jester: a very

dull fool; only his gift is in devising impossible

slanders: none but libertines delight in him;
and the commendation is not m Ms wit but in

Ms villamy;for he both pleaseth men and angers
them, and then they laugh at him and beat him.

I am sure he is m the fleet: 1 would he bad
boarded me.

Bene. When I know the gentleman I’U tell

him what you say.

Beat* Do, do; he’ll but break a comparison
or two on me; wMch, peradventure, not marked,
or not laughed at, strikes Mm into melancholy;
and then there’s a partridge wing saved, for the

fool will eat no supper that night. [JWi/sic with-

in*] We must follow the leaders.
' Bene. In every good thing.

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave

them at the next turning.

[Dance. Then exeunt all but Don John,
Borachio, and Claudio.

D* John. Sure, my brother is amorous on
Hero, and hath withdrawn her father to break
with him about it. The ladies follow her, and
but one visor remains. [his bearing.

Bora. And that is Claudio. I ^ow him by
D John. Are not you Signior Benedick?
Clgud. You know me well; I am he.

D. John., Signor, you are very near my
brother inMs love: he is enamoured on Hero; I

pray you dissuade him from her; she Is no equal
.for Ms birth: you may do the part of an honest
man m it.

Claud. How know you he loves her?
D. John* I heard hitn swear Ms aflection.

Bora. So did I too; and he swore he would
mqrry her to-night.

D. John* Come, let us to the banquet.
[Bxeum Don John and Borachio.

Claud. Thus answer 1 id name of Benedick,
But hear these illnews with the ears of Claudio.

’Tis certain so:—the prince woos for himself,
FriendsMp is constant in all other fhings.
Save in the office and afiairs of love:

Therefore, all hearts m love use their own
tongues:

Let every eye negotiate for itself,

And trast no agent: for beauty is a witch,
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood.
This is an accident of hourly proof, (Hero!
WMch I mistrusted not: farewell, therefore,

Re-enter Benedick.

Bene. Count Claudio?
Claud. Yea, the same.
Bene. Come, will you go with me?
Claud. Whither?
Bene. Even to the next willow, about your

own business, count. What fasmon will you
wear the garland of? About your neck, like an
usurer’s chain? or under your arm like a lieu-
tenant’s scarf? You must wear it one way, for
the prince hath got your Hero.

Claud. I wishMm joy of her.

Bene. Why, that’s spoken like an honest
drover; so they sell bullocks. But did you
tMnk the prince would have served you thus?

Claud. I pray you, leave me.
Bene. Ho 1 now you strike hke the blind man;

'twas the boy that stole your meat, and you’ll

beat the post.

Claud. If it will not be, I’ll leave you. [Exit
Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! Now will he

creep into sedges.—But, that my Lady Beatrice
should know me, and not know me! The
prince’s fool!—Ha, it may be I go under that
title because I am merry.—Yea, but so I am
apt to do myself wrong: I am not so reputed: it

is the base, the bitter disposition of Beatrice
that puts the world into her person, and so gives
me out. Well, I’ll be revenged as I may.

Re-enter Don Pedro.

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where’s the count?
Did you see him?
Bene, Troth, my lord, I have played the part

of Lady Fame. I found Mm here as melan-
choly as a lodge in a warren; I told him, and I
tMnk I told Mm true, that your grace had got
the good-will of tMs young lady; and I oflered

Mm my company to a willow tree, either to
make Mm a garland, as bemg forsaken, or to
bind him up a rod, as bemg worthy to be
wMpped.
D. Pedro. To be wMppedl What’s Ms fault?

Bene. The flat trangression of a school-boy,
who, being overjoyed with finding a bird’s nest,

shows it Ms companion, and he steals it.

D. Pedro. Wiltthou make a trust a transgres-
sion? The transgression is iq, the stealer.

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss the rod had
been made, and the garlands too: for the gar-
land he might have worn himself; and flie

rod he might have bestowed on you, who, US I
take it, have stolen Ms bird’s nest.

J>. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, And
restore them to the owner. ' -

Bene. If their singing answer your saying,
by my faith, you say honestly*
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D. Pedro* The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel

to you; the gentleman that danced with her

told her she is much wronged by you.

Bene, O, she misused me past the endurance

of a block; an oak but with one green leaf on it

would have answered her; my very visor began
to assume life and scold with her; she toldme,

—

not thinking I had been myself,—that I was the

prince’s jester; that I was duller than a great

thaw; huddling jest upon jest with suchimpos>
sible conveyance upon me, that I stood like a
man at a mark, with a whole army shooting at

me. She speaks poniards, and every word
stabs: if her breath were as terrible as her ter-

minations, there were no living near her; she
would infect to the north star. I would not
marry her though she were endowed with all

that Adam had left him before he transgressed:

she would have made Hercules have turned
spit; yea, and have cleft his club to make the

fire too. Come, talk not of her: you shall find

her the infernal Ate in good apparel. I would
to God some scholar would conjure her; for

certainly, while she is here, a man may live as

quiet in hell as in a sanctuary; and people sin

upon purpose, because they would go tWther;

so, indeed, all disquiet, horror, and perturba-
tion follows her.

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes.

Reenter Claudio and Beatrice, Leonato
and Hero.

Bene. Will your grace command me any ser-

vice to the world’s end? I will go on the
slighest errand now to the antipodes that you
can devise to send me on; I fetch you a
toothpicker now from the farthest inch of Asia;
bring you the length of Prester John’s foot;

fetch you a hair off the great Cham’s beard; do
you any embassage to the Pigmies;—ratter
than hold three words* conference with this
harpy. You have no employment for me?

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good
company.
Bene. 0 God, sir, here’s a dish I love not;

I cannot endure my Lady Tongue. [£xif.

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come; you have lost

the heart of Signior Benedick.
Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhile;

and I gave him use for it,—a doable heart for
his single one: marry, once before he won it

of me with false dice, therefore your grace may
well say I have lost it.

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady,
yoti have put him down.

Beat. So I would not he should do me, my
lord, lest I should prove the mother of fools.

I have brought Count Claudio, whom you sent
me to seek. [fore are you sad?

D. Pedro, Why, how now, count! where-
Cland. Not sad, my lord.

D. Pedro. How then? Sick?
Cland. Neither, my lord.

Beat, The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor
merry, nor well; but civil, count; civil as an
orange, and something of that jealous com-
plexion.

D. Pedro, r faith, lady, I think your blazon
to be true; though I’ll be sworn, if he be so,

l^s conceit is false. Here, Claudio, I have

wooed in tty name, and fair Hero is won. I

have broke with her father, and his good-will

obtained: name the day of marriage, and God
give thee joy I

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and
with her my fortunes; his grace hath made the
match, and all grace say Amen to it I

Beat. Speak, count, ’tis your cue.

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy:

I were but little happy if I could say how much,
—Lady, as you axe mine, I am yours: I give,

away myself for you, and dote upon the ex-

change.
Beat. Speak, cousin; or, if you cannot, stop

his mouth with a Mss, and let not him speak
neither. [heart.

D. Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry
Beat. Yea, my lord; I thank it, poor fool,

it keeps on the windy side of care.—My cousin

tells him in his ear that he is in her heart.

Claud. And so she doth, cousin.

Beat. Good lord, for alliance!—Thus goes
every one to the world but I, and I am sun-
burnt; I may sit in a comer and cry hei£^>

ho! for a husband.
D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one.

Beat. I would ratter have one of your father’s
getting. Hath your grace ne’er a brother like

you? Your father got excellent husbands, if a

maid could come by them.
jD. Pedro. Will you have me, lady?

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have
another for working-days; your grace is too

costly to wear every day. But, I beseech your
grace, pardon me; I was bom to speak all

mutt and no matter.

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and
to be merry best becomes you; for, out of

question, you Were bom in a merry hotu.

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried;

but then there was a star danced, and under
that was I bora. Cousins, God give you joy!

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I

told you of?

Beat I cry you mercy, uncle.—By your

grace’s pardon. [Exit Beatrice.
D, Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited

lady.

Leon. There’s little of the melancholy ele-

ment in her, my lord: she is never sad but

when she sleeps; and not ever sad then; for I

have heard my daughter say she hath often

dreamed of unhappiness, and waked herself

with laughing.

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of

a husband.
Leon. 0, by no means; she mocks all her

wooers out of suit. [Benedick.

Z>. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for

Leon. 0 Lord, my lord, if they were hut a

week married, they would talk themselves mad.

D. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to

go to church?
Claud. Tomorrow, my lord. Time goes on

cratches till love have afl his rites.

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which
is hence a just seven-night; and a time too brief

too, to have all things answer my mind.

D. Pedro. Come, you shake tte head at so

long a breathing; but I warrant thee, Claudio,
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the time shall not go dully by us. I will in the
intenm undertake one of Hercules* labours;
which is, to bring Signior Benedick and the
Lady Beatrice into a mountain of affection the
one with the other. I would fain have it a
match, and I doubt not but to fashion it if you
three will but minister such assistance as I shall

give you direction.

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost

me ten nights’ watchings.

Claud. And I, my lord.

D. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero?
Hero. I will do any modest ofSce, my lord,

to help my cousin to a good husband.
D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhope-

fuUest husband that I know: thus far can I

praise him; he is of a noble strain, of approved
valour, and confirmed honesty. I will teach

you how to humour your cousin that she shall

fall in love with Benedick:—and I, with your
two helps, will so practise on Benedick, that,

m despite of his quick wit and his queasy
stomach, he shall fall m love with Beatrice.

If we can do this, Cupid is no longer an archer;

his glory shall be ours, for we are the only love-

gods. Go in with me, and I will tell you my
drift. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another Room in Leonato’s
House.

Enter Don John and Borachio.

D. John. It is so: the Count Claudio shall

marry the daughter of Leonato.

Bora. Yea, my lord, but I can cross it.

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impedi-
ment will be medicinal to me; X am sick in

displeasure to him; and whatsoever comes
athwart his affection ranges evenly with mine.
How canst thou cross this marriage?

Bora. Not honestly, my lord; but so covertly

that no dishonesty shall appear in me.
D. John. Show me briefly how.
Bora. I think I told your lordship a year

since how much I am in the favour of Margaret,
the waiting-gentiewoman to Hero,
D. John. I remember.
Bora. 1 can at any unseasonable instant of

the night appoint her to look out at her lady’s

chamber-window.
D. John. What life is in that, to be the death

of this marriage?
Bora. The poison of that lies in you to tem-

per. Go you to the prince your brother; spare
not to tell him that he hath wronged his honour
in marrying the renowned Claudio—whose esti-

matioii do you mightily hold up—to a con-
taminated stale, such a one as Hero.
D. John. What proof shall I make of that?

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to

vex Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato.
Look you for any other issue?

D. John. Only to despite them I will en-
deavour anything.

Bora. Go, then; find me a meet hour to draw
Bon Pedro and the Count Claudio alone: tell

them that you know that Hero loves me; intend
a kind of zeal both to .the prince and Claudio,
as,—in loye of your brother’s honour, who hath
made this match, and his friend’s reputation,

who is thus like to be cozened with the sem*

blance of a maid,—that you have discovered
thus. They will scarcely believe this without
tnal: offer them instances; which shall bear
no less likelihood than to see me at her cham-
berwindow; hear me call Margaret Hero; hear
Margaret term me Borachio; and bring them
to see this the very night before the intended
wedding: for, in the meantime I will so fashion
the matter that Hero shall be absent; and there
shall appear such seeming truth of Hero’s dis-
loyalty that jealousy shall be called assurance,
and all the preparation overthrown.
D. John. Grow this to what adverse issue it

can, I will put in practice. Be cunmng m the
working this, and thy fee is a thousand ducats.

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, and
my cunning shall not shame me.
D. John. I will presently go learn their day

of marriage. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—Leonato’s Garden.

Enter Benedick and a Boy.

Bene. Boy,

—

Boy. Sigmor.
Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book;

bring it hither to me m the orchard.

Boy. I am here already, sir.

Bene. I know that, but I would have thee
hence and here again. [Exit Boy.] I do
much wonder that one man, seeing how much
another man is a fool, when he dedicates ius
behaviours to love, will, after he hath laughed
at such shallow folhes in others, become the
argument of his own scorn by falling in love.

And such a man is Claudio. I have known
when there was no music m him but the drum
and fife; and now had he rather hear the tabor
and the pipe; I have known when he would
have walked ten mile afoot to see a good
armour; and now will he lie ten nights awake
carving the fashion of a new doublet. He was
wont to speak plain and to the purpose, like an
honest man and a soldier; and now is he turned
orthographer; his words are a very fantastical

banquet, just so many strange dishes. May I
be so converted, and see with these eyes? I
cannot tell; I think not: I will not be sworn
but Love may transform me to an oyster; but
I’ll take my oath on it, till he have made an
oyster of me he shall never make me such a
fool. One woman is fair; yet I am well: an-
other is wise; yet I am well: another virtuous;
yet I am well: but till all graces be in one
woman, one woman shall not come m my grace.
Rich she shall be, that’s certain; wise, or I’ll

none; virtuous, or I’ll never cheapen her;
fair, or I’ll never look on her; mild, or come
not near me; noble, or not I for an angel; of
good discourse, an excellent musician, and her
hair shall be of what colour it please God. Ha I

the prince and Monsieur Love I I will hide
me in the arbour, [Tfithdmms.

Enter BoN Pedro, Leonato, and Claudio

D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music?
Claud. Yea, my good lord.—How still the

evemng is,

As hushed on purpose to grace harmony!
D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid

himself?
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Claud, 0, very well, my lord; the music

We'!! fit the Md-foi with a pennyworth,[ended.

Enter Balthazar, with Music.

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we’ll hear that
song again. [voice

Balth. 0, good my lord, tax not so bad a

To slander music any more than once.

D. Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency

To put a strange face on his own perfection:

—

I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more.
Balth. Because you talk of wooing, I will

sing:

Since many a wooer doth commence his suit

To her he thinks not worthy; yet he woos;
Yet will he swear he loves.

D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come:
Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument,
Bo it in notes.

Balth. Note this before my notes,

There’s not a note of mine that’s worth the
noting. [he speaks,

D. Pedro. Why, these are very crotchets that

Note notes, forsooth, and noting! [Music.

Bene. Now, divine air! now is his soul

ravished! Is it not strange that sheeps’ guts

should hale souls out of men’s bodies?—Well,

a horn for my money, when all’s done.

Balthazar sings.

r.

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more;
Men were deceivers ever,

One foot in sea and one on shore.
To one thing constant never;
Then sigh not so,

But let them go,
And be you blithe and bonny;

Converting all your sounds of woe
Into Hey nonny, nonny,

n,

Smg no more ditties, smg no mo
Of dumps so dull and heavy;

The fraud of men was ever so
Smce summer first was leavy.

Then sigh not so, Ac.

jD. Pedro. By my troth, a good song.
Balth. And an iU singer, my lord.

Claud. Ha, no; no, faith; thou singest well
enough for a shift.

Bene. [Asvde.] An he had been a dog that

should have howled thus they would have
hanged him: and I pray God his bad voice

bode no mischief ! I had as lief have heard the
night-raven, come what plague could have come
after it.

D. Pedro. Yea, marry [fo CLAUDioj.—Bost
thou hear, Balthazar! I pray thee get us some
excellent music; for to-morrow mght we would
have it at the lady Hero’s chamber-window.

Balth. The best I can, my lord.

D. Pedro. Bo so: farewell. [iJxeunf Bal-
thazar and Music.) Come hither, Leonato.
What was it you told me of to-day,—that your
niece Beatrice was in love with Signior Bene-
dick?

Claud. 0 ay:—stalk on, stalk on; the fowl
sits [aside to Pedro]. I did never think that
lady would have loved any man.

Leon. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful

that she should so dote on Sigmor Benedick,

whom shehathinaUoutwardbehaviours seemed
even to abhor.
Bene. Is ’t possible? Sits the wind in that

comer? [Aside.

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell

what to think of it; but that she loves him with

an enraged affection,—it is past the infinite of

thought.
D. Pedro. May be she doth but counterfeit.

Claud. ’Faith, like enough.
Leon. O God! counterfeit! There was

never counterfeit of passion came so near the

life of passion as she discovers it.

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion

shows she?
Claud. Bait the hook well; this fish will

lyte. [Aside.

Leon. What effects, my lord! She will sit

you,—You heard my daughter tell you how.
Claud. She did, indeed.

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray you? You
amaze me: I would have thought her spirit had
been invincible against all assaults of affection.

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord;

especially against Benedick.
Bene. [Aside.) I should think this a gull, but

that the white-bearded fellow speaks it: knav-
ery cannot, sure, hide itself in such reverence.

Claud. He hath ta’en the infection; hold it

up. [Aside.

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection

known to Benedick.
Leon. No; and swears she never will: that’s

her torment.
Claud. 'Tis true, indeed; so your daughter

says: Shall /, says she, that have so oft en-
countered him with scorn, write to him that I
love him?

Leon. This says she now, when she is begin-
ning to write to him: for she’ll be up twenty
times a night: and there will she sit in her
smock till she have writ a sheet of paper:—my
daughter tells us all.

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, 1
remember a pretty jest your daughter told us of.

Leon, O!—When she had writ it, and was
reading it over, she found Benedick, and Beat-
rice between the sheet?

—

Claud. That.
Leon. O! she tore the letter into a thousand

halfpence; railed at herself that she should be
so immodest to write to one that she knew
would flout her. I measure him^ says she, b§
my own spirit; for I shall flout turn if he
writ to me; yea, though I love him, I should.

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls,

weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair,

prays, curses;—O sweet Benedick! God give
me patience!

Leon. She doth indeed; my daughter says
so; and the ecstasy hath so much overborne
her that my daughter is sometime afraid she
will do a desperate outrage to herself. It is
very true.

D. Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew
of it by some other, if she will not discover it

Claud. To what end? He would but make
a sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse.
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D. Ajo. he shotild, it were an alms to

hang him. She’s an excellent sweet lady;

and, ont oi all suspicion, she is Tirtuous.

,Qmtd, And she is exceeding wise. [dick.

D. Pedro, In everything hut in loving Bene-
leon. O my lord, wisdom and blood com-

bating in so tender a body, we have ten proofs

to one that blood hath the victory. I am sorry

for her, as 1 have just cause, being her uncle
and her guardian.
D. Pedro, 1 would she had bestowed this

dotage on me: I would have daffed all other

respects and made her half myself. I pray you,

tdl Benedick of it, and hear what he will say.

Lean, Were it good, think you?
Gaud. Hero thinks surely she will die; for

she sa3rs she will die if he love her not; and
i^e wdl die ere she makes her love known: and
she will die if he woo her, rather than she -will

’hate one breath of her accustomed crossness.

D. Pedro. She doth well; if she should
make tender of her love, *tis very possible, he’ll

scorn, it: for Ihe man, as you know all, hath a
contemptible spirit.

Claxid. He is a very proper man.
D. Pedro, He hath, indeed, a good outward

happiness.

Claud. ’Fore God, and inmy mind, very wise.
S. Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some

sparks that are like wit.

Leon. And I take him to be valiant.

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you: and in

the manag^g of quarrels you may say he is

wise; for either he avoids them with great dis-

cretion, or undertakes them with a most
Christian-like fear.

Leon, If he do fear God, he must necessarily

keep peace; if he break the peace, he ought to

enter into a quarrel with fear and trembling.

D, Pedro. And so will he do; for the man
doth fear God, howsoever it seems not in him
by some large jests he will make. Well, I am
sorry for your niece. Shall we go see Benedick,
sad fell liim of her love?

CUmd. Never tell him, my lord; let her
wear it out with good counsel.

.
lean. Nay, that’s impossible; she may

wear her heart out first.

jD. Pedro. Well, we’U hear further of it by
“ your daughter: let it cool the while. I love

Benedick well: and 1 could wish he would
raodestiy examine himself, to see how much he
is imworthy to have so good a lady.

Leon. My lord, will you walk? dinner is

ready.
. C^ad. li he do not dote on her upon this, I

wla never trust my expectation. [Aside.

D, Pedro. Let tibere he the same net spread
for her: and that must your daughter and her
gentlewoman carry. The sport will be when
they hold one an opinion of another’s dotage,

end no such matter; that’s the scene that I

would see, which will be merely a dumb show.
Letus send her to callMm in to dinner. [Aside.

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonato.

, . Bekedick advancesfrom the arbour,

JSene, TMs can be no trick. The conference
was sadly home.—They have the trath of tMs
from Hero. They seem to pi^ the lady; it

seems her affections have their full bent. Love
mel why, it must he requited. I hear how I
am censured: they say I will bear myself
proudly if I perceive the love come from her;
they say, too, that she will rather die than give
any sign of affection.—I did never think to
marry—I must not seem proud.—Happy are
they that hear their detractions and can put
them to mending. They say the lady is fair;

’tis a trath, I can bear them witness: and
virtuous—’tis so, I cannot reprove it; and wise,
but for loving me.—By my troth, it is no addi-
tion, to her wit;—^nor no great argument of her
folly, for I will be hombly in love witii her.

—

I may chance have some odd quirks and rem-
nants of wit broken on me because I have
railed so long agamst marriage; but doth not
the appetite mter? A man loves the meat in
Ms youth that he cannot endure in Ms age.
Shall quips, and sentences, and these paper
bullets of the brain awe a man from the career
of Ms humour? No: the world must be
peopled. When I said I would die a bachelor
I did not tMnk I should live till I were married.—^Here comes Beatrice. By tMs day, she’s a
fair lady: I do spy some marks of love in her.

Enter Beatrice.

Beat. Against my will I am sent to bid you
come in to dinner. [pains.

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your
Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks

than you take pains to thank me; if it had
been painful 1 would not have come, [sage?

Bene. You take pleasure, then, in the mes-
Beat.' Yea, just so much as you may take

upon a knife's point, and choke a daw withal.

—You have no stomach, signior; fare you well.

[Exit.

Bene. Ha! Against my will I am sent to bid
you come to dinner—there’s a double meaning
in that. I took no more pains for those thanks
than you took pains to thank me—that’s as
much as to say, Any pains that I take for you is

as easy as thanks.—If I do not take pity on her,
I am a villain; if I do not love her, I am a
Jew: I will go get her picture. [Fxff.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Leonato’s Garden. -

Enter Hero, Margaret and Ursula.

Hero, Good Margaret, run thee into the
parlour;

There shalt thou jSnd my cousin Beatrice
Proposmg with the prince and Claudio:
Whispei her ear, and tell her I and Ursula
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse
Is all of her; say that thou overheard’st us;
And bid her steal into the pleached bowqr,
Where honeysuckles, ripen’d by the sun,
Forbid the sun to enter;—^like favourites,

Made proudby princes, that advance their pride
Ageinst that power that bred it:—there will

she Mde her,

To listen to our purpose. TMs is thy office,

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

Marg^ I’ll make her come, I warrant you,

presently. [Bjdf.



scExrs 1.1 MUCH ADO ABOUT KOTHmO las

Merc, Now, TJrattla, whea Beatrice dothcome
As we do trace this alley up and down,
Our talk must only be of Benedick:

When I do name him, let it be thy part

To praise him more than evej; man did merit:

My talk to thee must be how Benedick
Is sick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter

Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made,
That only wotmds by hearsay. Wow begin;

Enter Beaiiuce, behind.

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs
Close by the ground, to hear our conference.

Urs, The pleasant’st angling is to see the fish

Cut with her golden oars the sUver stream,

And greedily devour the treacherous bait*

So an^e we for Beatrice; who even now
Is couched in the woodbine overture:

Fear you not my part of the dialogue.

Merc, Then go we near her, thather ear lose
nothing

Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it.

—

[They advance to the bower.

Wo, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful;

I toow her spirits are as coy and wild

As haggards of the rock.

Urs. But are you sure

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely?

Mere, So says the prince andmy new-troihed
lord. [madam?

Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it,

Merc, They did entreat me to acquaint her
of it;

But 1 persuaded them, if they lov’d Benedick,
To wish him wrestle with affection.

And never to let Beatrice know of it. [man
Urs, Why did you so? Doth not the gentle-

Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon? [serve

Merc. O God of love! 1 know he doth de>
As much as may be yielded to a man:
But nature never framed a woman’s heart
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice:

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes,

Misprizing what they look on; and her wit

Values itself so highly, that to her
AH else seems weak: she cannot love,

Wor take no shape nor project of affection.

She is so self-endeared.

Urs, Sure, I think so;

And therefore, certainly, it were not good
She knew his love, lest she make sport at if.

Merc. Why, you speak truth: I never yet
saw man, [featured.

How wise, how noble, young, how rarely

But she would spell him backward: if fair-faced,

She’d swear the gentleman shouldbe her sister;

If black, why, Nature, drawing of an antic.

Made a foul blot; if taU, a lance ill-headed;

If loW| an agate very vilely cut:

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds;
If silent, why, a block moved with none.
So turns she every man the wrong side out;

And'never gives to truth and virtue that

Which simpleness and merit purchaseth.

Urs, Sure, sure, such carping is not com-
mendable,

,
[fashions

Hero, No; not to be so odd and from all

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable:
But who> dare teU her so? If I should speak,

She’d mock me into air; 0, she would laugh
me

Out of myself, press me to death with wit.

Therefore let Benedick, like covered fire,

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly;

It were a better death than die with mocks;
^9^ch is as bad as die with ridding. [say.

Urs, Yet tell her of it; hear what she will

Hero, No; rather I will go to Benedick
And couimel him to fight against his passion;
And, truly, I’ll devise some honest slanders
To stain my cousia with. One doth not Jtoow
How much an ill word xnay empoison lil^g.

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong.
She cannotbe so mnch without true judgment,

—

Having so swift and excellent a wit
As she is priz’d to have,—as to refuse
So rare a gentleman as Sigmor Benedick.

Hero. He is the only man of Italy,

Always excepted my dear Claudio.
Urs, I pray yoube not angrywith me,madam.

Speaking my fancy; Signior Benedick,
For shape, for bearing, argument, and valour.

Goes foremost in report through Italy.

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good
name. [it.

—

Urs. His excellence did earn it ere he had
When are you married, madam? [go in;

Hero. Why, every day;—^to-morrow. Come,
FU showthee some attires, and have thy cotmsei
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow,

Urs. [Aside.] She’s Km’d, I warrant you;
we have caught her, madam.

Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by
haps:

Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps.

[Exeunt Hero and Ursula.

Beatrice advances.

Beat, What fibre is in mine ears? Can this

be true? [much?
Stand I condemn’d for pride, and scorn so
Contempt, farewell! and maiden pride, adieul
No glory lives behind the back of such.

And, Benedick, love on; I will requite thee;
Taming my wUd heart to thy loving hand:

If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee
To bind our loves up in a holy band:

For others say thou dost deserve, and I

Believe it better than reporting^y. [E^t.

Scene II.—A Room in Leonato’s House.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and
Leonato,

D. Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be
consummate, and then I go toward Arragon.
CUmd. I’ll bring you thither, my lord, if

you’ll vouchsafe me.
D. Pedro, Nay, that would he as great a soil

in the new gloss of your marriage as to show a
child Ms new coat, and forbid him to wear it.

I will only be bold with Benedick for his com-
pany; for, from the crown of Ms head to the
sole of Ms foot, he is all mirth; he hath twice
or thrice cut Cupid’s bow-string, and the little

hangman dare not shoot atMm: he hath a heart
as sound as a bell, and Ms tongue is the clapper;
for what Ms heart thinks his tongue speaks.

Sene, Gallants, I.am not as I have been.
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Leon^ So say I; methia&s joii are sadder.

Claud, I hope he be m love.

D. Pedro. Hang him, truaat; there’s ao
true drop of blood m him to be truly touched

with love: if he be sad he wants money.
Bene, I have the toothache.

D. Pedro. Draw it

Bene. Hang it!

Claud. You must hang it first and draw it

afterwards.

D. Pedro, What, sigh for the toothache i

Leon. Where is but a humour or a worm!
Bene. Well, every one can master a grief but

he that has it.

Claud. Yet, say I, he is in love.

D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy

in him, unless it be a fancy that he hath to

strange disguises; as, to be a Dutchman to-day,

a Frenchman to-morrow, or in the shape of two

countries at once, as a German from the waist

downward, all slops, and a Spaniard from the

hip upward, no douhlsL Unless he have a
fancy to this foolery, as it appears he hath, he
IS no fool for fancy, as you would have it appear

he IS.

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman
there is no believing old signs: he brushes Ms
hat ©’mornings: what should that bode?

D. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the

barber’s?
Claud. No, but the barber’s man hath been

seen with him; and the old ornament of his

cheek hath already stuSed tennis-balls.

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did,

by the loss of a beard.

B. Pedro. Nay, he rubs Mmself with civet.

Can you smell him out by that?

Claud, That’s as much as to say the sweet
youth’s in love.

D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is Ms
melancholy. [face?

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his

D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the
which I hear what they say of him.

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit; which is

now crept into a lute-stiing, and now governed
by stops.

D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for

him: conclude, conclude, he is in love.

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him.
D. Pedro, That would I know too; I war-

rant one that knows him not.

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions; and, in

despite of all, dies for him. [upwards.

D. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face

Bene, Yet is this no charm for the toothache.

—Old signior, walk aside with me; I have
studied eight or nine wise words to speak to

you, which these hobby-horses must not hear.

[^reunt Beicedick and Leonato.
D. Pedro. For my Me, to break with him

about Beatrice.

Claud. ’Tis even so: Hero and Margaret
have by this played their parts with Beatrice;

and then the two bears will not bite one another
when they meet.

Enter Don John.

D. John. Mylord and brother, God save you.
D. Pedro. Good den, brother.

D. John. If your leisure served, J would
speak with you.
D. Pedro. Inpnvate?
D. John. If it please you;—yet Count

Claudio may hear; for what I would speak of
concerns Mm.
D. Pedro. What’s the matter?
D. John. Means your lordship to be married

to-morrow? [To Claubio.
D. Pedro. You know he does.
D. John. I know not that, when he knows

what I know.
Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray

you discover it,

D. John. You may think I love you not; 1st
that appear hereafter, and aim better at me by
that I now will manifest For my brother, I
think he holds you well, and in dearness of
heart hath help ro effect your ensuing marriage;
surely suit ill spent, and labour ill bestowed!
D. Pedro. Why, what’s the matter?
D, John. 1 came hither to tell you: and,

circumstances shortened,—for she hathbeentoo
long a-talking of,—the lady is disloyal.

Claud. Who? Hero?
D. John. Even she; Leonato’s Hero, your

Hero, every man’s Hero.
Claud. Disloyal?
jD. John. The word is too good to paint out

her wickedness; I could say she were worse:
think you of a worse title and I wih fit her to it.

Wonder not till further warrant: go but with
me to-night, you shall see her chamber-window
entered, even the night before her wedding-
day: if you love her then, to-morrow wed her;
but it would better fit your honour to change
your mind.

Claud. May this be so?
D. Pedro. I will not think it.

D. John. If you dare not trust that you see
confess not that you know; if you will follow
me I wiE show you enough; and when you
have seen more, and heard more, proceed
accordingly.

Claud. If I see anything to-night why I
should not marry her to-morrow, in the con-
gregation where I should wed, there will I
shame her.

D. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to ob-
tain her, I will join v/ith thee to disgrace her.
D. John. I wiU disparage her no farther till

you are my witnesses: bear it coldly but till

midnight, and let the issue show itself.

D. Pedro. O day untowaxdly turned 1

Claud. 0 mischief strangely thwarting!
D. John. O plague right well prevented!

So will you say when you have seen the sequel.

[Exeunt.

Scene IIL—A Street.

Enter Dogberhy and Verges, with the
Watch.

Dogb. Are you good men and true?
Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they

should suffer salvation, body and soul.

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good
for them, if they should have any allegiance in
them, being chosen for the prince’s watch.

Verg. WeH, ^ve them their charge, nei^-
bour Dogber^.
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Dogh, First, who think you the most desert-

iess man to be constable?

1 Watch, Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George
Seacoal; for they can wnte and read.

Dogh, Come hither, neighbor Seacoal: God
hath blessed you with a good name: to be a
well-favoured man is the ^t of fortune: but to

write and read comes by nature.

2 Watch, Both which, master constable,

—

Dogh, You have; I knew it would be your
answer. Well, for yoiu: favour, sir, why, give

God &anks, and make no boast of it; and for

your writing and reading, let that appear when
there is no need of such vanity. You are

thought here to be the most senseless and tit

man for the constable of the watch; therefore
bear you the lantern. This is your charge;

—

you shall comprehend all vagrom men; you
are to bid any man stand, in the prince’s name.
2 Watch, How if’a will not stand?
Dogh, Why, then, take no note of him, but

let him go; and presently call the rest of the
watch together, and thank God you are rid of

a knave.
Verg, If he will not stand when he is bidden,

he is none of the prince’s subjects.

Dogh, True, and they are to meddle with
none but the prince’s subjects.—You shall also

make no noise in the streets; for, for the watch
to babble and talk is most tolerable and not to

be endured.
2 Watch. We will rather sleep than talk;

we know what belongs to a watch.
Dogh. Why, you speak like an ancient and

most quiet watchman; for 1 cannot see how
sleepily should offend; only, have a care that
your bflls he not stolen.--Well, you are to call

at all the ale-houses, and bid them that are
drunk get them to bed.

'

2 TFdfch. How if they will not?
JD^b. Why, then, let them alone till they

are sober; if they make you not then the
better answer, you may say they are not the
men you took them for.

2 Watch. Well, sir.

Dogh. If you meet a thief, you may suspect
him, by virtue of your office, to be no true man:
and, for such kind of men, less you meddle
or make with them, why, the more is for your
honesty.

2 Watch, If we know him to be a thief,

i^all we not lay hands on him?
Dogh. Truly, by your office you may; but I

fhink they that touch pitch will be defiled: the
most peaceable way for you, if you do take a
thief, is to let him show himself what he is, and
steal out of yourxompany.

Verg, You have been always called a merci-
ful man, partner.

Dogh, Truly, I would not hang a dog by my
wiU; much more a man who hath any honesty
in him.

Verg, If you hear a child cry in the night
you must c^ to the nurse and bid her still it.

2 Watch. How if the nurse he asleep and
will not hear us?

Dogh, Why, then, depart in peace, and let

the child wake her with crying: for the ewe
that will not hear her lamb when it baas will

never answer a calf when he bleats.

Verg. ’Tis very true.

Dogh. This is the end of the charge. You*
coflstoble, are to present the prince’s own per-
son; if you meet the prince in the night you
may stay him.

Verg. Nay, by’r lady, that 2 think ’a cannot.
Dogby. Five shillmgs to one on % with any

man that knows the statutes, he may stay him:
marry, not without the pnace be wiMing: for,

indeed, the watch ought to offend no man; and
it is an offence to stay a man against his

Verg. By’r lady, I think it be so.

Dogb. Ha, ha, hal Well, masters, good
night: an there be any matter of weight
chances, call up me: keep your fellows’

counsels and yotn own, and good night.

—

Come, neighbour.
2 Watch. WeM, masters, we hear our

charge; let us go sit here upon the church-
bench till two, and then all to bed.
Dogb. One word more, honest neighbours:

I pray you, watch about Signior Teonato’s
door; for the wedding being there to-morrow,
there is a great coil to-night. Adieu, be vigi-

lant, I beseech you.
[Sxemt Bogberky and Verges.

£nter Borachio and Cokrai>e.

Bora. What, Conrade!

—

Watch. Peace, stir not. [Aside.

Bora. Conrade, Isay!
Con, Here, man, I am at thy elbow.
Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched; I thought

there would a scab follow.

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that; and
now forward with thy tale.

Bora. Stand thee close then under this pent-

house, for it drizzles rain; and X will, like a
true drunkard, utter ail to thee.

Watch. [As^e.] Some treason, masters;
yet stand close.

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Bon
John a thousand ducats. [so dear

Con. Is it possible that any villainy should be
Bora. Thou shouldst rather ask if it were

possible any villainy should be so rich; for when
rich villains have need of poor ones, poor ones
may make what price they will.

Con. I wonder at it.

Bora. That shows thou art unconfirmed.
Thou Imowest that the fashion of a doublet, or

a hat, or a cloak is notMng to a man.
Con. Yes, it is apparel.

Bora. X mean the fashion.

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion.

Bora. TushI I may as well say the fool’s the
fool. But seest thou not what a deformed
thief this fashion is?

Watch. I know that Deformed; ’a has been
a vile thief this seven year; ’a goes up and
down like a gentleman: I remember his name.

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody?
Con, Ko; ’twas the vane on the house.
Bora. Seestthou not, I say, what a deformed

thief this fasidon is? how giddily he turns about
all the hot bloods between fourteen and fiye-

and-thirty? sometimes fashioning them like

Pharaoh’s soldiers in the reechy paiatiag; some-
times like god Bel’s priests in the old church
window; sometimes like the shaven Hercules
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iathe smirclied worm-eaten tapestry,where his

co4-piece seems as massy as his club?

Con. AUlhisIsee; and see that the fashion

wears out more apparel than the man. But art

not thou i^yself dddy with the fashion too, that

thou hast shifted out of thj tale into telling me
of the fashion?

Bora. Not so neither; but know that I have
to-night wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero’s
gentlewoman, by the name of Hero; she leans

me out at her mistress’s clmmber-window, bids

me a thousand times good night,—I tell this

tale vilely:—I should first tell ihee, how the

prince, Claudio, and my master, planted and
placed and possessed by my master Don John,
saw afar ofi in the orchard this amiable en-

counter.

Con. And thought they Margaret was Hero?
Bore. Two of them did, the prince and

Claudio; but the devil my master knew she
was Margaret; and partly by his oaths, which
firstpossessed them, partly bythe dark of night,

which did deceive them, but chiefly by my
villany, which did confirm any slander that

Don John had made, away went Claudio en-

raged; swore he would meet her, as he was
appointed, next morning at the temple, and
there,* before the whole congregation, shame
her with what he saw over-night, and send her
home again without a husband.

1 Watch. "We charge you in the prince’s

name, stand.

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable:

we have here recovered the most dangerous
piece of lechery that ever was known in the
commonwealth.

1 Watch. And one Deformed is one of them;
I know him, ’a wears a lock.

. Con. Masters, masters!
2 Watch. You’ll be made bring Deformed

forth, I warrant you.

Con. Masters,

—

I Watch. Never speak; we charge you, let

us obey you to go with us.
Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commo-

dity, being taken up of these men’s bills.

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant
you. Come, we’ll obey you. IBxeunf.

Sci^VE IV.~-4 Room in Leonato’s House.

Enter Hero, Margaret, and TJrsijla.

Eero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beat-
rice, and desire her to rise.

Urs. I will, lady.

Hero. And bid her come hither.

Urs. Well. [Exit Ursula.
Marg. Troth, I think your other rabato were

better, [this.

Hero* Ko, pray thee, good Meg, I’ll wear
Marg. By my troth, it’s not so good; and I

warrant your cousm v^ say so.

Hero, My cousin’s a fool, and thou art an-
other; I’ll wear none but this.

^ . Marg. I like the new tire within excellently,
if the hair were a thought browner: and yonr
gown’s a most rare fashion, i* faith. I saw the
Duchess of Milan’s gown that they pridse so.
Hero. 0, that exceeds, tbev say.

Marg. By my troth, it’s but a night-gown in
respect of yours. Cloth of gold, and cuts, and
laced with silver; set with pearls, down-sleeves,
side-sleeves, and skirts round,underbome with
a blueish tinsel: but for a fine, quaint, graceful,

and excellent fashion, yours is worth tenon’t
Hero. God ^ve me joy to wear it, for my

heart is exceeding heavy I

Marg. ’TwiU be heavier soon, by the weight
of a mau-

Hero, Fie upon theel art not ashamed?
Marg. Of what, lady? of speaking honour-

ably? Is not marriage honourable in a beggar?
Is not your lord honourable without marriage?
I think, you would have me say, saving your
reverence,—a husband: an bad thmldng do net
wrest true speaking I’U offend nobody. Is
there any harm in—the heavier for a husbmdT
None, I think, an it be the right husband and
the right wife; otherwise ’tis light, and not
heavy. Ask my Lady Beatrice else,—here she
comes.

Enter Beatrice.

Hero. Good morrow, coz.

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero.
Hero. Why, how now! do you speak in the

sick tune?
Beat. 1 am out of all other tune, methinks.
Marg. Clap’s into Light o’ love; that goes

without a burden: do you sing it and I’U dance
It.

Beat. Yea, Light o’ low, with your heelsl—
then if your husband have stables enough, yon’U
see he shall lack no bams.
Marg, O illegitimate construction! I scorn

that With my heels.

Beat. ’Tis almost five o’clock, cousin; ’tis

time you were ready. By my troth, I am ex-
ceeding ill;-—hey-hol
Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband?
Beat For the letter that begins them all, H*
Marg. WeU, an you be not turned Turk,

there's no more sailing by the star.

Beat. What means the fool, trow?
Marg, Nothing I; but God send every one

their heart’s desire!

Hero. These gloves the count sent me; they
are an excellent perfume.

Beat. 1 am stuffed, cousin, I cannot smell.
Marg. A maid and stuffed! there’s goodly

catebmg of cold.

Beat. 0, God help me! God help me! how
long have you professed apprehension?
Marg. Ever since you left it:—doth not my

wit become me rarely?

Beat. It is not seen enough; you should wear
itm your cap.---By my trotti, I am sick.

Get you some ofthis distilled Carduus
Benedictus and lay it to your heart; it is the
only thing for a qualm.
Hero. There thou prick’st her with a thistle.

Beat. Benedictus I why Benedictus? you have
some moral in this Benedictus.

Aforp. Moral? no, hy my troth, I have no
moral meaning; I meant plain holy-thistle.
You may think, perchance, that I think you are
in love: nay, by’r lady, I am not suph a fool
to think what I list; nor I list not to think what
1 can; nor, Indeed, I cannot think, if I would
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my heart out of thiuMiig, that you are in

love, or that you "will he in love, or that you

can he in love: yet Benedick was such another,

and now is he become a man; he swore he
would never marry; and yet now, in despite of

ids heart, he eats his meat without grudging:

and how you may be converted I Imow not;

but methinks you look with your eyes as other

women do. [keeps?

Beat What pace is this that thy tongue

Marg* Not a false gallop.

Re-enter Ursula.

Z7rs. Madam, withdraw; the prince, the

count, Signior Benedick, Don John, and all

the grants of the town are come to fetch you
to church.

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good
Meg, good Ursula. [Exeunt

ScEiCE V.—Another Room in Leonato’s
House.

Leon, What would you with me, honest
neighbor?
Dogb, Many, sir, I would have some confi-

dence with you that discerns you nearly.

Leon. Brief, I pray you; for you see ’tis a
busy time with me.
Dogb. Mar^, this it is, sir.

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, sir.

Leon. What is it, my good friends?

Dogb. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little

o£[ the matter: an old man, sir, and his wits

are not so blunt as, God help, 1 would desire

they were: but, in faith, honest as the skin

between, Ms brows.

Vetg, Yes, I thank God I am as honest as

any man living that is an old man and no
honester than I.

Dogb. Comparisons are odorous: palabras,

neighbour Verges.
Icon. Neighbours, you are tedious.

Dogb. It pleases your worship to say so, but

we are the poor duke’s officers: but, truly, for

mine own part, if I were as tedious as a king, I

could find in my heart to bestow it all of your
worship,

Leon. All thy tediousness on me I ha!

Dogb. Yea, and ’twere a thousand times

more than *tis: for I hear as good exclamation

on your worship as of any man in the city; and
though I be but a poor man, 1 am glad to hear
it.

Verg. And so am I. [say.

Leon. I would fain know what you have to

Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, except-

ing your worship’s presence, have ta’en a couple

of as arrant knaves as any in Messma.
Dogb* A good old man, sir; he will be talk-

ing; as they say, When the age is in the wit is

out; God help usi it is a world to see!—Well
said, i' faith, neighbour Verges:—^well, God’s a
good man; an two men ride of a horse, one
must ride behind.—Anhonest soul, i’ faith, sir;

by my troth he is, as ever broke bread: but God
is to be worshipped. All men are not alike,

—

alas, good neighbour! [of you.

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short

Dogb. Gifts that God gives.

Leon. I must leave you.

Dogb. One word, sir: our watch, rir, have
indeed comprehended two auspicious persons,
and we would have them this morning examined
before your worship.

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and
hrmg it me; I am now in great haste, asit may
appear unto you.
Dogb. It shall be suffigance. [well.

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go; fare you

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to ^ve your
daughter to her husband.
Leon. I will wait upon them; I am ready.

[Exeunt Leon, and Messenger,
Dogb. Go, good partner, go, get you to

Francis Seacoal; bid him bring Ms pen and
infchom to the gaol; we are now to examinatioa
Ihese men.

Verg. And we must do it wisely.

Dogb. We wiU spare for no wit, I warrant,
you; here’s that [touching his forehead] shall
drive some of them to a non com: only get the
learned writer to set down our exconmmnka-
tion, and meet me at the gaol. [Exeunt

ACT IV.

Scene I.—The inside of a Church.

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato,
Friar, Claudio, Benedick, Hero, and
Beatrice, &c.

Leon. Come, Friar Francis, be brief; only
to the plain form of marriage, and you shall re-
count their particular duties afterwards.

Friar. You come hither, my lord, to marry
this lady?

Claud. No. [to many her.
Leon. To be married to her, friar; you come
Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married

to this count?
Hero. I do.

Friar. If either of you, know any inward im-
pediment why you shoilld not be conjoined I
charge you, on your souls, to utter it.

Claud. &10W you any. Hero?
Hero. None, my lord.

Friar, Know you any, count?
Leon. I dare make his answer, none.
Claud. 0, what men dare do! what men

may do! what men daily do! not knowing what
they do!

Bene, How now! Interjections? Why,
then, some be laughing, as, hal ha! he!

Claud. Stand thee by, fnar:—Father, by
your leave;

Will you with free and unconstrained soul
Give me tMs maid, your daughter?

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me.
Claud. And what have I to give you back,

whose worth
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift?

D, Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her
again. [thankfulness.

—

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn mo noble
There, Leonato, take her back again;

Give not tMs rotten orange to your friend;

She’s but tihe sign and semblance of her
' honour.

—
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Behold, how Uke a maid she blushes herel

O, what authority and show of truth

Can cunning sin cover itself withall

Comes not tiiat blood as modest evidence

Towitness rimple virtue? Would you not swear.
All you that see her, that she were a maid,

By these exterior shows? But she is none:

She knows the heat of a luxunous bed;

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty.
Leon» Wb&% do you mean, my lord?

Claud. Not to be married.

Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton.

Leon. Dear, my lord, if you, in your own
proof,

Have vanquished the resistance of her youth.

And made defeat of her virginity,

—

Claud, I know what you would say; If I

have known her,

You’ll say, she did embrace me as a husband,

And so extenuate the ’forehand sin:

No, Leonato,

I never tempted her with word too large;

But, as a brother to- his sister, show’d
Bashful sincerity and comely love.

Hero. And Seem’d I ever otherwise to you?

Claud, Out on thy seeming! 1 will write

hgainst it:

You seem to me as Dian in her orb;

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown;

But you are more intemperate in j^our blood

Than Venus, or those pamper’d animals

That rage in savage sensuality. [so wide?
Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak

Claud, Sweet prince, why speak not you?

I>, Pedro, What should I speak?

I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about

To link my dear fnend to a common stale.

Icon. Are these things spoken? or do I but
dream?

B. John, Sir, they are spoken, and these

things are true.

Sene. This looks not like a nuptial.

Hero. True!—O God!
Claud, Leonato, stand I here? [brother?

Is this the prince? Is this the prince’s

Is this face Hero’s? Are our eyes our own?
Leon. All this is so; but what of this, my

lord? [your daughter;

Chmd. Let me but move one question to

And, -by that fatherly and kindly power
That you have in her, bid her answer truly.

Leon, I charge thee do so, as thou art my
child,

Hero, O God defend me! how am I beset!

—

What kind of catechising call you this?

Claud, To make you answer truly to your
name. [name

Hero, Is it not Hero? Who can blot that

With any Just reproach?
Claud, Marry, that can Hero;

Hero itself can blot out Hero’s virtue.

What man was he talk’d with you yesternight

Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one?
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this.

Hero, I talk’d with no man at that hour, my
lord. [Leonato,

D, Pedro, Why, then are you no maiden.

—

1 am sorry you must hear: upon mine honotur.

Myself, my brother, and this grieved count.
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night,

Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window;
Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain,

Confess’d the vile encounters they have had
A thousand times in secret.

B. John. Fie, fie! they are
Not to be named, my lord, not to be spoke of;

There is not chastity enough in language,
Without offence, to utter them. Thus, pretty

lady,

I am sorry for thy much misgovemment.
Claud 0 Hero! what a Hero hadst thou

been
If half thy outward graces had been placed
About thy thoughts and counsels of thy heart!
But fare thee well, most foul, most fair! fare-

well,

Thou pure impiety and impious purity!
For thee I’ll lock up all the gates of love,
And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang,
To turn all beau^ into thoughts of harm,
And never shall it be more gracious.
Leon. Hath no man’s dagger here a point

for me? [Hero swoons.
Seal. Why, how now, cousin? wherefore

sink you down?
B, John. Come, let us go: these things,

come thus to light,

Smother her spirits up.
[Exeunt D. Pedro, B. John, and Claudio

Bene. How doth the lady?
Beat, Dead, I think;—help, uncle;

—

Hero! why, Herol—Unclel—Signior Bene-
dick!—friarl

Leon. 0 fate, take not away thy heavy hand!
Death is the fairest cover for her shame
That may be wish’d for.

Beat. How now, cousin Hero?
Friar, Have comfort, lady.

Leon, Dost thou look up?
Friar. Yea; wherefore should she not?
Leon. Wherefore! Why, doth not every

earthly thing
Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny
The story that is printed in her blood?

—

Do not live, Hero; do not op® thine eyes:
For did I thiuk thou wouldst not quicMy die,

Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy
shames,

Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches,
Strike at thy life. Griev’d 1 1 had but one?
Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame?
O, one too much by thee! Why had I one?
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes?
Why had I not, with charitable hand,
Took up a beggar's issue at my gates;
Who, smirched thus and mk’d with infamy,
I might have said, No part of it is mine;
This shame derives itselffrom unknown loins?
But mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I prais’d.
And mine that I was proud on; mine so much
That I myself was to myself not mine,
Valuing of her; why, she—0, she is fallen
Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again,
And salt too little, which may season give
To her foul tainted tieshi

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient;

For my part, I am so attir’d in wonder
I know not what to say.

Beat, 0, on my soul, my cousin is bfliedl
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Sene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last

night? [night,

Beat. No, truly not: although, until last

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow-
leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d! 0, that is

stronger made
Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron!

Would the two princes he? and Claudio he.
Who lov’d her so that, speaking of her foulness.

Wash’d it with tears? Hence from her! let

her die.

Friar. Hear me a little;

For I have only been silent so long,

And given way unto this course of fortune,

By notmg of the lady: I have mark’d
A thousand blushing apparitions start

Into her face; a thousand innocent shames
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes;

And in her eye there hath appear’d a fire

To bum the errors that these princes hold
Against her maiden tmth. Call me a fool

;

Trust not my reading, nor my observation.

Which with experimental seal doth warrant
The tenor of my book; trust not my age,

My reverence, calling, nor divinity,

If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here
Under some biting error.

Leon. Friar, it cannot be:
Thou seest that all the grace that she hath left

Is that she will not add to her damnation
A sm of perjury; she not denies it:

Why seek’st thou then to cover with excuses
That which appears in proper nakedness?

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are

accused of?

Hero. They know that do accuse me; I

know none:
If I know more of any man alive

Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant,

Let all my sms lack mercy!—0 my father,

Prove you that any man with me convers’d

At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight

Maintained the change of words with any
creature,

Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death!
Friar. There is some strange misprision in

the princes. [honour;

Bene. Two of them have the very bent of

And if their wisdoms be misled in this,

The practice of it lives in John the bastard,

Whose spirits toil in frame of viUaimes.

Leon. I know not. If they speak but truth

of her, [honour,

These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her
The proudest of them shall well hear of it.

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine.
Nor age so eat up my invention.

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means.
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends.

But they shall find, awak’d in such a kind.

Both strength of limb and policy of mind,
Ability in means and choice of friends,

To quit me of them thoroughly.

Friar. Pause awhile,

And let my counsel sway you in this case.

Your daughter here the princes left for dead;

Let her awhile be secretly kept in,

And publish it that she is dead indeed:
Maintain a mourning ostentation,

And on your family’s old monument

Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites

That appertain unto a burial.

Leon. What shall become of this? What
will this do? [behalf

Friar. Marry, this, well carried, shall on her
Change slander to remorse; that is some good,
But not for that dream I on this strange course,
But on this travail look or greater birth.

She dying, as it must be so maintain’d,
Upon the instant that she was accus’d.
Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus’d
Of every hearer: for it so falls out
That what we have we prize not to the worth
Whiles we enjoy it; but being lack’d and lost.

Why, then we rack the value; then we find
The virtue that possession would not show us
Whiles it was ours. So will it fare with Claudio

:

When he shall hear she died upon his words,
The idea of her hfe shall sweetly creep
Into his study of imagination;
And every lovely organ of her life

Shall come apparell’d in more precious habit,
More moving delicate, and full of Hfe,

Into the eye and prospect of his soul,

Than when she liv’d indeed:—then shall he
mourn,—

If ever love had interest in his liver,

—

And wish he had not so accused her;
No, though he thought his accusation true.

Let this be so, and doubt not but success
Will fashion the event in better shape
Than I can lay it down in likelihood.

But if all aim but this be leveU’d false,

The supposition of the lady’s death
Will quench the wonder of her infamy:
And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her—
As best befits her wounded reputation,

—

In some reclusive and religious life.

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries.

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise
you;

And though you know my inwardness and love,

Is very much unto the prince and Claudio,
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this

As secretly and justly as your soul
Should with your body.
Leon, Being that I flow in grief

The smallest twine may lead me.
Friar. ’Tis well consented; presently away;

For to strange sores strangely they strain the
cure.

—

Come, lady, die to live: this wedding-day
Perhaps is but prolonged; have patience, and

endure.
[Exeunt Friar, Hero, and Leon.

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this

while?
Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer-

Bene. I wfH not desire that.

Beat. You have no reason; I do it freely.

Bene. Surely, I do beHeve your fair cousin

is wrong’d.
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve

of me that would right her! ship?

Bene. Is there any way to show such friend-

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend.

Bene. May a man do it?

Beat. It is a man’s office, but not yours.

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well

as you. Is not that strange?
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Beat, As strange as the thing I know not.

I| were as possible for me to say I loved noth-
ing so well as you: but beheve me not; and
yet I he not; I confess nothing, nor I deny
•nothing.—I am sorry for my cousin.

Bene. Bymy sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me.
Beat. Do not swear by it and eat it.

Bene. 1 will swear by it that you love me;
and I will make him eat it that says I love not

Beat. Will you not eat your word? [you.

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to

it; I protest I love thee.

Beat. Why, then, God forgive me!
Bene, What oSence, sweet Beatnce?
Beat. You have stayed me in a happy hour:

I was about to protest I loved you.

Bene. And do it with all thy heart?

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart

that none is left to protest.

Bene. Come, bid me do anythmg for thee.

Beat. KjU Claudio.

Bene, Ha! not for the wide world.

Beat. You kill me to deny it. Farewell.

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice.

Beat. I am gone though I am here;—there

is no love in you:—nay, I pray you, let me go.

Bene. Beatnce,

—

Beat. In faith, I will go.

Bene. We’ll be friends first.

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me
than fight with mine enemy.

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy?
Beat. Is he not approved in the height a vil-

lain that hath slendered, scorned, dishonoured
my kinswoman?—0 that I were aman I—What!
bear her in hand until they come to take hands,
and then with pubhc accusation, uncovered
slander, unmitigated rancour,—0 God, that I

‘Were a man! I would eat his heart in the
market-place!

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice;

—

Beat. Talk with a man out at a wmdow!—

a

proper saying!

Bene. Nay but, Beatrice;—

Beat. Sweet Hero!—she is vnronged, she is

slandered, she is undone.
Bene. Beat

—

Beat. Princes and counties! Surely, a
princely testimony, a goodly count-confect; a
sweet gallant, surely! 0 that I were a man
for Ms sake! or that I had any fnend would be
a man for my sake ! But manhood is melted
into courtesies, valour into compliment, and
men are only turned into tongue, and tnm ones
too: he is now as vaUant as Hercules that only
tells a lie and swears it.—I cannot be a man
with wishing, therefore I will die a woman
with grieving. [I love thee.
< Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice, By this hand.

Beat. Use it for my love some other way
than swearing by it.

Bene. Think you in your soul the Count
Claudio hath wronged Hero? [soul.

. peat Yea, as sure as I have a thought or a
Bene, Briough, I am engaged; I will chal-

lenge him; I will Hss your hand and so leave
you. this hand, Claudio shall render me a
dear account. As you hear of me, so- think of
me. Go, comfort your co'usin: I must say she

,

is dead; and so, farewell. [Exeimt.

- Scene II.

—

A Pnson.

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton, in
gowns; and the Watch, with Conrade and
Borachio.

Dogb. Is our whole dissembly appeared?
Verg. O, a stool and a cushion for the

sexton!
Sexton. Which be the malefactors?
Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner:
Verg. Nay, that’s certain; we have the ex-

hibition to examine.
Sexton. But which are the offenders that are

to be examined? let them come before master
constable.

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me.—What is your name, friend?
Bora. Borachio.
Dogb. Pray write down—Borachio,

Yours, sirrah?

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is

Conrade.
Dogb. Write down—master gentleman Con-

rade.—Masters, do you serve God?

Bora. F
Yea, sir, we hope.

Dogb, Write down—that they hope they
serve God:—and write God first; for God de-
fend but God should go before such villains!

—

Masters, it is proved already that you are little

better than false knaves; and it will go near to

be thought so shortly. How answer you for

yourselves?
Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none.
Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure

you; but I will go about with him.—Come you
hither, sirrah: a word in your ear, sir; I say
to you, it is thought you are false knaves.

Bora. Sir, I say to you, yv'e are none.
Dogb. Well, stand aside.

—’Fore God, they
are both in a tale. Have you writ down—that
they are none?

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the
way to examine; you must call forth the Watch
that are their accusers.

Dogb. Yea, marry, that’s the eftest way.

—

Let the Watch come forth.—Masters, I charge
you in the prince’s name, accuse these men.

1 Watch. This man said, sir, that Don John,
the pnnce’s brother, was a villain.

Dogb. Wnte down—Prince John a villain.

—

Why, this is fiat perjury, to call a prince’s
brother villain.

Bora. Master constable,

—

Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace; I do not
like thy look, I promise thee.

Sexton. What heard you him say else?

2 Watch. Marry, that he had received a
thousand ducats off Don John for accusing the
Lady Hero wrongfully.

Dogb. Flat burglary as ever was committed.
Verg. Yea, by the mass, that it is.

Sexton. What else, fellow?

1 Watch. And that Count Claudio did mean,
upon his words, to disgrace Hero before the
whole assembly, and not marry hei;.

. ,Dogb. O ,villainl thou wilt be condemned
into everlasting redemption for this.

Sexton. What else?
2 Watch. This'is all.
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Sextan* And tMs is more^ toasters, t&an you

can deny. Prince Joimis thismorning secretly

stolen away; Hero was in this manner accused,

in this very manner refused, and upon the grief

of this suddenly died.—^Master constable, let

these men be bound and hrou^t to Leonato’s;

1 will go before and show him their examina-

tion.

Dogb. Come, let them be opinioued.

Yerg* Let them he in hand.

Con. Off, coxcombs
Dogb, God’s my life! where’s the sexton?

let hun write down—the pnnce’s officer, cox-

comb.—Come, bind them.—Thou naughty

varletl

Con. Awayl you are an ass, you are an ass.

Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place?

Dost ffiou not suspect my years?—0 that he
were here to write me down an ass! but,

masters, remember, that 1 am an ass; though

it be not written down, yet forget not that I am
an ass.—No, thou villain, thou art full of piety,

as shall be proved upon thee by good witness.

1 am a wise fellow; and, which is more, an
officer; and, which is more, a householder;

and, which is more, as pretty a piece of tiesh

as any in Messina: and one that knows the

law, go to; and a rich fellow enough, go to;

and a fellow that hath had losses; and one
that hath two gowns, and everything handsome
about him.—Bring him away. 0 that I had
been writ down an ass I [Exeunt

ACT V.

Scene 1.—Before Leonato’s Souse.

Enter Leonato and Antonio.

Ant. If you go on thus you will kill yourself;

And ’tis not wisdom thus to second grief

Against yourself.

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel,

Which falls into mine ears as profitless

As water in a sieve: give not me counsel;
Nor let no comforter delight mine car
But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine.
Bring me a father that so lov’d his child,

Whose joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine,
And bid him speak of patience; [mine,

Measure his woe the length and breadth of

And let it answer every strain for strain;

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such,
In every Imeament, branch, shape, and form:
If such a om will smile, and stroke his beard,
Cry—sorrow, wagi and hem when he should

groan [drunk
Patch grjef with proverbs, make misfortune
With candle-wasters,—bring him yet to me,
And 1 of him will gather patience.

But there is no such man: for, brother, men
Can counsel and speak comfort to that grief -

.
Which they themselves not feel; but, tasting it,

Their counsel turns to passion, which before
Would give preceptial medicine to rage,
Fetter strong madness in a silken thread.
Charm ache with air and agony with words:
No, no; ’tis aU men’s office to speak patience
To those that wring under the load of sorrow;

’ But no man’s virtue nor sufficiency

To be so moral when he shall e^rdure [sel:

The like himself: therefore, give menocoun-
My griefs cry louder than advertisement.

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing
differ.

Leon. 1 pray thee, peace; I will be flesh and
blood:

For there was never yet philosopher
That could endure the toothache patiently,

However they have writ the style of gods.
And make a pish at chance and suffemnce.
Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon your-

self:

Make those mat do offend you suffer too.

Leon. There thou speak’si reason: nay, I

win do so.

My soul doth tell me Hero is helled;

And that shall Claudio know; so affiall the
prince,

And all of them that thus dishonour her.
Ant. Here comes the prince and Claudio

hastily.

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio.

D. Pedro. Good den, good den.
Claud. Good day to both of you.
Leon, Hear you, my lords,

—

D. Pedro. We have some haste, leonato.
Leon. Some haste, my lordt—well, fare you

well, my lord:

—

Are you so hasty now?—well, all is one.
D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good

old man. [Img,

Ant If he could right himself with quarrel-
some of us would lie low,

Claud. Who wrongs Mm?
Leon. Marry, thou dost wrong me: thou dis-

sembler, thou:

—

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword—
1 fear thee not.

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand,
If It should give your age such cause of fear:

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword.
Leon. Tush, tush, man; never fleer and jest

at me;
I speak not like a dotard nor a fool;

As, under privilege of age, to brag [do
What I have done being young, or what would
Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy head.
Thou hast so wrong’d mine iimocent child and

me
That I am forc’d to lay my reverence by.
And with gray hairs and bruise of many days,
Do challenge thee to trial of a man.
1 say thou hast belied xmne innocent child; .

Thy slander hath gone through and through her
heart,

And she lies buried with her ancestors,-—
01 in a tomb where never scandal slept.

Save this of hers, fram’d by thy villainy.

Claud. My villainy!

Leon, Thine, Claudio; thine, I say
D. Pedro. You say not right, old man.
Leon. My lord, my lord.

I’ll prove it on his body if he dare,
Despite his nice fence and his active practice.

His May of youth and bloom of lustihood.
Claud. Away! I vrill not havo to^ do with

you.
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Leon. Canst thou so datf me? Thou hast

kill’d my child;

If thou kilFst me, boy, thou shalt kill a man
Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed,

But that’s no matter; let him kill one first,

—

Wm me and wear me,—let him answer me.—
Come, follow me, boy, come, boy, follow me*
Sir boy, I’ll whip you from your foining fence;

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.

Leon. Brother,

—

Ant. Content yourself. God knows I lov’d

my niece;

And she is dead, slander’d to death by villains,

That dare as well answer a man, indeed.

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue:

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops*—
Leon. Brother Antony,

—

Ant. Hold you content. What, man! I

know them, yea, [scruple,—

And what they weigh, even to the utmost
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-mong ring boys,

That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and
slander,

Go anticly, and show outward hideousness.

And speak oif half a dozen dangerous words,
How they might hurt their enemies, if they

durst;

And this IS all.

Leon. But, brother Antony,-—
Anf. Come, ’tis no matter;

Dc not you meddle, let me deal in this.

D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake
your patience.

My heart is sorry for your daughter’s death;

But, on my honour, she was charg’d with noth-

ing
But what was true, and very full of proof.

Leon. My lord, my lord,

—

D. Pedro. I will not hear you.

Leon. Ho?
Come, brother, away.—I will be heard;

—

Anf. And shall,

Or some of us will smart for it.

[Exeunt Leon, and Ant.
D. Pedro. See, see; here comes the man we

went to seek.

Enter Benedick.

Claud. Now, sigmor! what news?
Bene. Good day, my lord.

D. Pedro, y/elcome, sigmor: you are almost
come to part almost a fray.

Claud, We had like to have had our two noses
snapped off with two old men without teeth.

D. Pedro. Leonato and his brother. What
think’st thou? Had we fought, I doubt we
should have been too young foi them.

Bene, In a false quarrel there is no true

valour. I came to seek you both.
Claud. We have been up and down to seek

thee; for we are high proof melancholy, and
would fain have it beaten away. Wilt thou use
thy wit?

Bene. It is in my scabbard: shall I draw it?

B. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy
side?

Claud, Never any did so, though very many
have been beside their wit.—I will bid thee
draw, as we do the minstrels; draw, to pleasure
us

D. Pedio. A& I am an honest man, he looks
pale —Art thou sick or angry?

Claud. What* courage, man* What though
care killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough m
thee to kill care.

Bene Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career,

an you charge it against me.—I pray you, choose
another subject

Claud. Nay, then, give him another staff;

this last was broke cross.

D. Pedro. By this light, he changes more
and moie; I think he be angry indeed.

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his

girdle.

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear?

Claud. God bless me from a challenge

!

Bene. You are a villain,— I jest not:— I will

make it good how you dare, with what you
dare, and when you dare.— jDo me right, or I

will protest your cowardice. You have killed

a sweet lady, and her death shall fall heavy on
you. Let me hear from you.

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have
good cheer.

D. Pedro. What, a feasP a feast?

Claud. V faith, I thank him, he hath bid me
to a calf’s head and a capon, the which if I do
not carve most curiously, say iny knife’s naught.
—Shall I not find a woodcock too?

Bene. Sir, your wit arables well; it goes
easily.

D. Pedro. FII tell thee how Beatrice praised

thy wit the other day: I said thou hadst a

fine wit; True, says she, a fine little one. No,
said I, a great wit, Right, says she, a great

gross one. Nay, said I, a good wit. Just,

said she, if hurts nobody. Nay said I, the

gentleman is wise. Certain, said she, a wise
gentleman. Nay, said I, he hath the tongues.

That 1 believe, said she, for he sivore a thing

to me on Monday night which he forswore on
Tuesday morning; ihere^s a double tongue;
there's two tongues. Thus did she, an hour
together, trans-shape thy particular virtues; yet,

at last, she concluded, with a sigh, thou wast
the yroperest man in Italy.

Claud. For the which she wept heartily, and
said she cared not.

D. Pedro. Yea, that shf' did, but yet, for

all that, anil she did not hate him deadly, she
would love him dearly: the old man’s daughter
told us all.

Claud. All, all; and moreover, God saw him
when he was hid in the garden.

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage
bull’s horns on the sensible Benedick’s Lead?

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, Here
dwells Benedick the married man?

Bene. Fare you well, boy; you know my
mind. I will leave you now to your gossip-
lifce humour: you break jests as braggarts do
their blades, which, God be thanked, hurt not.

—My lord, for your many courtesies I thank
you: I must discontinue your company: your
brother the bastard is fled from Messina: you
have among you killed a sweet and innocent
lady. For my Lord Lackbeard there, he and
I shall meet; and till then, peace be with him.

[Exit Benedick.
D. Pedro. He is in earnest.
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Claud, In most profound earnest; and FIl

warrant you for the love of Beatrice.

D. Pedro. And hath challenged thee?

Claud, Most sincerely.

J). Pedro. What a pretty thing man is when
he goes in his doublet and hose, and leaves oS
his wit!

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape: but

then IS an ape a doctor to such a man.

D. Pedro. But, soft, you, 1 et be
,
pluck up,

my heart, and be sad! Did he not say my
brother was fled?

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and the Watch,

with CoNRAj)E and Borachio.

Dogb. Come, you, sir, if justice cannot tame
you, she shall ne’er weigh more reasons in her

balance; nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite

once, you must be looked to.

D Pedro. How now! two of my brother’s

men bound I Borachio one

!

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord.

D. Pedro. Officers, what offence hath these

men done?
Dogb. Marry, sir, they have committed false

report; moreover, they have spoken untruths;

secondarily, they are slanders, sixth and lastly,

they have belied a lady; thirdly, they have

verified unjust things, and, to conclude, they

are lying knaves.

D. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they have

done; thirdly, I ask thee what’s their offence;

sixth and lastly, why they are committed, and,

to conclude, what you lay to their charge?

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own
division; and, by my troth, there’s one mean-
ing well suited.

D. Pedro. Whom have you offended, mas-
ters, that you are thus bound to your answer?

this learned constable is too cunning to be un-

derstood. What’s your offence?

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to

mine answer; do your hear me, and let this

count kill me. I have deceived even your very

eyes: what your wisdoms could not discover

these shallow fools have brought to light; who,
in the night, overheard me confessing to this

man how Don John your brother incensed me
to slander the Lady Hero, how you were
brought into the orchard, and saw me court

Margaret in, Hero’s garments; how you dis-

graced her, when you should marry her: my
viUainy they have upon record, wluch I had
rather seal with my death thanrepeat overtomy
shame. The lady is dead upon mine and my
master’s false accusation; and, briefly, I desire

nothing but the reward of a villain.

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron
through your blood? (it.

Claud. I have drunk poison whiles he uttered
D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to

this‘s

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the prac-

tice of it,

D, Pedro. He is compos’d and fram’d of
treachery:

And fled he is upon this viUainy. {appear
Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth

In the rare semblance that I lov’d it first.

Xk>gb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs; by
this time our sexton hath reformed Signior
Leonato of the matter: and, masters, do not
forget io specify, when time and place shall

serve, that I am an ass.

Verg. Here, here comes master Sigmor
Leonato and the sexton too.

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio, with the
Sexton.

Leon. Which is the villain? let me see his
eyes,

That when I note another man like him
I may avoid him: which of these is he?
Bora. If you would know your wronger, look

on me.
Leon. Art thou the slave that with thy

breath hast kill’d

Mine innocent child?

Bora. Yea., even I alone.
Leon. No, not so, villain; thou bely’st thyself:

Here stand a pair of honourable men

—

A third is fled—that had a hand m it.

—

I thank you, princes, for my daughter’s death;
Record it with your high and v/orthy deeds;
’Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it.

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience,
Yet I must speak. Choose your revenge your-

self;

Impose me to what penance your invention
Can lay upon my sin. yet sinned I not
But in rmstaking.
D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I:

And yet, to satisfy this good old man,
I would bend under any heavy weight
That he’ll enjoin me to.

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live

—

That were impossible; but, I pray you both.
Possess the people in Messina here
How innocent she died: and, if your love
Can labour aught in sad invention,

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb,
And smg it to her bones; sing it tomght:

—

To-morrow morning come you to my house;
And since you could not be ray son-in-law,

Be yet my nephew: my brother hath a daughter,
Almost the copy of my child that’s dead.
And she alone is heir to both of us;

Give her the right you should have given her
cousin,

And so dies my revenge.
Claud. 0, noble sir,

Your overkindness doth wring tears from me!
I do embrace your offer; and dispose
For henceforth of poor Claudio

Leon. To-morrow, then, I will expect your
coming;

To-night I take my leave.—This naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret,
Who, I believe, was pack’d in all this wrong,
Hir’d to it by your brother.

Bora. No, by my soul, she was not;

Nor knew not what she did when she spoke to

me;
But always hath been just and virtuous

In anything that I do know by her.

Dogb. Moreover, sir,— Which, indeed, is not
under white and black,—this plaintiff here, the
offender, did call me ass: I beseech you, let it

be remembered in his punishment. And also,
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the Watch heard them talk of one Deformed:
they say he wears a key in his ear and a lock

hanging by it, and borrows money in God’s
name; the which he hath used so long, and
never paid, that now men grow hard-hearted,

and wSi lend nothing for God’s sake: pray

you, examine him upon that point.

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest
pains.

Dogh. Yourworship speaks like amost thank-
ful andreverend youth, and I praise God for you.

Zieon. There's for thy pains.

Bogb. God save the foundation!

Leon. Go; I discharge thee of thy prisoner,

and I thank thee.

Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your wor-

ship; which I beseech yow worship to correct

yourself, for the example of others. God keep
your worship; I wish your worship well; God
restore you to health; I humbly give you leave

to depart; and if a merry meeting may be
wished, God prohibit it.—Come, neighbour.

[Exeunt Dogb., Verg., and Watch.
Leon. Until to-morrow monung, lords, fare-

well. [to-morrow.

Ant. Farewell, my lords; we look for you
D. Pedro. We will not fail.

Claud. To-mght I’ll mourn with Hero.
[Exeunt D. Pedro and Claud.

Leon. Bring you these fellows on: we’ll talk

with Margaret
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd

fellow. [Exeunt.

Scene IL—Leonato’s Garden,

Enter Benedick and Margaret, meeting.

Sene. Pray thee, sweet Mistress Margaret,
deserve well at my hands by helping me to the
speech of Beatrice.

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in
praise of my beauty?

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no
man living shall come over it; for, in most
comely truth, thou deservest it.

Marg. To have no man come over me? why,
shall I always keep below stairs?

Bene, Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound’s
mouth; it catches.

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer’s
foils, which hit, but hurt not.

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret; it will

not hurt a woman; and so, I pray thee, call

Beatnce; I give thee the bucklers.

Marg. Give us the swords; we have bucklers
of our own.

Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you must
put in the pikes with a vice; and they are dan-
gerous weapons for maids.
Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who,

I think, hath legs. [Bxd Margaret.
Bene, And therefore will come. [Smpi/ip.

The god of love,
That sits above,

And knows and knows me.
How pitiful I deserve,

I mean in singing; but in loving—Leander the
good swimmer, Troilus the first employer of
panders, and a whole book full of these' quonr
dam Carpet-mongers, whose names, yet r&n

smoothly in the even road of a blank verse,
why, they were never so truly turned over and
over as my poor self in love. Marry, I cannot
show itm rhyme; I have tned, I can find out no
rhyme to lady but baby—an innocent rhyme,
for scorn, horn—a hard rhyme, for school, foo\—a babbhng rhyme; very ominous endings.
No, I was not born under a rhyming planet
nor I cannot woo in festival terms.

’

Enter Beatrice.

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I
called thee? [me.

Beat. Yea, sigmor, and depart when you bid
Bene. O, stay but till then!
Beat. Then is spoken; fare you well now;—

and yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came
for, which is, knowing what hath passed
between you and Claudie.

Bene. Only foul words; and thereupon I
will kiss thee.

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind and foul
wind is but foul breath, and foul breath is noi-
some; therefore I will depart unkissed.

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of his
right sense, so forcible is thy wit. But, I must
tell thee plainly, Claudio undergoes my chal-
lenge; and either I must shortly hear from him,
or I will subscribe him a coward. And, I pray
thee now, tell me, for which of my bad parts
didst thou first fall in love with me.-*

Beat. For them all together, which main-
tained so politic a state of evil that they will

not admit any good part to intermingle with
them. But for which of my good parts did you
first suffer love for me?

Bene. Suffer love, a good epithet’ I do suffer

love, indeed, for I love thee against my will.

Beat. In spite of your heart, I think, alas!

poor heart! If you spite it for my sake, I will

spite it for yours; for I will never love that
which my friend hates. [ably.

Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peace-
'Beat. It appears not in this confession:

there’s not one wise man among twenty that

will praise himself.

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatnce, that

lived in the time of good neighbours* if a man
do not erect m this age his own tomb ere he
dies, he shall live no longer in monument than
the bell rings and the widow weeps.

Beat. And how long is that, think you?
Bene. Question:—-why, an hour m clamour,

and a quarter in rheum: therefore it is most
expedient for the wise (if Don Worm, his con-
science, find no impediment to the contrary) to

be the trumpet of hfs own virtues, as I am to

myself. So much for praising myself, who, I

myself will bear witness, is praiseworthy, and
now tell me, how doth your cousin?

Beat. Very ill.

Bene. And how do you?
Beat. Very ill too.

Bene. Serve God, love me* and mend: there
will I leave you too, for here comes one in haste.

Enter Ursula.

Urs. Madam, you must come to your uncle-
Yonder’s old, coil at home: it is proved my
'LadyHero hath been falsely accused ,the prnice
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and Claudio mightily abused; and Don John
is the author of all, who is fled and gone. Will

you come presently?

Bzat Will you go hear this news, signior?

Bern. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap,

and be buried in thy eyes; and, moreover, I will

go wi^ thee to thy uncle’s, {Exeuni.

Scene IIL—rAe ihsKfe 0/ a Church,

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants
with music and tapers,

Claud, Is this the monument of Leonato?
Atten, It is, my lord.

Claud, [reads from a scroll,]

Done to death by slanderous tongues
Was the Hero that here lies:

Deathm guerdon of her wrongs.
Gives her fame which never dies:

So the life, that died with shame,
Lives in death with glorious fame.

Hang thou there u]^ii the tomb, [affixing iL
!l^ai$ing her when 1 am dumb.

—

Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn.

SONG.
Pardon, Goddess of the night,

Those that slew thy virgin knight;
For the which, with songs of woe.
Round about her tomb they go.

Midnight, assist our moan I

He]b us to sigh and groan.
Heavily, heavily;

Graves, yawn, and yield your dead,
Till death be uttered,
Heavily, heavily.

Claud. Now unto thy bones good night:

Yearly will I do this rite.

D. Pedro, Good morrow, masters; put your
torches out:

The wolves have prey’d; and look the gentle

day,
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about

Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray.

Thanks to you all, and leave us: fare you well.

Claud. Good morrow, masters; each his

several way. [other weeds;
D, Pedro, Come, let us hence, and put on

And then to Leonato’s tve will go. [speeds
Claud. And Hyman now with luckier issue

Than this, for whom we render’d up this woel
[Exemt

Scene IV.—A Room in Leonato'S House.

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beat-
rice, Margaret, Ursula, Friar, and

Hero.
Friar, Did I not tell you she was innocent?
JLeon. So are the prince and Claudio, who

accus’d her
Upon the error that you heard debated:
But Margaret was in some fault for t^is,

Although against her will, as it appears
In the true course of all the question.

Ant. Well, 1 am glad that all things sort so

well.

Bene. And so am I, bbing else by fidth

•enforc’d
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it.

Leon. Well, daughter, and you eentlewomen
all,

Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves;
And when I send for you, come hither mask’d:
The prince and Clau^o promis’d by this hour
To visit me.—You know your office, brother;
You must be father to your brother’s daughter,
And give her to young Claudio.

[Exeunt Ladies.
Ant, Which I will do with conjSrm’d coun-

tenance. [think.

Bene, Friar, I must entreat your pains, 1

Friar, To do what, signior?

Bene, To bind me, orundo me, one ofthem.

—

Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior,

Your niece regards me with an eye of favour.

leon. That eye my daughter lent her. ’Tis
most true.

Bene, And I do with an eye oflove requite her.
Leon, The sight whereof, I think, you had

from me, [your will?

From Claudio, and the pirince. But what’s
Bene, Your answer, sir, is enigmatical:

But, for my will, my will is your good-will
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d
In the estate of honourable marriage;

—

In which, good friar, I shall desire your help.

Leon, My heart is with your liMng.
Friar, And my help.

—

Here come the prince and Claudio.

j?nfer Don Pedro and Claudio, with Attend-
ants.

D, Pedro, Good morrow to this fair assembly.
Leon, Good morrow, prince; good morrow,

Claudio;

We here attend you. Are you yet determin’d
To-day to marry with my brother’s daughter?

Claud. I’ll holdmymind were she an Ethiope.
Leon, Call her forth, brother; here’s the fri'ar

ready. [Exit Antonio.
D. Pedro, Good morrow, Benedick. Why,

what’s the matter.
That you have such a February face,

So fuU of rirost, of storm, and cloudiness?
Claud. Ithinkhethinksuponthe savagehull.

—

Tush, fear not, man; we’ll tip thy horns with
gold.

And all Europa shall rejoice at thee,

As once Europa did at lusty Jove,
When he would play the noble beast in love.

Bene, BuU Jove, sir, had an amiable loiv;

And some such strange bull leap’d your father’s

cow,
And got a calf in that same noble feat

Much like to you, for you have just his bleat.

Re-enter Antonio, with the Ladies masked.

Claud, For this I owe you; here come other
reckonings.

Which is the lady I must seize upon?
Ant, This same is she, and I do give you her.

Ciaud. Why, then, she’s mine. Sweet, let

me see your face. [hand
Leon. No, thatyou shall not, till you take her

Before this friar, and swear to marry her.

Claud, Give me jrour hand before this holy
£riar;

1 am your husband if you like.of me.
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JSTm. A&4 'wheft I lived I was yoiir other
wife;

[Unmasking.
And when you lov^’d you wefe my other hus>

band.
Claud, Another Hero?
Berp. nothing; certainer:

One Hero died defiled; but I do live.

And, surely as I live, 1 am a maid. [dead!

D. Fedro, The former Hero I Hero that is

Leon* She died, my lord, but whiles her
slander liv*d.

Friar, All this amazement can I qualify;

When, after that the holy rites are ended,m tell you largely of fair Hero’s death:

Meantime let wonder seem familiar,

And to the chapel let us presently.

Bene, Softand fair, friar.—Whichis Beatrice?
Meat, I answer to that name; [Unmasking.

What is your will?

Bene, Do not you love me?
Beat, No, no more than reason.

Sene, Why, then your uncle, and the prince,

and Claucho

Have been deceived; for they swore you did.

Seat, Do not you love me?
Bene. No, no more than reason.

Beat, Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and
Ursula,

Are much deceived; for they did swear you did.

Bene, They swore that you were almost sick

for me, [dead for me.
Beat, They swore that you were well-nigh

Sene, *Tis no such matter.—Then you do
not love me?

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense.
Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the

gentleman.
Claud. And I’ll be sworn upon’t that he

loves her;

For here’s a paper written in his hand—
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain.

Fashion’d to Beatrice.

Bero. And here’s another.

Writ in my cousin’s hand, stolen from her
pocket,

Containing her affection unto Benedick.

Bene, A miracleI—here’s our own hands
against our hearts 1—Come, I will have thee;
but, by this light, I take thee for pity.

Beat. 1 would not deny you;—^but, by this
good day, I yield upon great persuasion; and
partly to save your life, for 1 was told you were
in a consumption.

Bene. Peace; I will stop your mouth.
[Kissing her.

J>. Pedro. How dost thou. Benedick the
married man?

Bene, FU tell thee what, prince; a college
of wit-crackers cannot flout me out of my
humour. Dost fhou think 1 care for a satire,

or an epigram? No: if a man will be beaten
with brains, he shall wear nothing handsome
about him. In brief, since I do purpose to
marry, I wiU think nothing to any purpose that
the world can say against it; and therefore
never flout at me for what 1 have said against
it; for man is a giddy thing, and this is my
conclnsion.—For thy part, Claudio, I did think
to have beaten thee; but in that thou art like
to be my kinsman, live unbruised, and love my
cousin.

Claud. I had well hoped thou wouldst have
denied Beatrice, Chat 1 might have cudgelled
thee out of thy single life, to make thee a
double dealer; which, out of question thou
wilt be if my cousin do not look exceeding
narrowly to thee.

Bene, Come, come, we are friends:—diet’s

have a dance ere we are married, that we may
lighten our own hearts and our wives’ heels.

Leon. We’ll have dancing afterwards.
Bene, First, 0* my word; therefore, play,

music.—^Prince, thou art sad; get thee a wi!e,

get thee a wife: there is no staff more reverend
than one tipped with horn.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, your brother, John is ta’en in
flight,

And brought with arm’d men back to Messina.
Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow: I’ll

devise thee brave punishments for him.

—

Strike up, pipers. [Dance, Exeunt.
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Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons, betrothed

to Theseus.
Hermia, Daughter to Egeus, in love with

Lysander.
Helena, in love with Demetrius.

Oberon, King of the Fairies*

Titania, Queen of the Fairies.

Puck, or Robin Goodfellow, a Fairy,

Peasblossom,
’

Cobweb,
Moth, Fairies*

Mustardseed,

Pyramus,
I

Thisbe,
Wall, f^Characters in the Interlude
Moonshine,

)
performed by the Clowns,

Lion,
j

Other Fairies attending their King and Queen,

Attendants on Theseus and Hiprolyta.

Scene,—Athens, and a Wood not farfrom it*

ACT 1.

Scene I.—Athens. A Room in the Palace

of Theseus.

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philosxrate,
and Attendants.

The, Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour
Draws on apace; four happy days bring in
Another moon: but, oh, methihks, how slow
This old moon wanesi she lingers my desires,

Like to a step>-dame or a dowager.
Long withering out a young man’s revenue.

Hip* Four days will quickly steep themselves
in nights;

. a

Four nights will quickly dream away the time;
And then the moon, like to a sliver bow
New bent in heaven, shall behold the night
Of our solemnities.

The* Go, Philostrate,

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments;
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth;
Turn melancholy forth to funerals

—

The pale companion is not for our pomp.

—

[Exit Philostrate.
Hippolyta, I woo’d thee with my sword,
And won thy love doing thee injuries;

But I win wed thee in another key, ,

With pomp with triumph, and with revetting;
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Entef^ Egetjs, Herma, Lysahder md
Demetrius

Ege, Happybe Tbesetis, ourrenowned duke!
JTAe. Thanks, good Egeus: wlmt’s the news

with thee?
Effe. Full of vexation come I, with complaint

Against my child, my daughter Hermia.

—

Stand forth, Demetnus.—My noble lord,

This man hath my consent to marry her:

—

Stand forth, Lysander;—and, my gracious duke.

This hath bewitch’d bosom of my child.

Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her
rhymes,

And interchang’d love-tokens with my child:

Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung.

With feigning voice, verses of feigning love;

And stol’n the impression of her fantasy

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, con-
ceits, [sengers.

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweatmeets,—^mes-

Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth;

—

With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter’s
heart;

Turned her obedience, which is due to me,
To stubborn harshness.—And, my gracious

duke,
Be it so she will not here before your grace
Consent to marry with Demetrius,
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens,

—

As she is mine I may dispose of her:
Which shall be either to this gentleman
Or to her death; according to our law
Immediately provided in ^at case.

The* What say you, Hermia? be advis’d,

fair maid:
To you your father should be as a god;
One that compos’d your beauties; yea, and one
To whom yoti are but as a form in wax.
By him imprinted, and within his power
To leave the figure, or disfigure it.

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.

Ber, So is Lysander.
The. In himself he is:

But, in this Mnd, wanting your father’s voice.

The other must be held the worthier. [eyes.

Her. I would my father look’d but with my
The. Bather your eyes must with his judg-

ment look.

Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me.
I know not by what power I am made bold,
BTor how it may concern my modesty
In such a presence here to plead my thoughts:
But I beseech your grace that I may toow
The worst that may befaU me in this case
If I refuse to wed Demetrius.

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure
For ever the society of men.
Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires,

Know of your youth, examine well your blood,
Whether,if you yield not to your father’s choice,
You can endure the livery of a nun;
For aye to he in shady cloister mew'd.
To live a barren sister all your life,

Chanting fainthymnsto the cold, fruitlessmoon.
Thrice blessed they that master so their blood
To undergo such maiden pilgiimage:
But earthlier happy is the rose distill’d,

Than that which, withering on the virgin thorn,
Grows, lives, and dies in smgle blessedness.

Her, So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord.
Ere I will yield my virgin patent up
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke
My soul consents not to give sovereignty.

The. Take time to pause; and by the next
new moon,

—

The sealmg-day betwixt my love and me,
For everlasting bond of fellowship,

—

Upon that day either prepare to die
For disobedience to your father’s vtill;

Or else to wed Demetnus, as he would;
Or on Diana’s altar to protest

For aye austerity and single Hfe. [der, yield
Bern. Relent, sweet Hermia;—and, Lysan-

Thy craxed title to my certain right.

Lys. You have her father’s love, Defaetrius;
Let me have Hermia’s: do you marry him.
Ege. Scornful Lysander! true, he hath my

love;

And what is mine my love shall render him;
And she is mine; and all my right of her
I do estate unto Demetrius.
tys. I am, my lord, as well deriv’d as he.

As well possess’d; my love is more than
My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d,
If not with vantage, as Demetnus’s;
And, which is more than all these boasts can be,
I am belov’d of beauteous Biennia:
Why should not I then prosecute my right?
Demetrius, I’ll avouch it to his head,
Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena,
And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes.
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry,

Upon this spotted and inconstant man.
The. ImustconfessthatIhaveheardsomuch,

And with Demetrius thought to have spoke
thereof;

But, beiug over-full of self-affairs,

My mind did lose it.—But, Demetrius, come;
And come, Egeus; you shall go with me;
I have some private schooling for you both.

—

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself
To fit your fancies to youriather’s will.

Or else the law of Athens yields you up,

—

Which by no means we may extenuate,

—

To death, or to a vow of sin^e Hfe.

—

Come, my Hippolsrta: what cheer, my love?
Demetrius, and Egeus, go along:

I must employ you in some business
Against our nuptial, and confer with you
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves.

Ege. With duty and desire we follow you.
[Exeunt Tees., Hip., Ege., Dem., and Train.

Lys, How now, my love! why is your cheek
so pale?

How chance the roses there do fade so fast?

Her. Belike for want of rain, which I could
wen

Between them from the tempest,of mine eyes.

Lys. Ahme ! for aught that evet I could read,
Could ever hear by tale or history,

The course of true love never did run smooth:
But either it was different in blood, [low!

Her, O cross! too high to be enthrall’d too
Lys. Or else misgraffed inrespectof years;

—

Her. O spite! too old to be engag’d to young!
Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice of

friends:

Her. O heHl to choose love by another's
eye!
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Lys, Or, if there were a sympathy in choice,

War, death, or sickness, did lay siege to it,

Making it momentary as a sound,

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream;
Brief as the lightning m the coUied night

That, in a spleen, unfolds bothheavenand earth,

And ere a man hath power to say. Behold!

The jaws of darkness do devour it up:

So quick bright things come to confusion,

jffer. If, then, true lovers have been ever
cross’d,

It stands as an edict in destiny:

Then let us teach our tnal patience,

Because it is a customary cross; [sighs,

As due to love as thoughts, and dreams, and
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy’s followers.

Lys, A good persuasion; therefore, hear me,
Herxma.

I have a widow aunt, a dowager
Of great revenue, and she hath no child:

Frcm A&ens isherhouse remote seven leagues;
And she respects me as her only son.

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee;

And to that place the sharp Atheman law
Cannot pursue us. If thou lov’st me, then,

Steal foith thy father’s house to-morrow night;

And in the wood a league without the town,

Where 1 did meet thee once with Helena,
To do observance to a morn of May,
There will I stay for thee.

Her. My good Lysander!

I swear to thee by Cupid’s strongest bow,
By his best arrow with the golden head,

By the simplicity of Venus’s doves,

By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves,

And by that fire which bum’d the Carthage
queen,

When the false Trojan under sail was seen,

—

By all the vows that ever men have broke.

In number more than ever woman spoke,—
In that same place thou hast appointed me.
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee.

Lys. Keep promise, love. Look, here comes
Helena.

Enter Helena.

Her. God speed fair Helena! Whither away?
Hel. Call you me fair? that fair again unsay.

Demetrius loves your fair. 0 happy fair!

Your eyes are lode-stars; and your tongue’s
sweet air

More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s ear,

When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds
appear.

Sickness is catching: O, were favour so,

Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go;

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your
eye, [melody.

My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated.

The rest I’ll give to be to you translated.

O, teach me how you look; and with what art

You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart.

Her. 1 frown upon him, yet he loves me stilL

Hel. O that your frowns would teach my
smiles such skill!

Her. I give him curses, yet he givesme love.

Hel, 0 that my prayers could such affection

move! [me.
Her. The more I hate, the more he follows

Hel. The morel love, the more he hateth me.
Her, His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine.
Hel. None, but your beauty; would that

fault were mine
! [face

:

Her. Take comfort; he no more shall see my
Lysander and myself will fly this place.

—

Before the time I did Lysander see,

Seem’d Athens like a paradise to me:
0, then, what graces in my love do dwell.

That he hath turn’d a heaven unto hell!

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold:
To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold
Her silver visage in the watery glass.

Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass,

—

A time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal,

—

Through Athens’ gates havewe devis’d to steal.

Her. And in the wood where often you and I
Upon faint primrose beds were wont to lie,

Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet,
There my Lysander and myself shall meet:
And thence from Athens turn away our eyes,
To seeknew friends and stranger companies.
Farewell, sweet playfellow: pray thou for us,

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius!

—

Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight
From lovers’ food, till morrow deep midni^t.

Lys. I will, my Hermia. [Ejrif Hermia.
Helena adieu:

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you!
[Exit Lys.

Hel. Howhappy some o’er other some canbe 1

Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.
But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so;

He will not know what all but he do know.
And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes.
So I, admiring of his quahties.

Things base and vile, holdmg no quantity,

Love can transpose to form and dignity.

Love looks not with the eyes, hut with the mind;
And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind.
Nor hath love’s mmd of any judgment taste;

Wings and no eyes figure imheedy haste:
And therefore is love said to be a child.

Because in choice he is so oft beguil’d.

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear,
So the boy Love is perjur’d everywhere:
For ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s cyne,
He hail’d down oaths that he was only mme;
And when this hail some heatfrom Hermia felt,

So^hedissolv’^d, and showers of oaths did melt.

I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight;

Then to the wood will he to-morrow ni^t
Pursue her; and for this intelligence

If I have thanks, it is a dear expense:
But herein mean 1 to ennch my pain,

To have his sight thither and back again.

[Exit.

Scene II.

—

The Same. A Room in a Cottoffe.

Enter Snttg, Bottom, Flute, Snout, Quince,
and Starveling.

Quin. Is all our company here?
Sot. You were best to call them generally,

man by man, according to the scrip*

Quin. Here is the scroll of everyman’s name,
which is thought fit, throu^ all Athens, to play
in Out interlude before the duke and duchess on
Iris wedding-day at night.

Sot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the
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play treats on; then read the names of the

actors; and so gsow to a point.

Qum, Marry, our play is—-The most lament-
able comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramus
and Thisby.
Bot A very good piece of work, I assure you,

and a merry.—Now, good Peter Quince, call

forth your actorsbythe scroll.—Masters, spread

yourselves. [the weaver.

Ouin. Answer, as I call you.—Nick Bottom,

Bat* Ready. Name what part I am for, and
proceed. [Pyramus.

Ouin, You, Nick Bottom, are set down for

Bat. What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant?

<?um. A lover, that kills himself most gal-

lantly for love.

Boi. That will ask some tears in the true per-

forming of it. If I do it, let th6 audience look

to their eyes; I will move storms; I will con-

dole in some measure. To the rest:—yet my
chief humour is for a tyrant: I could play Ercles

rarely, or a part to tear a cat in, to make all

spht.

The raging rocks, And Phibbus’ car
With shivering shocks. Shall shine from far.

Shall break the locks And make and mar
Of prison gates : The foolish Fates.

This was lofty!—Now, name the rest of the

players.—This is Ercles* vein, a tyrant's vein;

—a lover is more condolmg.
Quin* Francis Flute, the beUows-mender.
Flu. Here, Peter Quince.
Quin. You must take Thisby on you.

Flu, What js Thisby? a wandering knight?

Quin. It is the lady that Pyramus must love.

Flu. Nay, faith, let me not play a woman;
I have a beard coming.

Quin. That's all one; you shall play it in a
mask, and you may speak as small as you will.

Bot. An 1 may hide my face, let me play

Thisby too: I'll speak in a monstrous little

voice;—TAisnc, Thisne.—Ah, Pyramus, my
lover dear; thy Thisby dear! and lady dear!

Quin, No, no, you must play Pyramus; and,
Flute, you Thisby.

Bot. WeU, proceed.

Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor.

Star. Here, Peter Quince,

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play

Thisby's mother.—Tom Snout, the tinker.

Snout. Here, Peter Quince.
Quin. You, Pyramus’s father; myself,

- Thisby's father;—Snug, the jomer, you, the

lion’s part:—and, I hope, here is a play fitted.

Snug. Have you the lion’s part wntten? pray
you, if it be, ^ve it me, for I am slow of study.

. Qum, You may do it extempore, for it is

nothing but roaring.

Bot. let me play the lion too; 1 will roar,

that I will do any man’s heart good to hear me;
I will roar, that I will make the duke say, Let
him roar again, let him roar again.

[ Qum. An you should do it too terribly you
would fright the duchess and the ladies, that

they would' shriek; and that were enough to

hang us aU.

All. That would hang us every motner's son.

Bot, I grant yon, friends, if that you should
fright the ladies out' of their wits, they would

have no more discretion but to hang us: but I
will aggravate my voice so that I will roar you
as gently as any sucking dove; I will roar you
an 'twere any mghtingaie.

Quin. You can play no part but Pyramus:
for Pyramus is a sweet-faced man; a proper
man, as one shall see on a summer's day; a
most lovely, gentleman-like man; therefore
you must needs play Pyramus.

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What Deard
were I best to play it in?

Quin. Why, what you will.

Bot. I will discharge it in cither your straw-
coloured beard, your orange-tawny beard, your
purple-in-gram beard, or your French-crown-
colour beard, your perfect yellow.

Quin. Some of your French crowns have no
hair at all, and then you will play barefaced.

—

But, masters, here are your parts: and I am to
entreat you, request you, and desire you, to
con them by to-morrow mght; and meet me in
the palace wood, a rmle without the town, by
moonhght: there will we rehearse: for if we
meet in the city, we shall be dogg’d with com-
pany, and our devices known. In the mean-
time I will draw a bill of properties, such as
our play wants. I pray you, fail me not.

Bot, We will meet; and there we may re-
hearse more obscenely and courageously. Take
pains; be perfect; adieu.

Quin. At the duke's oak we meet.
Bot. Enough; hold, or cut bow-strings.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I .—A Wood near Athens.

Enter a Fairy at one door, and Puck at another.

Puck. How now, spirit! whither wander you?
Fai. Over hiU, over dale,

Through bush, through brier.

Over park, over pale,

Through flood, thorough fire,

I do wander everywhere.
Swifter than the moon’s sphere;
And I serve the fairy queen,
To dew her orbs upon the green.
The cowslips tall her pensioners be:
In their gold coats spots you see;
Those be rubies, fairy favours.
In those freckles hve their savours:

I must go seek some dew-drops here,
And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear.
Farewell, thou lob of spirits; I’ll be gone:
Our queen and all our elves come here anon.

Puck, The king doth keep his revels here to-

night;

Take heed the queen come not within his sight.

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath,
Because that she, as her attendant, hath
A lovely boy, stoPn from an Indian lung;
She never had so sweet a changeling:
And jealous Oberon would have the child
Kmght of his train, to trace the forests wild:
But she perforce withholds the loved boy,
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all

her joy;
And now they never meet in grove or greeh,
By fountain clear or spangled starlight shejen,
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But they do square; that all their elves, for fear,

Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there.

Fau Either I mistake your shape and mak-
ing quite,

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite

CallM Robin Goodfellow: are you not he
That frights the maidens of the viUagery;

Skim mUk, and sometimes labour in the quern,

And bootless make the breathless housewife
churn;

And sometime make the dnnk to bear no barm;
Misleadnight-wanderers,lauglungattheirhann?

Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck,
You do their work, and they shall have good luck:

Are not you he?
Puck, Thou speak’st aright;

I am that merry wanderer of the mght.
I jest to Oberon, and make him smSe,
When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,

Neighing in hkeness of a filly foal:

And sometime lurk I in a gossip’s bowl.

In very likeness of a roasted crab;

And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob.

And on her wither’d dew-lap pour the ale.

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale,

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me;
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she,

And tailor cries, and falls into a cough;

And then the whole quire hold their hips and
lofie,

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear

A merrier hour was never wasted there.—
But room, fairy, here comes Oberon.
Fau And here my mistress.—^Would that he

were gone!

' Scene II.

Enter Oberon at one door, with his Train,

and Titania, at another, with hers.

Obe. Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania.

Ttta. What, jealous Oberon! Fairies, skip

hence;

I have forsworn his bed and company.
Obe. Tarry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord?

Tita. Then I must be thy lady: but I know
When thou hast stol’n away from fairy-land.

And in the shape of Conn sat all day,

Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love
To amorous JPhillida. Why art thou here,

Come from the farthest steep of India?
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,
Your buskin’d mistress and your warrior love,

To theseus must be wedded; and you come
To give their bed joy and prosperity.

Obe, How can’st thou thus, for shame,
Titania,

Glance at my credit with Hippolyta,
Knowing I know thy love to Theseus?
Didst thou not lead him through the glimmer-

ing mght
From Pengenia, whom he ravish’d?
And make him with fair Aegle break his faith,

With Ariadne and Antiopa?
Tita. These are the forgeries of jealousy;

And n6ver, since the middle summer’s spring,

Met we on hill^ in dale, forest, or mead,
By paved fount#un, or by rushy brook,
Or on the beached margent of the sea,

To dance our ringlets to the wMstling wind,

X43

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our
sport.

Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain,
As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea
Contagious fogs; which, fallmg in the land.
Have every pelting river made so proud
That they have overborne their continents:
The ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain,
The ploughman lost his sweat; and the green

corn
Hath rotted ere his youth attain’d a beard:
The fold stands empty in the drowned field,

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock;

The nine men’s morris is fill’d up with mud;
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green.
For lack of tread, are undistinguishable:

The human mortals want their winter here;
No night is now with hymn or carol blest;

—

Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,

Pale in her anger, washes all the air,

That rheumatic diseases do abound:
And through this distemperature we see
The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts

Fall in the fresh lap of crimson rose;

And on old Hyem’s chin and icy crown
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds
Is, as in mockery, set: the spring, the summer,
The childing autumn, angry winter, change.
Their wonted liveries; and the maz’d world,

By their increase, now knows not which is

which:
And this same progeny of evils comes
From our debate, from our dissension:

We are their parents and original.

Obe, Do you amend it, then; it lies in you:

Why should Titania cross her Oberon?
I do but beg a little changehng boy
To be my henchman.

Tita. Set your he'art at rest;

The fairy-land buys not the child of me.
His mother was a vot’ress of my order:

And, in the spiced Indian air, by mght,
Full often hath she gossip’d by my side;

And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands,

Marking the embarked traders on the flood; •

When we have laugh’d to see the sails conceive,

And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind:
Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait,

Following,—her womb then rich with my
young squire,—

Would imitate; and sail upon the land,

To fetch me trifles, and return again,

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise.
But she, being mortal, of that hoy did die;

And for her sake I do rear up her boy:
And for her sake I will not part with him,
Obe. How long within this wood intend you

stay? [day.

Tita. Perchance till after Theseus’ wedding-
If you will patiently dance in our round,
And see our moonlight revels, go with us;

If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts.

Obe. Giveme that boy and I will go with thee

,

Tita. Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies,

away:
We shall elude downright if I longer stay.

[Exit T;[TANIA and her Train.

Obe. Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from
this grove

Till I torment thee; for this injury.

—
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My gentle Puck, come hither: thou remember’st
Since once I sat upon a promontory,
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin’s back,
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath,
That the rude sea grew civil at her song,

And certain stars shotmadly from their spheres
To hear the sea-maid’s music.

Puck. 1 remember.
Obe. That very time I saw,—but thou

couldst not,

—

Flying between the cold moon and the earth,

Cupid aU arm’d: a certain aim he took
At a fair vestal, throned by the west;
And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his how,
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts:

But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft

Quench’d in the chaste beams of the watery
moon;

And the imperial votaress passed on,

In maiden meditation, fancy-free.

Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell:

It fell upon a little western flower,

—

Before milk-white, now purple with love’s

wound,

—

And maidens call it love-in-idleness.

Fetch me that flower; the herb 1 show’d thee
once:

The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid

Will make or man or woman madly dote
Upon the next live creature that it sees.

Fetch me this herb: and be thou here again
Ere the leviathan can swim a league.

^ Puck, m put a girdle round about the earth
In forty minutes. [Exit Puck.

Obe. Having once this juice,

I’ll watch Titania when she is asleep.

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes:

The next thing ^en she waking looks upon,

—

Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull,

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,

—

She Shan pursue it with the soul of love,

And ere I take this charm off from her sig^t,

—

As I can take it with another herb,m make her render up her page to me.
But who comes here? I am invisible;

And I will overhear their conference.

Enter Demetrius, 'Selenafollowing Mm.
Dem. X love thee not, therefore pursue me

not
Where is Lysander and fair Hermia?
The one I’ll slay, the other slayeth me.
Thou told’stme they were stol’n into this wood,
And here am I, and wood within this wood,
Because 1 cannot meet with Hennia.
Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more.

ffel. You draw me, you hard-hearted ada-
mant;

But yet you ^aw not iron, for my heart
Is true as steel. Leave you your power to draw,
And I shall have no power to follow you.
Dem. Do I entice you? Do I speak you fair?

Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth
Tell you I do not, nor I cannot love you?
Bel. And even for that do I love you the more.

I am your spaniel; and, Demetrius,
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you:
Useme but as your spaniel, spurnme, stdke me,
Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave,
Unworthy as I am, to follow you.

What worser place can I beg in your love,
And yet a place of high respect with me,

—

Than to be used as you use your dog?
Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred ofmy

spirit;

For I am sick when I do look on thee.
Bel. I am sick when I look not on you,
Dem. Youdoimpeachyourmodestytoomuch,

To leave the city, and commit yourself
Into the hands of one that loves you not;
To trust the opportunity of night,

And the ill counsel of a desert place.

With the rich worth of your virginity.

Bet. Your virtue is my privilege for that.
It is not night when I do see your face.

Therefore I think I am not in the night:

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company;
For you, in my respect, are all the world;
Then how can it be said I am alone
When all the world is here to look on me?

Dertu m run from thee, and hide me m the
brakes,

And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts.
Bel. The wildest hath not such a heart as you.

Run when you will, the story shall be changed;
Apollo fUes, and Daphne holds the chase;
The dove pursues the grifiSn; the mild hind
Makes speed to catchthe tiger,—bootless speed.
When cowardice pursues and valour flies.

Dem. I will not stay thy questions; let me go:

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe .

But I shall do thee mischief in the wood.
Bel. Ay,* in the temple, in the town, the field,

You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius!
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex:

We cannot fight for love as men may do:

We should be woo’d, and were not made to woo.
I’ll foUow thee, and make a heaven of hell.

To die upon the hand I love so well.

(Exeunt Dem. and Mel.
Obe. Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave

this grove.

Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love.

—

Re-enter Puck.

Hastihoutheflowerthere? Welcome,wanderer.
Puck. Ay, there it is,

Obe. I pray thee, give it me.
1 know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows,
Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows;
Quite over-canopied with lush woodbine,
With sweet mu^ roses, and with eglantine:

There sleeps Titania sometime of the night,

Lulled in these flowers with dances and delight;

And there the snake throws her enameU’d skin,

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in:

And with the juice of this I’ll streak her eyes,

And make her foU of hateful fantasies.

Takethou some of it, and seekthroughthisgrove,
A sweet Athenian lady is in love
With a disdainful youth: anoint his eyes;

But do it when the next thing he espies

May be the lady: thou shalt know the man
' the Athenian garments he hath on.

_ feet it with some care, that he may prove
More fond on her than she upon her love:

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow.

Puck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall

do so. (Exeunt.
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Scene lll»-~-Anoiherpart of the Wood,

Enter Titania, with her Train.

fifa. Come, now, a roundel and a fairy song;

Then, for the third part of a minute, hence;

Some to kiil cankers in the musk-rose buds;

Somewarwithrere-micefortfaeirleathemwings,
To make my small elves coats; and some keep

back [wonders

The elamorous owl, that nightly hoots and
At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep;

Then to your offices, and let me rest.

SONG.
Z.

I Fat. You spotted snakes, with double tongue
Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen;

Newts and blmd-worms do not wrong;
Come not near our fairy queen:

CHORUS.
Philomel, with melody.
Sing m our sweet luUahy:

Lulla, lulla, luUaby; imia, luik, lullaby:
Never harm, nor spell, nor charm.
Come our lovely lady nigh;
So, good-mght, with lulkby;

ir,

a jFai. Weaving spiders, come not here;
Hence, you long-legg’d spinners, hence;

Beetles black, approach not near;
Worm nor snail do no offence.

CHORUS.
Philomel,with melody, Ac.

I Fat, Hence, away; now all is well:
One, aloof, stand sentinel.

[Sxeunt Fairies. Tixaisia sleeps.

Enter Oberon.

Obe. What thou seest, when thou dost wake,
[Squeezes the flower on Titania’s

Do It for thy tnie-love take;

Love and languish for his sake;
Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,
Pard, or boar with bristled hair,

In thy eye that shall appear
When thou wak’st, it is thy dear;

Wake when some vile thing is near. {Exit,

Enter Lysanber and Hermia.

lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in
the wood;

And, to speak troth, I have forgot our way;
We’il rest us, Hermia, if you think it good,
And tarry for the comfort of the day.
Ber. Be it so, Lysaader: find you out a bed.

For I upon this bank will rest my head.
Lys. One turf shall serve as pillow forus both;

One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth.
Ber, Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, my

dear.
Lie farther off yet, do not lie so near.

Lys. 0,take the sense,sweei^ofmyinnocence;
Love takes the meaning in love’s conference.
1 mean, that my heart unto yours is knit;
So that but one heart we can make of it;

Two bosoms interchained with an oath;
So then two bosoms and a single troth.
.Then by your side no bed-room me deny;
For lying so, Hermia, 1 do not lie.

Ber, Lysander riddles very prettUy;—
Now much beshrew my manners and my nri/i*

If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied.
But, gentle fnend, for love aud courtesy
Lie farther off; in human modest,
Such separation as may well be said
Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid:
So far be distant; and, good night, sweetMend;
Thy love ne’er dter till thy sweet life end!

I4/S, Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I;

And then end life when I end loyalty!
Here is my bed; Sleep give thee all his restl
Her* With half thatwish the wisher’s eyesbe

pressed! [They sleep.

Enter Puck.

Puck, Through the forest have I come.
But Athenian found 1 none,
On whose eyes I might approve
This flower’s force m stirring love.
Night and silence! who is here?
Weeds of Athens he doth wear;
This is he, my master said,

Despised the Athenian maid;
And here the maiden, sleeping sound.
On the dank and dirty ground.
Pretty soul! she durst not lie

Near this lack-love, this kUl-courtesy.
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw
All the power this charm doth owe;
When thou wak’st let love forbid
Sleep his seat on thy eyehd:
So awake when I am gone;
For I must now to Oberon. [Fxif.

Enter Demetrius and Helena, running*

Bel, Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Deme-
trius.

Dem. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt
me thus.

Bel. O, wilt thou darldiugleaveme? do notso.
Dem. Stay on thy peril; I alone will go.

[Exit Demetrxds.
Bel, 0, 1 am out of breath in this fond chase!

The more my prayer the lesser is my grace.
Happy IS Henma, wheresoe’er she lies,

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes.
Howcamehereyessobnght? Notwithsalttears;
If so, my eyes are oftener wash’d than hers.
No, no, I am as ugly as a bear;
For beasts that meet me run away for fear:
Therefore no marvel though Demetrius
Do, as a monster, S.y my presence thus.
What wicked and dissembling glass of mine
MademecomparewiriiHennia’sspheryeyne?

—

But who is here?—Lysander!. on the ground!
Dead? or asleep? I see no blood, no wound.
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake.

Lys, And run throu^ fire I willfor thy sweet
sake. [WaJdng.

Transparent Helena! Nature here shows art,

Thatthroughthybosommakesme see thy heart.
Where is Demetrius? 0, how fit a word
Is that vile name to perish on my sword!
Bel, Bo not say so, Lysander; say notso:

What though he love your Hermia? Lord,
what though?

Yet Hermia still loves you: then be content.
Lys, Content with Hermia? No: I do repent

The tedious minutes 1 with her have spent.
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Not Hermia but Helena I love

:

Who will not change a raven for a dove?
The will of man is by his reason sway’d;
And reason says you are the worthier maid.
Things Rowing are not npe until their season;

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason;

And touching now the point of huznan skill,

Reason becomes the marshal to my will,

And leads me to your eyes, where I o’erlook
Love’s stories, written in love’s richest book.
HeL Wherefore was I to this keen mockery

bom?
When at your hands did I deserve this scorn?
Is’t not enough, is’t not enough, young man,
That I did never, no, nor never can
Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye.
But you must flout my insUfSciency?
Good troth, you do me wrong,—good sooth,

you do

—

In such disdainful manner me to woo.
But fare you well: perforce I must confess,

1 thought you lord of more true gentleness.

0, that a lady of one man refus’d,

Should of another therefore be abus’d! [Exit
Lys» She sees not Hermia:—Hermia, sleep

thou there;

And never mayst thou come Lysander near!
For, as a surfeit of the sweetest thmgs
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings;

Or, as the heresies that men do leave
Are hated most of those they did deceive;
So thou, my surfeit and my heresy,
Of all be hated, and the roost of me!
And, aUmy powers, address your love and might
To honour Helen, and to be her knight! [Exit
Her, [Startling.] Help me, Lysander, help

me! do thy best
To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast!
Ah me, for pity!—what a dream was here!
Lysander, look how I do quake with fear!

Methought a serpent eat my heart away,
And you sat smilmg at his cruel prey.

—

Lysander! what, removed? Lysander! lord!

What, out of hearing? gone? no sound, no word?
Alack, where are you? speak, an if you hear;
Speak, of all loves! I swoon almost with fear.

No?—^then I will perceive you are not rugh:
Either death or you I’ll find immediately.

ACT III.

Scene I .—The Wood. The Queen of Fairies

lying asleep.

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute,
Snout and Starveling,

Bot. Are we well met?
.
Quin, Pat, pat, and here is a marvellous con-

venient place for our rehearsal. This green
plot shall be our stage, this hawthorn brake our
tiring-house; and we will do it in action, as we
will do it bejfore the duke.
Bot Peter Quince,—
Quin. What say’st thou, bully Bottom?
Bot. There are things in this comedyofPyra-

mus and Thisby that will never please. First,
Pyramus must^draw a sword to kill himself;
which the ladies caimot abide. How answer
you that?

Snout By’r lakin, a parlous fear.

Star. I believe you must leave the killiag

out, when all is done.

Bot. Not a whit: 1 have a device to make ail

well. Write me a prologue; and let the pro-
logue seem to say, we wfil do no harm with our
swords, and that Pyramus is not killed indeed:
and for the more better assurance, tell them
that I Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom
the weaver: this will put them out of fear.

Quin. Well, we wOl have such a prologue;
and it shall be writtenm eigh and six.

Bot No, make it two more; let it be written
m eight and eight. (lion?

Snout Will not the ladies be afeared of the
Star, I fear it, I promise you,

Bot Masters, you ought to consider with
yourselves: to bring in, God shield us! a lion

among ladies is a most dreadful thing: for there
is not a more fearful wild-fowl than your lion

living; and we ought to look to it.

Snout Therefore another prologue must tell

he is not a lion.

Bot Nay, you must name his name, and half

his face must be seen through the lion’s neck;
and he himself must speak through, saying
thus, or to the same defect,—“Ladies,” or

“Fair Ladies! I would wish you, or, I would re-

quest you, or, I would entreat you, not to fear,

not to tremble : my life for yours. If you think
I come hither as a lion, it were pity of my life.

No, I am no such thing; I am a man as other

men are:”—and, there, indeed, let him name
his name, and tell them plainly he is Snug the
joiner.

,

Quin, Well, it shall be so. But there is two
hard things; that is, to bring the moonhghtinto
a chamber: for, you know, Pyramus and Thisby
meet by moonlight.

Snug. Doth the moon shine that night we
plhy our play?

Bot, A calendar, a calendar! look in the
almanack; find out moonshine, find out moon-
shine.

Bot, Why, then you may leave a casement
of the great chamber-window, where we play,

open; and the moon may shine in at the case-

ment.
Qum. Ay; or else one must come in with a

bush of thorns and a lantern, and say he comes
to disfigure or to present the person of moon-
shine. Then there is another thing: we must
have a wall in the great chamber; for Pyramus
and Thisby, says the story, did talk through the
chink of a wall.

Snug. You never can bring in a wall.—What
say you, Bottom?
Bot Some man or other must present wall:

and let him have some plaster, or some loam,
or some rough-cast about him, to signify wall;

or let him hold his fingers thus, and through
that cranny shall Pyramus and Thisby whisper.

Qum. H that may be, then all is well. Come,
sit down, every mother’s son, and rehearse your
parts. Pyramus, you be^n; when you have
spoken your speech, enter into that brake; and
so every one according to his cue.

Enter Puck behind.

Puck, What 'hempen homespuns have We
swa.ggering here,

,
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So near the cradle of the fairy queen?

What, a play toward I I’ll be an auditor;

An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause.

Quin*Spe^, Pyramus.—Thisby , stand forth.

Pyr. Thisby, the flowers of odious savours
sweet.

Quin. Odours, odours.

Pyr. odours sotyours sweet:

So doth thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear.—
But hark, a voice! stay thou but here awhile,

'

And by and by I wilt to thee appear. [Exli.

Puck. A stranger Pyramus than e’er played

here! [Aside.—Exit.

This. Must I speak now?
Quin. Ay, marry, must you: for you must

understand he goes but to see a noise that he
heard, and is to come again.

This. Most radiant Pyramus, most lily white

of hue.

Of colour like the red rose on triumphantbrier,

Most bnsky Juvenal, and eke most lovely Jew,

As true as truest horse, that yet would never
tire,

ril meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny^s tomb.
Quin, Ninus’ tomb, man: why, you must

not speak that yet: that you answer to Pyramus.
You speak all your part at once, cues and all.

—

Pyramus enter; your cue is past; it is, never

tire.

Re-enter Puck, and Bottom, with an ass^shead

This. 0,—As true as truest horse, that yet

would never tire.

Pyr. If I were fair, Thisby, I were only

thine:

—

Quin. 0 monstrous! 0 strange! we are

haunted. Pray, masters! fly, masters!—Help!
[Exeunt Clowns.

Puck. I’ll follow you; I’ll lead you about a
round, [through brier;

Through bog, through bush, through brake,

Sometime a horse I’ll be, sometime a hound,
A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire;

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and
bum,

Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn.

[Exit.

Bot. Why do theyrun away? this is a knavery
of them to make me afeared.

Re-enter Snout.

Snout. O Bottom, thou art hanged! what
do I see on thee?

Bof. What do you see? you see an ass-head
of your own, do you?

Re-enter Quince.

Quin. Bless thee, Bottom! bless thee! thou
art translated. [Exit.

Bot I see their knavery; this is to make an
ass of me; to fright me, if they could. But I

will not stir from this place, do what they can:
I will walk up and down here, and Twill sing,

that they shall hear I am not afraid. [Sings.

The ousel-cock, so black of hue,
With orange-tawny bill.

The throstle withhis note so true,

The wren with httle quill.

Tita. What angel wakes me from my flowery
bed? [WcHny.

Bot. .The finch, the sparrow, and the lark.
The pkia-song cuckoo gray,

Whose note full many a man doth mark.
And dares not answer nay;—

for, indeed, who would set his wit to so fool-
ish a bird? who would give a bird the lie, though
he cry cuckoo never so?

Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again:
Mme ear is much enamour'd of thy note.
So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape; [me,
And thy fair virtue’s force perforce doth move
On the first view, to say, to swear, Hove thee.

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have
little reason for that: and yet, to say the truth,

reason and love keep little company together
now-a-days: the more the pity that some honest
neighbours will not make them friends. Nay,
I can gleek upon occasion.

Tita. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.
Bot. Not so, neither: but if I had wit enough

to get out of this wood, I have enough to serve
mine own turn.

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire to go;
Thou shalt remain here whether thou wilt or no.
1 am a spirit of no common rate,

—

The summer still doth tend upon my state;

And I do love thee: therefore, go with me.
I’ll give thee fairies to attend thee;
And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep,
And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost

sleep:

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so
That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.

—

Peasblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mus-
tardseed!

Enter Four Fairies.

1 Fai. Ready.
2 Fai. And I.

3 Fat. And I.

4 Fai, Where shalt we go?
Tita. Be kind and courteous to this gentie-

man;
Hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes;
Feed him with apricocks and dewberries,
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries;
The honey bags steal from humble-bees,
And, for night-tapers, crop their waxen thighs,

And light them at the fiery glow-worm’s eyes,

To have my love to bed and to arise;

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies,

To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes:

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.

1 Fai. mortal!

2 Fai. Hail!

3 Fai. Hail!

4 Fai, Hail!
Bot. I cry your worship’s mercy heartily,—

I

beseech your worship’s name.
Cob. Cobweb.
Bot. I shall desire you of more acquaintance,

good Master Cobweb. If I cut my finger I*

shall make bold with you,—Your name, honest
gentleman?

Peas. Feasblossom.
Bot I pray you* commend me to Mistress

Squash, your mpther,^ and to Master Peascod,
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your father. Good Master Peasblossom,
shall desire you of more acquaintance too.

—

Your name, I beseech you, sir?

Mus. Mustardseed.
Bot. Good Master Mustardseed, Iknow your

patience well: that same cowardly giant-lik*

ox-beef hath devoured many a gentleman ol

your house: I promise you, your kindred hath
made my eyes water ere now. I desire you
more acquaintance, good Master Mustardseed.

Tite. Come, wait upon him; lead him to my
bower.

The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye
Andwhensheweeps,weepseverylittleflower,
lamenting some enforced chastity.

Tie up my love’s tongue, bring him silently.

[Exeunt

Scene 11.—-Another pari of the Wood,

Enter Oberon.

Obe. I wonder if Titania he awak’d;
Then what it was that next came in her eye,

Which she must dote on in extremity.

Enter Puck.

Here comes my messenger.—^How now, mad
spirit?

What mght-rule now about this haunted grove?
Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love.

Near to her close and consecrated bower^
While she was in her dull and sleeping ho^,
A crew of patches, rude mechamcals.
That work for bread upon Athenian stalls,

Were met together to rehearse a play

Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial day.
The shallowest thickskin of that barren sort

Who Pyramus presented in their sport,

Forsook his scene and enter’d in a brake;
When 1 did him at this advantage take,

An ass’s nowl 1 fixed on his head;
Anon, his Thisbe must be answered, [sp_

.

And forth my mimic comes. When they him
As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye,

Orrusset-pated choughs, many in sort,

Rising and cawing at the gun’s report.

Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky,
So at his sight away Ms fellows fly:

And at our stamp here o’er and o’er one falls;

Hemurder cries, and help from Athens calls.

Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears,

thus strong,

Made senseless things begin to do them wrong:
For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch:
Some sleeves, some hats: from yielders all

things catch.

1 led them on in this distracted fear,

And left sweet Pyramus translated there:
When in that moment,—-so it came to pass,

—

Titania wak’d, and straightway lov’d an ass.

Obe, This falls out better than I could devise.
But hast thou yet latc^d the Atheman’s eyes
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do?

Puck, I took him sleeping,—that is finish’d

too,

—

And the Athenian woman by his side;

That, when he wak’d, of force she must be ey’d.

Enter Demetoius and Hermu.

Obe. Stand close; this is the same Athenian.

Puck, This is the woman, but not this the
man. [so?

Dem. O, why rebuke you him that loves you
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe.

Her, Now I but chide, but I should use thee
worse;

For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse.
If thou hast slam Lysander in his sleep.

Bfing o’er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep,
And kill me too.

The sun was not so true unto the day
As he to me: would he have stol’n away
From sleeping Hennia? Fll believe as soon
This whole earth may be bor’d; and that the

moon
May through the centre creep, and so displease
Her brother’s noontide with the antipodes.

It cannot be but thou hast murder’d him;
So should a murderer look; so dead, so grim.
Dem. So should the murder’d look; and so

should I,

Pierc’d through the heart with your stem
cruelty:

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear.

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere.
Her. What’s this to my Lysander? where

is he?
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me?
Dem. I had rather give his carcass to my

hounds.
Her, Out, dogl out, curl thou driv’st me

past the bounds [then?

Of maiden’s patience. Hast thou slain him,
Henceforth be never number’d among men I

Ohl onc« tell true, tell true, even for my sake;
Durst thou have look’d upon him, being awake,
And hast thou kill’d him sleeping? 0 brave

touch!
Could not a worm, an adder, do so much?
An adder did it; for with doubler tongue
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung.
Dem, You spend your passion on a mispris’d

mood:
I am not guilty of Lysander’s blood;

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell.

Her. I pray thee, tellme, then, that he is well.

Dem. An if I could, what should I get there-
fore?

Her. A privilege never to see me more.

—

See me no more whether he be dead or no.

[Exit.

Dem. There is no following her in this fierce

vein:

Here, therefore, for awhile I will remain.
So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe;
Which now in some light measure it will pay.
If for his tender here I make some stay.

[Lies down,
Obe. What hast thou done? thou hast mis-

taken qmte, [sight:

And laid the love-juice on some true-love’s

Of thy misprision must perforce ensue
Some true-love turn’d, and not a false turn’d

true. [holding troth,

Puck. Then fate o’er-rules, that, one man
A million fail, confounding oath on oath.

Obe. About the wood go, swifter than the
wind,

And Helena of Athens look thou find:
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All fancy-sick she is ’and pale of cheer.

With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood
dear.

By some illusion see thou bring her here;

FU charm his eyes against she do appear.
Puck. I go, I go; look how I go,—

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow.
[Exit.

Obe. Flower of this purple dye,
Hit with Cupid’s archery,

Sink in apple of his eye I

When his love he doth espy,

Let her shine as gloriously

As the Venus of the sky.

—

When thou wak’st, if she be by,

Beg of her for remedy.

Re-enter Puck.

Puck. Captain of our fairy band,
Helena is here at hand,
And the youth mistook me
Pleading for a lover’s fee;

Shall we their fond pageant see?
Lord, what fools these mortals bet

Obe, Stand aside: the noise we make
Will cause Demetrius to awake.

Puck. Then wiU two at once woo one,

—

That must needs be sport alone;

And those things do best please me
That befall preposterously.

Enter Lysander cmd Helena.

Lys, Why should you think that I should
woo in scorn?

Scorn and derision never come in tears.

Look, when I vow, I weep; and vows so bom,
la their nativity all truth appears.

How can these things in me seem scorn to you.
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them trae?

Hel, You do advance your cunning more
and more.

When truth kills truth, 0 devehsh-holy fray!

These vows are Hermia’s; will you give her
o’er?

Weigh oath with oath and you will nothing
weigh:

Your vows to her and me, put in two scales,

Will even weigh; and both as light as tales.

Lys. I had no judgment when to her I swore.
Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give

her o’er, [you.

Lys. Demetnus loves her, and he loves not
Dem. [Awakening.] O Helen, goddess, nymph,

perfect, divine!

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne?
Crystal is muddy, 0, how ripe in show
Thy bps, those Mssing cherries, tempting grow!
That pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow,
Fann’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow
When thou hold’st up tiby hand: 0 let me kiss
This princess of pure white, this seal of bUssI

Hel. O spite! 0 hell! I see you all are bent
To set against me for your merriment.
If you were civil, and knew courtesy.
You would not do me thus much injury.
Can you not hate me, as I know you do
But you must join in souls to mock me too?
If you were men, as men you are in show.
You would not use a gentle lady so;

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts,

When I am sure you hate me with your hearts*
You both are nv^s, and love Hennia;
And now both rivals, to mock Helena:
A trim exploit, a manly enterpnse,
To conjure tears up in a poor maid’s eyes
With your dension! None of noble sort

Would so offend a virgin, and extort

A poor soul’s patience, all to make you sport.

Lys. You are unkind, Demetnus; be not so;

For you love Hennia: this you know Iknow:
And here, with all good wiU, with all my heart,
In Hermia’s love I yield you up my part;

And yours of Helena to me bequeath,
Whom I do love, and wiU do to my death.

Hel, Never did mockers waste more idle

breath. [none:
Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hennia; I will

If e’er I lov’d her, aU that love is gone.
My heart with her but as guest-wise sojourn’d:
And now to Helen is it home return’d,
There to remain.

Lys. Helen, it is not so.

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not
know,

Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.

—

Look where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear.

Enter Hermu.
Her. Dark night, that from the eye his func-

tion takes.

The ear more quick of apprehension makes;
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense.
It pays the hearing double recompense:

—

Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found;
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound.
But why unkindly didst thou leave me so?

Lys. Why should he stay whom love doth
press to go?

Her. What love could press Lysander from
my side? [bide,

—

Lys. Lysander’s love, that would not let him
Fair Helena,—who more engilds the night

Than all yon ffery oes and eyes of light.

Why seek'st thou me? could not this make
thee know

The hate I bare thee made me leave thee so?
Her. You speak not as you think; it cannot

be.

Hel. Lo, she is one of this confederacy!
Now I perceive they have conjoin’d aU three
To fashion this false sport in spite of me.
Injurious Hermial most ungrateful maid!
Have you conspir’d, have you with these con-

triv’d

To bait me with this foul derision?

Is aU the counsel that we two have shar’d.

The sisters’ vows, the hours we have spent.

When we have chid the hasty-footed time
For parting us,—0, is all forgot?

Allschool-days’friendshipjchildhoodinnocencet

We, Hennia, like two artificial gods.

Have with our neelds created both one flower

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion,

Both warbling of one song, both in one key;

As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds
Had been incorporate. So we grew together,

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted;

But yet a union in partition,

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem:

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart,
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Two of the first, like coafcs in heraldry,

Due but to one, and crowned with one crest.

And will you rent our ancient iove asunder,

To join with menm scorning your poor friend?

It is not friendly, ’fis not maidenly:

Oar sei, aa well as I, may chide you for it,

Though I alone do feel the injury.

Her, I am amazed at your passionate words:

1 scorn you not; it seems that you scorn me.
Hel, Have you not sent Lysander, as in scorn,

To follow me, and praise my eyes and face?

And made your other love, Demetrius,

—

Who even but now did spurn me with hisfoot,

—

To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare,

Precious, celestial? "^erefore speaks he this

To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lysander
Deny your love, so nch within his soul,

And tender me, forsooth, aSection,

But by your setting on, by your consent?

What though I be not so in grace as you,

So hung upon with love, so fortunate;

But miserable most, to love unlov’d?

This you should pity, rather than despise.

Her, I understand not what you mean by
this.

HeL Ay, do persever, counterfeit sad looks.

Make mows upon me when I turn my back;

Wink at each other; hold the sweet jest up:

This sport, well earned, shall be chronicled.

If you have any pity, grace, or maimers.
You would not make me such an argument.
But, fare ye well: ’tis partly mine own fault;

Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy.
Lys, Stay, gentle Helena; hear my excuse;

My love, my fife, my soul, fair Helena!
Hel, 0 excellent!

Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so.

Dem, If she cannot entreat, I can compel.
Lys. Thou canst compel no more than she

entreat;

Thy threats have no more strength than her
weak prayers.

—

Helen, I love thee; by my life I do;

I swear by that which I will lose for thee
To prove him false that says I love thee not.

Dem. I say I love thee more than he can do,

Lys. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it

too.

Dem. Quick, come,

—

Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this?

Lys. Away, you Ethiope!
Dem. No, no, sir:—he will

Seem to break loose, take on as you would
follow:

But yet come not. You are a tame man; go!
Lys. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr: vile

thing, let loose,

Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent.

Her. Why are you grown so rude? what
change is this,

Sweet love?

Lys. Thy love? out, tawny Tartar, out!
Out, loath’d medicine! hated potion, hence!
Her. Do you not jest?

Hel. Yes, ’Sooth; and so do you.
Lys. Demetrius, I will keep my word with

thee.

Dem. I would I had your bond; for I perceive
A weak bond holds yon; I’ll not fnist your

word.

Lys. What! should I hurt her, strike her,
kill her dead?

Although I hate her I’ll not harm her so.
Her. What! can you do me greater harm

than hate? [love?
Hate me! wherefore? O me! what news, my
Am not I Hennia? Are not you Lysander?
I am as fair now as I was erewhile, [left me:
Since night you lov’d me; yet since night you
Why, then, you left me,—0, the gods forbid!—
In earnest, shall I say?

Lys. Ay, by my life;

And never did desire to see thee more.
Therefore be out of hope, of question, doubt,
Be certain, nothing truer; ’tis no jest

That I do hate thee and love Helena.
Her. 0 me! you juggler! you canker-

blossom! [night,
You thief of love! What! have you come by
And stol’n my love’s heart from him?

Hel. Fine, i’ faith!

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame.
No touch of bashfulness? What! will you tear
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue?
Fie, fie! you counterfeit, you puppet, you!
Her. Puppet! why so? Ay, that way goes

the game.
Now I perceive that she hath made compare
Between our statures; she hathurg’d her height;
And with her personage, her taH personage,
Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail’d with

Mm.

—

And are you grown so high in his esteem
Because I am so dwarfish and so low?
How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak;
How low am I? I am not yet so low
But1;hat my nails can reach unto thine eyes.

Hel. I pray you, though you mock me, gentle-
men,

Let her not hurt me. I was never curst,

I have no gift at all in shrewishness;
I am a right maid for my cowardice;
Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think
Because she’s something lower than myself,
That 1 can match her.

Her. Lower! hark, again.

Hel. GoodHermia,donotbesobitter with me.
I evermore did love you, Henma;
Did everkeep your counsels; neverwrong’d you;
Save that, in love unto Demetrius,
I told him of your stealth unto this wood:
He follow’d you; for love I follow’d him;
But he hath chid me hence, and threaten’d me
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too:

And now, so you will let me qmet go,

To Athens will I bear my foUy back,
And follow you no farther. Let me go:

You see how simple and how fond 1 am.
Her. Why, get you gone; who is’t that hin-

ders you?
Hel. A foolish heart that I leave here behind.
Her, What I with Lysander?
Hel. With Demetrius!
Lys. Be not afraid: she shall not harm thee,

Helena.
Dem. No, sir, she shall not, though you take

her part. [shrewd

:

Bet. 0, when she’s angry, she is keen and
She was a vixen when she went to school;
And, though she be but little, she is fierce.



SCENE U.3 A MTOSI^TVmES NIGHT’S DEEAM ISI

Her. Little again ! nothing bntlow and little—

Why will you suffer her to flout me thus?

Let me come to her.

iys. Get you gone, you dwarf;

You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made;
You bead, you acorn.

Dem. You are too officious

In her behalf that scorns your services.

Let her alone: speak not of Helena;
Take not her part, for if thou dost intend
Never so httle show of love to her,

Thou Shalt aby it.

Lys. Now she holds me not;

Now follow, if thou dar’st, to try whose right,

Or thine or mine, is most in Helena.
Dem. Follow! nay, Pll go with thee, cheek

by joie. [Exeunt Lys. and Dem.
Her, You, mistress, all this coil is ’long of you:

Nay, go not back.
Hel. I will not trust you, I;

Nor longer stay in your curst company.
Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray;

My legs are longer though, to run away.
[JBjcit.

Her. I am amaz’d, and know notwhat to say.

[Exit, pursuing Helena.
Obe. This is thy negUgence: still thou mis-

tak’st,

Or else commit’st thy knaveries wilfully.

Puck. Beheve me, king of shadows, tmistook.

Did not you tell me I should know the man
By the Athenian garments he had on?
And so far blameless proves my enterprise,

That I have ’nomted an Athenian’s eyes;

And so tar am 1 glad it so did sort,

As this their janghng I esteem a sport.

Obe. Thou seest these lovers seek a place to

fight:

Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night;

The starry welkin cover thou anon
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron
And lead these testy rivals so astray,

As one come not within another’s way.
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue,

Then stir"Demetrius up with bitter wrong;
And sometime rail thou like Demetrius;
And from each other look thou lead them thus,

Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep

With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep:

Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye;

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property,

To take from thence all error with his xmght.

And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight.

When they next wake, all this derision

Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision:

And back to Athens shallthe lovers wend, [end
With league whose date till death shall never
Whiles I m this affair do thee employ,
ril to my queen, and beg her Indian boy;
And then I will her charmed eye release
From monster’s view, and all things shall be

peace.
Puck. My fairy lord, this must be done with

haste.

For night’s swift dragons cutthe clouds full fast

And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger,
At whose approach ghosts, wandering here and

there.

Troop home to churchyards: damned spirits all,

That in cross-ways and floods have, burial,

Already to their wormy beds are gone;
For fearlest day should look their shames upon
They wilfully exile themselves from light,

And must for aye consort with black-brow’d
night.

Obe, But we are spirits of another sort.

I with the morning’s love have oft made sport;
And, like a forester, the groves may tread
Even till the eastern gate, ail fiery-red,

Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams,
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams.
But, notwithstanding, haste; make no delay:
We may effect this business yet ere day.

[Exit Obe.
Puck. Up and down, up and down;
I will lead them up and down:
I am fear’d in field and town;
Goblin, lead them up and down.

Here comes one.

Enter Lysander.

Lys. Where artthou, proud Demetrius? speak
thou now. { art thou ?

Puck. Here, villain; drawn and ready. Where
Lys. I will be with thee straight.

jFVcA. Follow me, then,
To plainer ground.

[Exit Lys, as following tne voice.

Enter Demetrius.

Dem, Lysander ! speak again.

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou' fled?

Speak, In some bush? where dost thou hide
thy head? [stars,

Puck, Thou coward, art thou bragging to the
Telling the bushes that thou look’st for wars,
And wilt not come? Come, recreant; come,

thou child;

I’ll whip thee with a rod: he is defiled

That draws a sword on thee.
Dem, Yea, art thou there?
Puck. Follow my voice; we’ll try no man-

hood here. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Lysander.

Lys. He goes before me, and still daresme on;
When I come where he calls, then he is gone.
The villain is much lighter heeled than I:

I follow’d fast, but faster he did fly;

That fallen am I in dark uneven way,
And here will rest me. Come, thou genfle day!

[Lies down.
For if but once thou show me thy gray light,

I’lifind Demetrius, and revenge this spite.

[Sleeps.

Re-enter Puck and Demetrius.

Puck. Ho, ho ! ho, ho! Coward, why com’st
thou not?

Dem. Abide me if thou dar’st; for well I wot
Thou runn’st before me, shifting every place;

And dar’st not stand, nor look me m the face.

Where art thou?
Puck, Come hither; I am here.

Dem, Nay, then, thou mock'st me. Thou
shalt buy this dear,

''

If ever I thy face by dayhght see;

Now, go thy way. Famtness'constraineth me
To measure outmy length.on this cold bed.—
By day’s approach look to be visited.

, [Lies down and sleeps.
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Enter Helena,

Hel. 0 weary night, 0 long and tedious night.

Abate thy hours! Shine comforts from the east,

That I may hack to Athens by daylight,

From these that my poor company detest.—

And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’s eye,

Steal me awhile from mine own company,

[ Sleeps.

Puck, Yet but three? Come one more,
Two of both kinds makes up four.

Here she comes, curst and sad:

—

Cupid IS a knavish lad,

Thus to make poor females mad.

Enter Hermla.

Her. Never so weary, never so m woe,
Bedabbled with the dev/, and tom with briers;

I can no farther crawl, no farther go;

My legs can keep no pace with my desires.

Here will I rest me till the break of day.

Heaven shield Lysander, if they mean a fray!

[Lies down.
Puck. On the ground

Sleep sound:
I’ll apply

To your eye,

Gentle lover, remedy.
[Squeezing the juice on Lysander’s eye.

When thou wak’st,

Thou tak’st

True delight

In the sight

Of thy former lady’s eye;

And the country proverb known.
That every man should take his own,
In your waking shall be shown:

Jack shall have Jill;

Nought shall go ill; [be well.

The man shall have his mare again, and all shall

Exit Puck.—Dem., Hel., &c, sleep.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—

'

Enter Titania and Bottom, Fairies attend-

ing; Oberon behind, unseen.

Tita. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery
bed,

While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,

And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head,
And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.

Sot. Where’s Peasblossom?
Peas. Ready.
Bot. Scratch my head, Peasblossom.

—

Where’s Monsieur Cobweb?
Cob. Ready.
Bot. Monsieur Cobweb; good monsieur, get

your weapons in your hand and kill me a red-
hipped humble-bee on the top of a thistle; and,
good monsieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do
not fret yourself too much in the action, mon-
sieur, and, good monsieur, have a care the
honey-bag break not; I would be loath to have
you over-flown with a honey-bag, sigmor.
—Where’s Monsieur Mustardseed?
Must. Ready. [seed.
Bot. Give me your neif, Monsieur Mustard-

Pray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur.
Must, What’s your wiU?

Sot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to help
Cavelero Cobweb to scratch. I must to the
barber’s monsieur; for methinks I am marvel-
lous hairy about the face: and I am such a
tender ass, if my hair do but tickle me I must
scratch.

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, my
sweet love?

Boi. I have a reasonable good ear in music;
let us have the tongs and the bones. [eat.

Tifa. Or say, sweet love, what thou desir’st to
Bot. Truly, a peck of provender; I could

munch your good dry oats. Methinks I have a
great desire to a bottle of hay; good hay, sweet
hay, hath no fellow.

Tita. I have a venturous fairy that shall seek
The sqmrrel’s hoard, and fetch thee new nuts.

Bot. I had rather have a handful or two ot

dried peas. But, I pray you, let none of your
people stir me, I have an exposition of sleep
come upon me. [arms.

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away.
So doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle
Gently entwist,—the female ivy so

Enrings the barky fingers of the elm.
O, how I love thee! how I dote on thee!

[They sleep.

Oberon advances. Enter Puck.

Obe. Welcome, good Robin. Seest thou this
sweet sight?

Her dotage now I do begin to pity.

For, meeting her of late behind the wood,
Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool,

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her.

For she his hairy temples then had rounded
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers;

And that same dew, which sometime on the buds
Was wont to swell hke round and orient pearls,

Stood now within the pretty flow’rets’ eyes.
Like tears that did their own disgrace bewail.
When I had, at my pleasure, taunted her,

And she, in mild terms, begg’d my patience,

I then did ask of her her changeling child;

Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent
To bear him to my bower in fairy-land.

And now I have the boy, I will undo
This hateful imperfection of her eyes.

And, gentle Puck, take this transformea scalp

From off the head of this Atheman swain:
That he awaking when the other do,

May all to Athens back again repair,

And think no more of this mght’s accidents

But as the fierce vexation of a dream.
But first I will release the fairy queen.

Be as thou wast wont to be,

[
Touching her eyes with an herb.

See as thou wast wont to see:

Dian’s bud o’er Cupid’s flower
Hath such force and blessed power.

Now, my Titania; wake you, my sweet queen.
Tita. My Oberon! what visions have I seen!

Methought I was enamour’d of an ass.

Obe. There lies your love.

Tita. How came these things to pass?

0, how mine eyes do loathe his visage now!
^

Obe. Silence awhile.—Robin, take off this

head.
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Titania, music call; and strike more dead
Than common sleep, of all these five, the sense.

Tita. Music, ho! music; such as channeth
sleep.

Puck, Now, when thou wak'st, with thine
own fool’s eyes peep.

Ohe, Sound, music. mi/sfc.] Come,
my queen, take hands with me,

And rock the ground whereonthese sleepers be.
Now thou and I are new in amity,

And will to-morrow midnight solemnly
Dance m Duke Theseus’ house tnumphantly,
And bless it to all fair posterity:

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be
Wedded, with Theseus, all m jolhty.

Puck. Fairy king, attend and mark;
1 do hear the morning lark.

Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad.
Trip we after the night’s shade:
We the globe can compass soon.
Swifter than the wand’rmg moon,

Tita. Come, my lord; and in our flight.

Tell me how it came this night
That I sleeping here was found,
With these mortals on the ground.

[Exeunt.

[Horns sound within.

Enter Tsjesejjs, Hn>POLYTA. Egeus. and
Train

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester;

—

For now our observation is perform’d;
And since we have the vaward of the day.

My love shall hear the music of my hounds,

—

Uncouple in the western valley; go:

—

Despatch, I say, and find the forester.

—

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top,

And mark the musical confusion
Of hounds and echo in conjunction.

Hip, I was with Hercules and Cadmus once.

When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the bear
With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear
Such gallant chiding; for, besides the groves,

The skies, the fountains, every region near
Seem’d all one mutual cry: I never heard
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder.

The. My hoimds are bred out of the Spartan
kind.

So flew’d, so sanded; and their heads are hung
With ears that sweep away the morning dew;
Crook-kneed and dew-lap’d like Thessalian

buUs;
Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells,

Each under each. A cry more tuneable
Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d with horn,

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly:
Judge when you hear.—But, soft, what nymphs

are ^ese? [asleep;

Ege, My lord, this is my daughter here
And this is Lysander; this Demetrius is;

This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena:
I wonder of their being here together.

The. No doubt, they rose up early to observe
The rite of May; and, hearing our intent,

Came here in grace of our solemnity.

—

But speak Egeus; is not this the day
That Hermia should give answer of her choice?

Ege, It is, my lord.

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with
their horns.

[Horns, and shout within. Dem., Its.,
Her., and Hel., awake and start up.

The. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentme
IS past;

Begin these wood-birds but to couple now?
Lys. Pardon, my lord.

[He and the rest kneel to Theseus.
The. I pray you all, stand up.

I know you two are rival enemies;
How comes this gentle concord in the world,
That hatred is so far from jealousy
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity?

Lys. My lord, I shall reply amazedly,
Half ’sleep, half wakmg: but as yet, I swear,
I cannot truly say how I came here:
But, as I think,—for truly would I speak

—

And now I do bethink me, so it is,

—

I came with Hermia hither: our intent [be

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might
Without the peril of the Atheman law.

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord; you have
enough;

I beg the law, the law upon his head.

—

They would have stol’n away, they would,
Demetrius,

Thereby to have defeated you and me:
You of your wife, and me of my consent,

—

Of my consent that she should be your wife’.

Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their

stedth,
Of this their purpose hither to this wood;
And I in fury hither follow’d them,
Fair Helena in fancy following me.
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power,

—

But by some power it is,—my love to Hermia
Melted as doth the snow—seems to me now
As the remembrance of an idle gawd
Which in my childhood I did dote upon:
And all the faith, the virtue of my heart.

The object and the pleasure of mine eye,

Is only Helena. To her, my lord,

Was I betroth’d ere I saw Hermia:
But, bke in sickness, did I loathe this food;

But, as in health, come to my natural taste,

Now do I wish It, love it, long for it,

And will for evermore be true to it.

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met:
Of this discourse we more will hear anon.

—

Egeus, I will overbear your will;

For in the temple, by and by with us,

These couples shall eternally be knit.

And, for the morning now is something worn,

Our purpos’d hunting shall be set aside.

—

Away with us to Athens three and three,

We’U hold a feast in great solemnity.

—

Come, Hippolyta.
[Exeunt The., Hip,, Ege., and Tram.

Dem. These things seem small and undistin-

guishable.

Like far-off mountains turned into clouds.

Her. Mftthinks I see these things with parted

eye»

When everything seems double.

Hei. So meth^s:
And I have found Demetrius like a jewel.

Mine own, and not mine own.
Dem. It seems to me

That yet we sleep, we dream.—Do you not
tTiiftlr

The duke was here, and hid us follow him?
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Her. Yea, and my fatJier.

Hel. And Hippolyta.

Lys, And he did bid us follow to the temple.

Dem. Why, then, we are awake: let’s follow

him;
And by the way let us recount our dreams.

[Exeunt.

As (hey go out, Bottom awakes.

Bot When my cue comes, call me, and I will

answer:—my next is, Most fair Pyramus.

Heigh-ho!—Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-

mender! Snout, the tinker! Starveling! God’s

my life, stolen hence, and left me asleep! I

have had a most rare vision. I have had a

dream—past the wit of man to say what dream
it was.—Man is but an ass as if he go about to

expound this dream. Methought I was—there

IS no man can tell what. Methought I was,

•andmethought I had,—Butmanis but apatched

fool, if he will offer to say what methought

I had. The ej»e of man hath not heard, the

ear of man hath not seen, man’s hand is not

able to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his

heart to report what my dream was. I will get

Peter Qumce to write a ballad of this dream; it

shall be called Bottom’s Dream, because it hath

no bottom; and I will smg it in the latter end of

a play, before the duke: peradventure, to make
It the more gracious, I shall sing it at her

death. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

Athens. A Room in Quince’s
House.

Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and Starve-
ling,

Quin. Have you sent to Bottom’s house? is

he come home yet?

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt,

he IS transported.

Flu, If he come not, then the play is marred;

it goes not forward, doth it?

Quin, It is not possible: you have not a man
in ^1 Athens able to discharge Pyramus but he.

Flu. No; he hath simply the best wit of any
handicraft man in Athens.

Quin, Yea, and the best person too: and he
is a very paramour for a sweet voice

Flu. You must say paragon: a paramour is,

God bless us, a thing of naught.

Enter Snug.

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the
temple; and there is two or three lords and
ladies more married: if our sport had gone for-

ward we had ail been made men.
Flu. 0 sweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he

lost sixpence a-day during his life; he could not
have ’scaped sixpence a-day: an the duke had
not given him sixpence a-day for playing Pyra-
mus, I’ll be hanged; he would have deserved
it: sixpence a-day in Pyramus, or nothing.

Enter Bottom.
Bot. Where ate these lads? where are these

hearts?

Qum. Bottom!—O most courageous day!
O most happy hour!

Sot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders:
but ask me not what; for if I tell you; I am no

true Athenian. I will tell you everything, right
as it fell out.

Qum. Let us hear, sweet Bottom.
Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell

you IS, that the duke hath dined. Get your
apparel together; good strings to your beards,
new ribbons to your pumps; meet presently at
the palace; every man look over his part; for,

the short and the long is, our play is preferred.
In any case, let Thisby have clean hnen; and
let not him that plays the lion pare his nails, for
they shall hang out for the lion’s claws. And,
most dear actors, eat no onions nor garhck; for
we are to utter sweet breath; and I do not
doubt but to hear them say it is a sweet comedy.
No more words: away! go; away! [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Athens. An Apartment m the
Palace of Theseus.

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philosxrate,
Lords and Attendants.

Hip. ’Tis strange, my Theseus, that these
lovers speak of.

The. More strange than true. I never may
believe

These antique fables, nor these fairy toys.

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains,

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend
More than cool reason ever comprehends.
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet
Are of imagination all compact:
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold;
That is the madman: the lover, all as frantic,

Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt;
The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth
to heaven,

And, as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing
A local habitation and a name.
Such tricks hath strong imagination,
That, if it would but apprehend some joy,

It comprehends some bringer of that joy;

Or in the night, imagining some fear.

How easy is a bush supposed a bear?
Hip. But all the story of the mght told over,

And all their minds transfigur’d so together,

More witnesseth than fancy’s images,
And grows to something of groat constancy;
But, howsoever, strange and admirable.

Enter Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, and
Helena.

The. Here come the lovers, full of joy and
mirth. —

Joy, gentle fnends! joy and fresh days of love
Accompany your hearts!

Lys. More than to us!
Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed!

The. Come now; what masques, what dances
shall we have,

To wear away this long age of three hours
Between our after-supper and hed-time?
Where is our usual manager of mirth?
What revels are in hand? Is. there no play;
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To ease the anguish of a torturing hour?

Call Philostrate.

PJnlosL Here, mighty Theseus.

The. Say, what abridgment have you for this

evening?

What masque? what music? How shall we
begtoe

The lazy time, if not with some delight?

Philost. There is a brief how many sports

are ripe;

Make choice of which your highness will see

first. [Gi ving a paper.

The. [reads.] The battle with the Centaurs,

to be sung
By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.

We’H none of that; that I have told my love,

In glory of my kinsman Hercules.

The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals,

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.

That is an old device, and it was play’d

When I from Thebes came last a conqueror.

The thrice-three Muses mourningfor the death

Of learning, late deceas'd in beggary.

That is some satire, keen and critical,

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony,
A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus,
And his love Thisbe; very tragical mirth.

Merry and tragical! tedious and brief!

That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow.
How shall we find the concord of this discord?

Philost. A play there is, my lord, some ten
words long,

Which is as brief as t have known a play;

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long,

Which makes it tedious: for in all the play
There is not one word apt, one player fitted:

And tragical, my noble lord, it is;

For Pyramus therein doth kill himself:
Which when I saw rehears’d, I must confess.

Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears

The passion of loud laughter never shed.
The. What are they that do play it?

Philost, Hard-handed men that work in

Athens here.
Which never labour’d in their minds till now;
And now have toil’d their unbreath’d memories
With this same play against your nuptial.

The. And we will hear it.

Philost. Ho, my noble lord,

It is not for you: I have heard it over.
And it is nothing, nothing in the world;
Unless you can find sport in their intents.

Extremely stretch’d, and conn’d with cruel pain,
To do you service.

The. I will hear that play;

For never anything can be amiss
When simpleness and duty tender it.

Go, bring them in: and take your places, ladies.

[Exit Philostrate.
Hip, I love not to see wretchedness o’er-

charged,
And duty in his service perishing. [thing.

The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such
H0. He says they can do nothing in this kind.
The. The kinder we, to give them thanks

for nothing.
Our sport shall be to take what they mistake:
And what poor duty cannot do,
Koble respect takes it in might, not merit.
Where Ihave come, great clerks have purposed

To greet me with premeditated welcomes;
Where I have seen them shiver and look pale,

Make periods in the midst of sentences.

Throttle their practis’d accent in their fears.

And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke ofi,

Not paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet,

Out of this silence yet I pick’d a welcome
And in the modes^ of fearful duty
I read as much as nrom the rattling tongue
Of saucy and audacious eloquence.

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity

In least speak most to my capacity.

Enter Philostrate.

PMlost. So please your grace, the prologue
is address’d.

The. Let him approach.
[Flourish of Trumpets.

Enter Prologue.

Prol. If we offend, it is with our good wiH.
That you should think we come not to offend.

But with good will. To show our sim^e skill,

That is the true beginning of our end.
Consider, then, we come but in despite.

We do not come as minding to content you.
Our true intent is. All for your delight

We are not here. That you should here re-

pent you.
The actors are at hand: and, by their show,
You shall know all that you are like to know.

The. This fellow doth not stand upon points.

Lys. He hath rid his prologue like a rou^
colt; he knows not the stop. A good moral,

my lord: it is not enough to speak, but to

speak true.

Hip. Indeed he hath played on this prologue

like a child on a recorder; a sound, but not in

government.
The. His speech was like a tangled chain;

nothing impaired, but all disordered. Who is

next?

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moon-
shine, and Lion, as in dumb show.

Prol. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this

show; [plain.

But wonder on, till truth make all things

This man is Pyramus, if you would know;
This beauteous lady Thisby is, certain.

This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth pie-

sent [sunder;

Wall, that vile Wall which did these lovers

And through Wall’s chink, poor souls, they are

content

To whisper, at the which let noman wonder.
This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn,

Presenteth Moonshine: for, if you will know.
By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn

To meet at Ninus’ tomb, there, there to woo*
This grisly beast, which hy name Lionbight,

The trusty Thisby, coming first by night.

Did scare away, or rather did afiright:

And as she fled, her mantle she did faM;

Which Lion vfle with bloody mouth did stain;

Anon comes ^ramus, sweet youth, and tall,

And finds his trusty Thisby’s mantle slain;

Whereatwith blade, withbloody blameful blade.
He bravelybroach’d his boilingbloody breast;
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Aad TMsby, tarrjdng in mtilberry shade,
Hia dagger drew, and died. For all the xesf^

Let lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain
At large discourse while here they do remain.

[Exeunt Frol., This., Lion, and Moon,
the, I wonder if the lion be to speak,

Item. No wonder, my lord: one Hon may,
when many asses do.

Wail In this same interlude it doth befall

That I, one Snout by name, present a wall:

And such a wall as 1 would have you think
That had in it a crannied hole or chink,

Throughwhichthe lovers, Pyramus and Thisby,
Bid whisper often very secretly. [show
This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone doth
That 1 am the same wall; the truth is so:

And this the cranny is, right and sinister.

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper.

The» Would you desire Hme and hair to

speak better?

Hem. It is the wittiest partition that ever I

heard discourse, my lord.

The, Pyramus draws near the waU; silence!

Enter Pyramus.

Fyr. 0 grim-look’d night! O night with
hue so black!

0 night, which ever art when day is not!

O night, O night, alack, alack, alack,

1 fear my Thisby’s promise is forgot!

—

And thou, 0 wall, 0 sweet, 0 lovely wall,

That stand»st between her father’s ground
and mine;

Thou wall, 0 wall, 0 sweet and lovely wall,

Show me thy chink, to blink through with
mine eyne.

[Wall holds up his fingers.

Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well

for thisl

But what see I? No Thisby do I see.

O wicked wall, through whom I see no bHss;

Curst be thy stones for thus deceiving me!
The. The wall, methinks, being sensible,

should curse again.

Eyr. No, in truth, sir, he should not. De-
ceiving me in Thisby’s cue: she is to enter now,
and I am to spy her through the wall. You
shall see if will fall pat as I told you.—Yonder
she comes.

Enter Thisbe.

This. ’Tide life, ’tide death, I come without
delay.

Wall. Thus have I, wall, my part discharged
so;

And, being done, thus wall away doth go.
[Exeunt Wall, Pyr., and This.

The. Now is the mural down between the
two neighbours.
Dem. No remedy, my lord, when walls are

so wilful to hear without warning.
Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard.
The.' The best in this kind are but shadows*

and the worst are no worse, if imagination
amend them. [not theirs.

Hip, It must be your imagination then, and*
The. If we imagine no worse of them

they of themselves, they may pass for excellent
men. Here come two noble beasts in, a moon
and a Hon.

Enter Lion and Moonshine.

lion. You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts
do fear [floor,

The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on
May now, perchance, both quake and tremble

here,

When hon rough in wildest rage doth roar.
Then know that I, one Snug, the joiner, am
A hon fell, nor else no Hon’s dam:
For if I should as hon come in strife

Into this place, ’twere pity of my hfe.

The. A very gentle beast, and of a good con-
science. [e’er I saw.

Dem. The very best at a beast, my lord, that
Lys. This hon is a very fox for his valour.
The. True; and a goose foi his discretion.
Dem. Not so, my lord; for his valour can-

not carry his discretion; and the fox cames
the goose.

The. His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry
his valour; for the goose cames not the fox.
It is weU: leave it to his discretion, and let us
hsten to the moon.
Moon. This lantern doth the homed moon

present: [head,
Dem. He should have worn the horns on his
The. He is no crescent, and his horns are

invisible withm the circunrference.

Moon. This lantern doth the homed moon
This. O wall, full often hast thou heard my

moans,
For parting my fair Pyramus and me:

My cherry Hps have often Mss’d thy stones;

Thy stones withhme and hair knit up in thee,

jppr. I see a voice; now wiU I to the chink.

To spy an I can hear my Thisby’s face.

Thisby!
This. My love! thou art my love, I think.

Eyr. Thhik what thou wilt, I am thy lover’s

grace:

And like Limander am I tmsty stiU.

This. And I like Helen, till die fates me kill.

Eyt. Not Shafalus to Firocms was so true.

ThiSi As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.
Eyr. 0, Mss me throu^ the hole of this

vile wall.

TMs, X Mss the wall’s hole, not yourUps ataU.
Eyr* Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me

straightway?

present;
Myself the man ’i the moon do seem to be.

The, This is the greatest error of all the rest;

the man should be put into the lantern. How
is it else the man i’ the moon?
Dem. He dares not come there for the can-

dle: for, you see, it is already in snuff.

Hip. I am weary of this moon: would he
would change!

The. It appears, by bis small light of discre-

tion, that he is in the wane: but yet, in cour-
tesy, in all reason, we must stay the time.

Lys. Proceed, moon.
Moon. AU that I have to say, is to teU you

that the lantern is the moon; I, the man in the
moon; this thorn-bush, my thorn-hush; and
this dog, my dog.
Dem. Why, all these should he in the

lantern; for all these are in the moon. But,
silence; here comes Thisbe.
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Enter Thisbe.

This. TMs is old Hinny' s tomb. Where is

my love?

Lion. Ob!
[The Lion roars.

—

Thisbe rvns off,

Bern. Well roared, Hon.
The. Well nm, Thisbe.

Hip. Well shone, moon.—Truly, the moon
shines with a good grace.

The. Well moused, lion.

[The Lion tears Thisbe’s manUe and exit.

Bern. And so comes Pyramus.
I4fs. And then the lion vanishes.

Enter Pyramus.

Pyr. Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy
sunny beams; [bright:

I thank thee, moon, for shining now so
For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams,

I trust to taste of truest Thisby's sight.

But stay;—O spite!

But mark,—poor knight,
What dreadful dole is here!

Eyes, do you see?
How can it be?

O dainty duck! O dear!

Thy mantle good,
What! stained with blood?

Approach, ye furies fell!

O fates! come, come;
Cut thread and thrum;

Quail, rush, conclude, and quell!

The. This passion, and the death of a dear
friend, would go near to make a man look sad.

Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man.
Pyr. O wherefore, nature, didst thou lions

frame?
Since lion vile hath here deflower’d my dear:

Which is—^no, no—^wluch was the fairest dame
That Hv’d, that lov’d, that lik’d, that look’d

with cheer.

Come, tears, confound;
Out, sword, and wound

The pap of Pyramus;
Ay, that left pap,
Where heart doth hop:

—

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus.

Now am I dead,
Now am I fled;

My soul is in the sky:

Tongue, lose thy light!

Moon, take thy flight!

Now die, die, die, die, die.

[Dies.—Exff Moonshine.
Bern, No die, but an ace, for him; for he is

but one. [he is nothmg.
Lys. Less than an ace, man; for he is dead;
The, With the help of a surgeon he might

yet recover and prove an ass.

Hip. How chance moonshine is gone before

Thisbe oomes back and finds her lover?

The. She will find him by starHght.—Here
she comes; and her passion ends the play.

Enter Thisbe,

Hip. Methinks she should not use a long
one for such a Pyramus: 1 hope she will be
brief.

Bern. A mote wiU turn the balance, which
Pyramus, which Thisbe, is the better.

Lys. She hath spied him already with those
sweet eyes.

Bern. And thus she moans, videlicet.—--^

This. Asleep, my love?
What, dead, my dove?

O Pyramus, arise,

Speak, speak. Quite dumb?
Bead, dead? A tomb

Must cover thy sweet eyes.
These lily brows,
This cherry nose,

These yellow cowsHp cheeks,
Are gone, are gone:
Lovers, make moan!

His eyes were green as leeks.

O Sisters Three,
Come, come to me,

With hands as pale as milk;
Lay them in gore.

Since you have shore
Wirii shears his thread of silk.

Tongue, not a word:

—

Come, trusty sword;
Come, blade, my breast imbrue:

And fareweU, friends:

—

Thus Thisby ends:
Adieu, adieu, adieu. [Dies.

The. Moonshine and lion are left to bury
the dead.

Bern. Ay, and wall too,
BoU No, I assure you; the wall is down

that parted their fathers. Will it please you to

see the epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask dance
between two of our company.

The. No epilogue, 1 pray you; for jour play

needs no excuse. Never excuse; for when the
players are all dead there need none to be
blamed. Marry, if he that writ it had played
Pyramus, and hanged himself in Thisbe’s
garter, it would have been a fine tragedy: and
so it is, truly; and very notably discharged.

But come, your Bergomask: let your epilogue

alone. [Here a dance of Clowns.
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve;—
Lovers, to bed; ’tis almost fairy time.

I fear we shall out-sleep the coming mom,
As much as we this night have overwatch’d.
This palpable-gross play hath well beguil’d

Theheavygaitofnig^it.-- Sweet friends,tobed.

—

A fortoigjit hold we this solemmty,
In nightly revels and new jollity. [Exeunt,

Scene II.

Enter Puck.

Puck. Now the hungry Hon roars,

And the wolf behowls the moon;
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores,

AH with weary task fordone.

Now the wasted brands do i^ow,
Whilst the scritch-owl, scritching loud

Puts the wretch that Hes in woe
In remembrance of a shroud.

Now it is the time of mght
That the graves, all gapmg wide,

Every one lets forth its sprite,

In the church-way paths to gHde;
And we fairies, that do run

By the triple Hecate’s team,
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From tlie presence of the sun
Following darkness like a dream,

Now are frolic; not a mouse
Shall disturb this hallowed house:

I am sent with broom before,

To sweep the dust behind the door.

Enter Oberow and Titania, mth their Train.

Obe. Through this house give glimmering
light,

By the dead and drowsy fire:

Every elf and fairy sprite

Hop as light as bird from bner:
And this ditty, after me,
Sing and dance it trippingly.

Tiia. First, rehearse your song by rote,

To each word a warbling note,

Hand in hand, with fairy grace,

Will we sing, and bless this place.

Song and Dance.

Obe. How, until the break of day.

Through this house each fairy stray,

To the best bride-bed will we,
Which by us shall blessed be;
And the issue there create

Ever shall be fortunate

So shall all the couples three

Ever true in loving be,

And the blots of Nature’s hand

Shall not in their issue stand:
Never mole, hare-hp, nor scar.

Nor mark prodigious, such as are
Despised in nativity,

Shall upon their children be.

—

With this field-dew consecrate.

Every fairy take his gate;

And each several chamber bless,

Through this palace, with sweet peace;
E’er shall it m. safety rest.

And the owner of it blest.

Trip away:
Make no stay:

Meet me all by break of day.
[Exeunt Obe., Tita., and Tram.

Puck. If we shadows have offended,
Think but this—and all is mended—
That you have but slumber’d here
While these visions did appear.
And this weak and idle theme,
No more yielding but a dream,
Gentles, do not reprehend;
If you pardon, we will mend.
And, as I’m an honest Puck,
If we have unearned luck
Now to ’scape the serpent’s tongue,
We will make amends ere long;

Else the Puck a liar call;

So, good mght unto you all.

Give me your hands, if we be friends.

And Robin shall restore amends. [Exit
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Scene,—

ACT 1.

Scene I.—Navarre. A Park, with a Palace
in it.

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and
Domain.

~ Kitig, Let fame, that all hunt after in their

lives.

Live register’d upon our brazen tombs,
And then grace us in the disgrace of death;
When, spite of cormorant devouring time.

The endeavor of this present breath mtav buy
That honour which shall bate his scythe’s keen

edge,
And make us heirs of all eternity.

Therefore, brave conquerors, -for so you are.

That war against 3rour own sections,
And thp huge army of the world’s desires,

—

Our late edict shall strongly stand in force;

Navarre.

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world;
Our court shall be a little Academe,
Still and contemplative in hving art.

You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville,
Have sworn for three years’ term to live with

me
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes
That are recorded in this schedule here:
Your oaths are pass’d; and now subscribe your

names.
That his own hand may strike his honour down
That violates the smallest branch herein:
If you are arm’d to do as sworn to do,
Subscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too.

Long. I am resolv’d; ’tis but a three years’’
fast: .

The mind shall banquet though the body pine:
Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty bits
Make rich the ribs, but bankrupt quite the wits.
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Dum. My loving lord, Ltmiain is mortified:

The grossermanner of these world’s delights

He throws upon the gross world’s baser slaves:

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die;

With all these living in philosophy.

Biron. I can but say their protestation over;

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn,

That is, to live and study here three years.

But there are other strict observances;
As, not to see a woman in that term;
Whdch I hope well is not enrolled there:

And one day in a week to touch no food,

And but one meal on every day beside;

The which I hope is not enrolled there:

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night.

And not be seen to wink of all the day,—

•

When I was wont to think no harm aU night,

And make a dark night too of half the day,—
Which I hope well is not enrolled there:

O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep;
ISfot to see ladies—study—fast—not sleep.

King. Your oath is pass’d to pass away from
these.

Bhon. Let me say no, my liege, an if yon
please;

I only swore to study with your grace,

And stay here in your court for three years*
space.

long. You swore to that, Biron, and to the
rest. [jest.

—

Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in
What is the end of study? let me know.

King. Why, that to know which else we
should not know.

Biron. Things hid and barr’d, you mean,
from common sense?

King. Ay, that is study’s god-like recom-
• pense.

Biron. Come on, then, I will swear to study
so,

To know the thing I am forbid to know;
As thus,—to study where I well may ^e,
When I to feast expressly am forbid;

Or study where to meet some mistress fine,

When mistresses from common sense are
hid:

Or, having sworn too-hard-a-keepiug oath,

Study to break it, and not break my troth.

Xf study’s gain be thus, and this be so,

Study ^ows that which yet it doth not know:
Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say no.

King. These be the stops that hinder study
quite.

And train our intellects to vain delight.

Biron. Why, aU delights are vain; but that
most vain

;

Which, with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain:
As painfully to pore upon a book [while
To seek the light of truth; while truth the

Doth falsely bHnd the eyesight of his look;
Light, seeking Hght, doth light oflight beguile.

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies,

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes.
Study me how to please the eye indeed,
By fixing it upon a fairer eye;

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed,
And give him light that it was blinded by.

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun.
That will not be deep-search’d with saucy

looks;

Small have continual plodders ever won,
Save base authority from others’ books,

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights.
That give a name to every fixed star,

Have no more profit of their shining nights
Than those that walk and wot not what they

are.

Too much to know is to know naught but fame;
And every godfather can give a name.
King. How well he’s read, to reason against

reading!
Dum. Proceeded well, to stop all good pro-

ceeding!
Long. He weeds the com, and still lets grow

the weeding.
Biron. The spring is near, when green geese

are a-breedmg.
Dum. How follows that?

Biron. Fit in his place and time.
Dum. La reason nothing.

Biron. Something then in rhyme.
Long. Bironis like an envious sneaping frost.

That bites the first-bom infants of the spring.
Biron. Well, say I am; why should proud

summer boast
Before the birds have any cause to sing?
Why shoiild I joy in an abortive birth?

At Christmas I no more desire a rose
Than wish asnowin May’snew-fangled shows;
But like of each thing that in season grows.
So you, to study now it is too late,

Climb o’er the house to unlock the little gate.

King. Well, sit you out: go home, Biron;
adieu. [stay with you:

Biron. No, my good lord; I have sworn to
And, though I have for barbarism spoke more
Than for that angel knowledge you can say.

Yet confident I’ll keep what I have swore.
And bide the penance of each three years’

day.
Give me the paper, let me read the same;
And to the strict’st decrees I’ll write my name.

King. How well this yielding rescues thee
from shame!

Biron. [reads.] Item, T/ut( no woman shall
come within a mile of my court .

—

And hath this been proclaim’d?
Long. Four days ago.
Biron. Let’s see the penalty.

[Reads.]—On pain of losing her tongue.

Who devis’d this?

Long. Harry, that did L
Biron. Sweet lord, and why? [penalty.

Long. To fright tibiem hence with that dread
Biron. A dangerous law against gentility.

[Reads.] Item, If any man be seen to talk
with a woman within the term of three years,
he shall endure such public shame as the rest of
the court can possibly devise.

—

This article, my liege, yourself must break;
For well you know here comes in embassy

The French king’s daughter, with yourself to

speak,—
A maid of grace and complete majesty,—

About suirender-up of Aquitain
To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father:

Therefore this arucle is made in vain,

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither*

Kmg. What say you, lords? why, this was
quite forgot.
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Biron. So study evermore is over-shot;

While It doth study to have what it would,

It doth forget to do the thing it should:

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most,

’Tis won as towns with fire,--so won, so lost.

King- We must, of force, dispense with this

decree;

She must he here on mere necessity.

BiTon Necessity will make us all forsworn

Three thousand times within this three years’

space.

For every man with his affects is born;
Not by might master’d but by special grace:

If I break faith, this word shall speak for me,
I am forsworn on mere necessity,

—

So to the laws at large I write my name:
[Siihscnbcs.

And he that breaks them m the least degree
Stands in attainder of eternal shame.

Suggestions are to others as to me;
But I believe, although I seem so loath;

I am the last that will last keep his oath.

But IS there no quick recreation granted?
King. Ah, that there is: our court, you know,

is haunted
With a refined traveller of Spain;

A man in all the world’s new fashion planted,

That hath a mint of phrases in his brain:

One whom the music of his own vain tongue
Doth ravish, hke enchanting harmony;

A man of complements, whom right and wrong
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny:

This child of fancy, that Armado hight,

For interim to our studies, shall relate,

In high-bom words, the worth of many a knight

From tawny Spain, lost in the world’s debate.

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I:
’

But, I protest, I love to hear him lie,

And I vaii use him for my minstrelsy,

Biwn Armado is a most illustrious wight,

A man of fire-new words, fashion’s own knight.

Long. Costard, the swam, and he shall be
our sport;

And so to study—three years is but short.

Enter Dull with a letter, and Costard.

Dull Which IS the Duke’s own person?
Biron. This, fellow; what wouldst?
Dull I myself reprehend his own person,

for I am his grace's tharborough; but I would
see his own person in flesh and blood.

Biron This is he.

Dull Sigmor Arme—Arme—commends you.

There’s villany abroad: this letter will tell you
more.

Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touch-

ing me.
King. A letter from the magnificent Armado.
Biron How long soever the matter, I hope

in God for high words.
Long. A high hope for a low heaven: God

grant us patience!

Biron. To hear? or forbear laughing?

Long* To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh

moderately; or to forbear both.

Biron. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give

us cause to climb m the merriness.

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning

Jaquenetta. The manner of it is, I was taken

with the manner.

Biron. In what manner?
Cost. In manner and form following, sir, all

those three: I was seen with her m the manor
house, sitting with her upon the form, and taken
following her into the park, which, put together,
IS m manner and form following. Now, sir, for
the manner,—it is the manner of a man to
speak to a woman: for the form,—in some form.

Biron. For the following, sir?

Cost. As it shall follow m my correction; and
God defend tlie right!

King. Will you hear this letter wim atten-
tion?

Biron. As we vrould hear an oracle.
Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to

hearken after the flesh.

King, [reads.] Great deputy, ihe welldii’s
vicegerent and sole dominator of Navarre, my
soul’s earth’s God and body’sfosteringpatron,

—

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet.

King, [reads ] So it is,

—

Cost. It may be so: but if he say it is so, he
is, m telling true, but so so.

King. Peace!
Cost —be to me, and every man that dares

not fight!

King. No words!
Cost. —of other men’s secrets, I beseech

you.
King, [reads.] So it is, besieged with sable-

coloured melancholy, I did recommend the
black-oppressing humourto the most wholesome
physic of thy health-giving air; and, as I am a
gentleman, betook myself to walk. The time
when? About the sixth hour; when beasts
most graze, birds best peck, and men sit down
to that nounshment which is called supper: so
much for the tune when. Now for the ground
which; which, I mean, I walked upon: it is

ycleped thy park. Then for the place where;
I mean, I did encounter that obscene and most
preposterous event that draweth from my snow-
white pen the ebon-coloured ink, which here
thou viewest, beholdest, surveyest, or seest:

but to the place where,—it standeth north-
north-east and by-east from the west comer of

thy curious-knotted garden. There did I see
that low-spinted swain, that base minnow of

thy mirth,—
Cost Me. [soul,

—

King, —that unlettered small-knowing
Cost. Me.
King, —that shallow vassal,—
Cost. Shll me. [tard,

—

King, —which, as I remember, hight Cos-
Cost. 0, me.
King, —sorted and consorted, contrary to

thy established proclaimed edict and continent

canon, with—with,—0, with—but with this I

passion to say wherewith,—
Cost. With a wench.
King, —with a child of our grandmother

Eve, a female; or, for thy more sweet tmder-
standing, a woman. Him,—I as my ever es-

teemed duty pricks me on,—have sent to thee,

to receive the meed of pumshment, by thy

sweet grace’s officer, Antony Dull, a man of

good repute, carriage, bearing, and estimation.

Dull Me, an’t shall please you; I am
Antony Dull.
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Kmg. [reads.] For Jaq[aenetta,—so is the

weadker vessel called, which 1 apprehended
with the aforesaid swain,—! keep her as a
vessel ofthy law’s fu^; and shall, at the least of

thy sweet notice* bring her to triai. Thine, in

aU compliments of devoted and heart-burning

heat of duty. Dorr Adriano de Armado.
Biron. This is not so well as I looked for,

but the best that ever I heard.

Kit^. Ay, the best for the worst. But,

sirrah, what say you to this?

Cost Sir, I confess the wench.
King. Did you hear the proclamation?

Cost I do confess much Of the hearing it,

but little of the marking of it.

Kmg. it was proclaimed a year’s imprison-

ment, to be taken with a wench.
Cost I was taken with none, sir; I was

taken with a damosel.

Imff. Well, it was proclaimed damosel.

Cost This was no damosel neither, sir ; she

was a virgin. [virgin.

King- It so varied too; for it was proclaimed

Cost If it were, I deny her virginity; I was
taken with a maid.

King. This maid will not serve your turn, sir.

Cost This maid will serve my turn, sir.

king. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence:

you sMl fast a week with bran and water.

Cast I had rather pray a month with mutton
and porridge.

Xing. And Don Armado shall be your
keeper.—

My Lord Biron, see him delivered over.—
And go we, lords, to put in practice that

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn.—
l£xeimi King, Long., and Dxnw.

Biron. I’ll lay my head to any good man’s
ttat-

These oaths and laws will prove an idle

scorn.—Sirrah, come on.

Cost I suffer for the truth, sir; for true it is,

I was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta
is a true girl; and therefore, Welcome the sour
cup of prosperity! Affliction may one day smUe
again, and till ttien, Sit thee down, sorrow!

[jExeunt

Scene II.—Anofher part of the Park.

Enter Armado and Moth.

Arm. Boy, what sign is it when a man of
great spirit ^ows melancholy?
Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad.
Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same

thing, dear imp.
Math. No, no; 0 lord, sir, no.
Arm. How canst thou part sadness and

melancholy, my tender juvenal?
Math. By a familiar demonstration of the

working, my tough senior.

Arm. Why tough senior? why tough senior?
Moth. Why tender juvenal? why tender

juvenal?

Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a con-
gruent epitheton appertaining to thy young
days, which we may nominate tender.

‘ Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertineiit
Me to your old time, which we may name
tough.

Arm. Pretty, and apt.

Moth. How mean you, sir; I pretty, and my
saying apt? or I apt, and my saying pretty?
Arm. Thou pretty, because little,

M'oth. Little pretty, because little. Where-
fore apt?

Arm. And therefore a|^, because quick.

Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master?
Arm. In thy condign praise.

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same
praise.

Arm. What, that an eel is ingenious?
Moth. That an eel is quick.

Arm. I do say thou art quick in answers:
thou heatest my blood.

Moth. I am answered, sir.

Arm. I love not to be crossed.

Moth. He speaks the mere contrary; crosses
love not him. [Aside.

Arm. I have promised to study three years
with the duke.
Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir.

Arm. Impossible.
Moth. How many is one thrice told?

Arm. I am ill at reckoning; it fftteth the
spirit of a tapster. [sir.

Moth. You are a gentleman and a gamester,
Arm. I confess both,—they are both the

varnish of a complete man.
Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how much

the gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to.

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two.
Moth. Which the base vulgar do call three.
Arm. True.
Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study?

Now here is three studied ere you’ll thrice
wink: and how easy it is to put years to the
word three, and study three years in two
words, the dancing horse wiU tell you.
Arm. A most fine figure!

Moth. To prove you a cipher. [Aside,

Arm. I will hereupon confess I am in love:
and as it is base for a soldier to love, so am I in
love with a base wench. H drawing my sword
against the humour of affection would deliver
me from the reprobate thought of it, I would
take desire prisoner, and ransom him to any
French courier for a new devised courtesy. I
think scorn to sigh; methinks I should out-
swear Cupid. Comfort me, boy: what great
men have been in love?
Moth. Hercules, master.
Arm. Most sweet Hercules!—^More author-

ity, dear boy, name more; and, sweet my cMd,
let them be men of good repute and carriage.
Moth. Samson, master; he was a man of

good carriage, great carnage,—for he carried
the towngates on his back lOre a porter: and he
was in love.

Arm, 0 well-knit Samson! strong-jointed
Samson! I do excel thee in my rapier as much
as thou didst me in carrying gates. I am in
love too:—who was Samson’s love, my dear
Moth?
Moth. A woman, master.
Arm. Of what complexion?
Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the

two; or one of the four.

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion*

Moth* Of the sea-water ^eon, sir.



sciEiKE n.] LOVE’S ZiABOtTA’S LOST 163

Arm. Is that one 0! the four cocoyplexions?

Moth. As 1 have read, sir; and the best of

them too.

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of overs;

but to have a love of that colour, methinks
Samson had small reason for it. He surely

affected her for her wit.

Moth. It was so, sir; for she had a green wit.

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and
red.
Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are

masked under such colours.

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant.

Moth. My father’s wit and my mother’s
tongue, assist me!
Arm. Sweet invocation of a child; most

pretty, and patheticall

Moth. If she be made of white and red,

Her faults will ne’er be known;
Tor blushing cheeks by faults are bred.
And fears by pale white shown:

Then if she fear, or be to blame,
By this you shall not know;

For still her cheeks possess the same
Which native she doth owe.

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason
of white and red.

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the Eing
and the Beggar.
Moth. The world was very guilty of such a

ballad some three ages since; but, 1 think, now
’tis not to be found; or, if it were, it w;ould

neither serve for the writing nor the tune.

Arm. 1 will have the subject newly writ o’er,

that I may example my digression by some
mighty precedent. Boy, I do love that coun-

try girl that I took in the park with the rational

hind Costard: she deserves well.

Moth. To be whipped: and yet a better love

than my master. [Aside.

Arm. Sing, boy; my spirit grows heavy in

love.

Moth. And that’s great marvel, loving a
light wench.
Arm. I say, sing.

Moth. Forbear till this company be past.

Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaquenetxa.

Dull. Sir, the duke’s pleasure is, that you
keep Costard safe: and you must let him take
no delight nor no penance; but *a must fast

three days a-week. For this damsel, I must
keep her at the park: she is allowed for the
day-woman. Fare you well. [Maid.
Arm. I do betray myself with blushing.

—

Ja^. Man.
Arm. 1 win visit thee at the lodge.

Jag. That’s here by.

Arm. I know where it is situate.

Jag. Lord, how wise you are!

Arm. I will tell thee wonders.

Jag, With that face?
• Arm, I love thee.

Jag. So 1 heard you say.

Arm. And so farewell.

Jag. Fair weather after you!
ML Come, Jaquenetta, away.

[Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta.

Arm. Villain thou shalt fast for thy offenses

ere thou be pardoned.
Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it I shall

do it on a fuB stomach.
Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished.
Cost. I am more bound to you than your

fellows, for they are but lightly rewarded.
Arm. Take away this vSlain; shut him up.
Moth. Come, you transgressing slave: away.
Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir; I will fast,

being loose.

Moth. No, sir; that were fast and loose : thou
shalt to prison.

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of

desolation that I have seen, some shall see

—

Moth. What shall some see?
Cost. Nay, nothing. Master Moth, but what

they look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too
silent in their words: and therefore I will say
nothing: 1 thank God I have as little patience
as another man; and therefore I can be quiet.

[Exeunt Moth and Costard.
Arm. I do affect the very ground, which is

base, where her shoe, which is baser, guided by
her foot, which is basest, doth tread. I shah
be forsworn,—which is a great argument of

false-hood,~if I love. And how can that be
true love which is falsely attempted? Love is

afamihar; love is a devil; there is no evil angel
but love. Vet Samson was so tempted,—and
he had an excellent strength: yet was Solomon
so seduced,—and he had a very good wit.

Cupid’s butt-shaft is too hard for Hercules’
club, and therefore too much odds for a Span-
iard’s rapier. The first and second cause will

not serve my turn; the passado he respects not,

the duello he regards not; his disgrace is to be
called boy; but his ^ory is to subdue men.
Adieu, valour! rust, rapier! be still, drum! for

your manager is in love; yea, he loveth. As-
sist me, some ecxtempord god of rhyipe, for I

am sure I shall turn sonneteer. Devise, wit;

write, pen; for I am for whole volumes in folio.

[jExif.

ACT 11.

Scene 1.—Another part of the park. A Pavi-
lion and Tents at a distance.

Enter the Princess of France, Rosaline,
Maria, Katharine, Boyet, Lords, and
other Attendants.

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dear-
est spirits:

Consider who the king your father sends;
To whom he sends; and what’s his embassy;
Yourself, held precious in the world’s esteem,
To parley with the sole inheritor

Of dl perfections that a man may owe.
Matchless Navarre; the plea of no less weight
Than Aquitain*—a dowry for a queen.
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace
As nature was in making graces dear
When she did starve the general world beside.

And prodigally gave them all to you.
Pnn. Good Lord Boyet, my beauty, though

but mean,
Needs not the painted flourish 0! your praise;

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye,
Not utter’d,by base sale of chapmen’s tongues:
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I am less proud to hear you tell of my worth
Thau you much willing to be counted wise

In spending your wit in the praise of mine.

But now to task the tasker:—good Boyet,

You are not ignorant, aU-telling fame
Both noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow,

Tin painful study shall out-wear three years

No woman may approach his silent court:

Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course.

Before we enter his forbidden gates,

To know his pleasure; and in that behalf,

Bold of your worthiness, we single you
As our best-moving fair solicitor.

Tell him the daughter of the King of France,

On serious business, craving quick despatch,

Importunes personal conference with his grace.

Haste, signify so much; while we attend,

Like humbly-visag’d suitors, his high will.

Boyet Proud of employment, willingly I go.

Prin. All piide is willing pride, and yours is

so.— [Exit Boyet.
Who axe the votaries, my loving lords.

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke?
Lord. Longaville is one.

Priru Know you the man?
Afar. Iknowhim, madam; atamarriage feast,

Between Lord Perigort and the beauteous heir

Of Jaques Falconbridge, solemnized
In Normandy, saw I this Longaville:

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d;

WeU fitted in the arts, glorious in arms:
Nothing becomes him ill that he would weU.
The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss,—
If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil,

Is a sharp wit matched with too blunt a will;

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still

wills

It should none spare that come within his power.
Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike; is’t

so?
Mar, They say so most that most his hum-

ours know. [grow.

Prin, Such short-liv’d wits do wither as they
Who are the rest?

Kath, TheyoungDumain,a wetl-accomplish’d
youth.

Of all that virtue love for virtue lov’d:

Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill;

For he hath wit to make an ill shape good,
And shape to win grace though he had no wit,

1 saw him at the Duke Alencon’s once;
And much too httle of that good 1 saw
Is my report to his great worthiness.

Ros. Another of these students at that time
Was there with him; if I have heard a truth,

Biron they call him; but a memer man,
Within the limit of becoming mirth,

I never spent an hour’s talk withad;

His eye begets occasion for his wit;

For every object that the one doth catch,

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest;

Which his fair tongue—conceit’s expositor—
Delivers in such apt and gracious words
That aged ears play truant at his tales,

And younger hearings are quite ravished;
So sweet and voluble is his discourse.

Prin. God bless my ladiesl are they all in
love,

That every one her own hath garnished
With such bedeckiug ornaments of praise?

Mot. Here comes Boyet.

Re-enter Boyet.

Prm. Now, what admittance, lord?
Boyet Navarre had notice of your fair ap-

proach;

And he and his competitors in oath
Were aU address’d to meet you gentle lady.

Before Icame. Marry,thusmuchihaveleamt,—
He rather means to lodge you in the field,

Like one that comes here to besiege his court,

Than seek a dispensation for his oath.

To let you enter his unpeopled house.
Here comes Navarre. [The Ladies mask.

EnUr King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron,
and Attendants.

King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of

Navarre.
Prin. Fair, I give you back again; and wel-

come I have not yet; the roof of this court is too
high to be yours; and welcome to the wide fields

too base to be mine. [court.

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my
Prin. I will be welcome, then; conduct me

thither. [oath.

King. Hear me, dear lady,—I have sworn an
Prm. Our lady help my lord! he’ll be for-

sworn.
King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my

will,

Prin. Why, will shall break it; will, and
nothing else.

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is.

Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were
wise,

Wherenow hisknowledgemustprove ignorance.
I hear your grace hath swora-out housekeeping:
’Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord.

And sin to break it;

But pardon me, I am too sudden bold;
To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me.
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming,
And suddenly resolve me in my suit.

[Gives a paper.
King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may.
Prin, You will the sooner that I were away;

For you’ll prove perjur'd if you make me stay.
Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant

once?
Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant

once?
Biroru I know you did.

Ros. How needless was it then
To ask the question!

Biron. You must not be so quick.
Ros. ’Tis ’long of you, that spur me with

such questions.

Biron. Your wit’s too hot, it speeds too fast,

’twill tire.

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire.
Biron. What time o’ day?
Ros. The hour that fools should ask.
Biron. Now fair befall your mask!
Ros. Fair fall the face it covers!
Biron. And send you many loversl
Ros, Amen, so you be none.
Biron. Nay, then will I be gone.
King. Madam, your father here doth inti-

mate
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The pajjrment of a hundred thousand crowns;
Being but the one-half of an entire sum
Disbursed by my father in his wars.

But say that he or we,—as neither have,—
Receiv’d that sum, yet there remains unpaid

A hundred thousand more; in surety of the
which,

One part of Aquitain is bound to us,

Although not valued to the money’s wolih.

If, then, the king your father will restore

But that one-half which is unsatisfied,

We will give up our right in Aquitain,

And hold fair friendslfip with his majesty.

But that, it seems, he Httle purposeth,

For here he doth demand to have repaid

Anhundred thousand crowns; and not demands.
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns,
To have his title live in Aquitain;

Which we much rather had depart withal.

And have the money by our father lent.

Than Aquitain so gelded as it is.

Dear princess, were not his requests so far

From reason’s yielding, your fair self should
make

A yielding, ’gamst some reason, in my breast,

And go well satisfied to France again.

Pnn. You do the king my father too much
wrong.

And wrong the reputation of your name.
In so'tmseeming to confess receipt

Of that which hath so faithfully been paid.

King. I do protest I never heard of it;

And if you prove it, I’ll repay it back.

Or yield up Aquitain.
Prin. We arrest your word:—

Boyet, you can produce acquittances.

For such a sum from special officers

Of Charles his father.

King. Satisfy me so. (come,
Boget So please your grace, the packet is not

Where that and other specialties are bound;
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them.
King. It shall suffice me; at which iuterview

All liberal reason I will yield unto.

Meantime receive such welcome at my hand
As honour, without breach of honour, may
Make tender of to thy true worthmess:
You may not come, fair princess, in my gates;

But here without you shill be so receiv’d

As you shall deem yourself lodg’d in my heart.

Though so denied fair harbour in my house.

Your own good thoughts excuse me, and fare-

well:

To-morrow shall we visit you again.

Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort

your grace I [place!

King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every

[Exeunt King and Ms Train.

Siron. Lady, I will commend you to my own
heart.

Ros. Pray you, do my commendations; I

would be glad to see it.

Biron. I would you heard it groan.

Ros. Is the fool sick?
Biron. Sick at heart.
Ros. Alack, let it blood.
Biron. Would that do it good?
Ros. My physic says ay.

Biron. Will you pricfc’t with your eye?

Ros. No pogrit, with my knife.

Biron. Now, God save thy life!

Ros. And yours from long living!

Bircru I cannot stay thanksgiving.

[Retiring.
Bum. Sir, I pray you, a word! what lady is

that same?
Boget. The heir of Alencon, Katharine her

name.
Dum. A gallant lady! Monsieur, fare you

well. [£xff.
Long. I beseech you a word; what is she in

the white? [the light.

Boget AwomaEsometimes,andyousawherm
Lor^. Perchance, light in the light. I desire

her name.
Boget She hath but one for herself; to desire

that were a shame.
Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter?
Boget Her mother’s, I have heard.
Long. God’s blessmg on your beard!
Boget Good sir, be not offended:

She IS an heir of Falconbridge.
Long. Nay, my choler is ended.

She is a most sweet lady.

Boget Not unlike, sir: that may be.

[Exit Long.
Biron. What’s her name in the cap?
Boget Rosaline, by good hap.
Biroru Is she wedded or no?
Boget To her will, sir, or so.

Biron. You are welcome, sir: adieu! [you.
Boget Farewell to me, sir and welcome to

[Exit Biron.—Ladies unmask.
Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap

lord;

Not a word with him but a jest.

Boget And every jest but a word.
Prm. It is well done of you to take him at

his word. [to board.
Boyet. I was as willing to grapple as he was
Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry!
Boget And wherefore not ships?

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your
Ups, [finish the jest?

Mar. You sheep and I pasture; shall that
Boyet So you grant pasture for me.

[Offering to kiss her.

Mar. Not so, gentle beast;

My lips are no common, though several they be.
Boyet Belongmg to whom?
Mar. To my fortunes and me.
Prin. Good wits will be jangling; but,

gentles, agree:

The civil war of wits were much better used
On Navarre and his book-men; for here ’tis

abus’d. [dom lies,—

Boget If my observation,—which very sel-

By the heart’s still rhetoric disclos’d with eyes.

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected.

Prin. With what? [affected.

Boyet With that which we lovers entitle

Pnn. Your reason? [retire.

Boyet Why, all his behaviours didmake their

To the court of his eye, peeping through de-
sire:

His heart, like an agate, with your print im-
press’d,

Proud with his form, in his eye pride express’d:

His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see.

Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be;
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All senses to that sense did make their repair,

To feel only looking on fairest of fair:

Methought all his senses were lock’d in his eye,

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy;

Who, tendering their own worth from where
they were glass’d,

Did point you to buy them, along as you pass’d.

His face’s own margent did quote such amazes
That aE eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes

:

I'll give you Aqmtain, and aU that is his,

An you give him formy sake but one loving kiss.
Prin. Come to our pavilion: Boyet is dis-

pos’d— [eye hath disclos’d:

B&yet. But to speak that in words which his

I only have made a mouth of his eye.

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie.

Ros. Thou art an old love-monger, and
speak’st skilfully. [news of him.

iifcr. He is Cupid’s grandfather, and learns

Ros. Then was Venus like her mother,* for

her father is but grim.

Boyet Do you hear, my mad wenches?
Mar. No.
Boyet What, then; do you see?

Ros. Ay, our way to be gone.

Boyet You are too hard for me.
[Exeunt

ACT HI.

Scene I.—A part of the Park.

Enter Armado and Moth.

Arm. Warble, child; make passionate my
sense of hearing.

Moth. Concolinel [Singing.

Arm. Sweet airl—Go, tenderness of years!

take this key, give enlargement to the swain,

bnng him fesdnately hither; I must employ him
in a letter to my love.

Moth. Master, will you win your love with a
French brav/l?

Arm. How mean’ stthou? brawling in French?
Moth. No, my complete master: but to jig

off a tune at the tongue’s end, canary fo it with
your feet, humour it with turning up your eye-
lids; sigh a note and sing a note; sometime
through the throat, as if you swallowed love
with singing love; sometime through the nose,
as if you snuffed up love by smelling love; with
your hat penthouse hke, o’er the shop of your
eyes; with your arms crossed on your thin beUy-
doublet, like a rabbit on a spit; or your hands
in your pocket, like a man after the old paint-

ing; and keep not too long in one tune, but a
smp and away. These are complements, these
are humours; these betray nice wenches—that
would be betrayed without these; and make
them men of note,—do you note me?—^that

most are affected to these. fence?
Arm. How nast thou purchased this expen-
Moth. By my penny of observation.
Arm. ButO,—butO—
Moth. —^the hobby-horse is forgot.

Arm. CaUest thou my love hobby-horse?
Moth. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a

colt, and your love perhaps a hackney. But
have you forgot your love?
Arm. Almost I'had.

Moth. Negligent student! learn her,by heart.
Arm. By heart and in heart, boy.

Moth. And out of heart, master; all those
three I wiE prove.

Arm. What wEt thou prove?
Moth. A man, if I hve; and this, by, in, and

without, upon the instant: by heart you love
her, because your heart cannot come by her; in
heart you love her, because you heart is in love
with her; and out of heart you love her, being
out of heart that you cannot enjoy her.

Arm. I am all these three.

Moth. And three times as much more, and
yet nothing at all.

Arm. Fetch hither the swain; he must carry
me a letter.

Moth. A message well sympathized: a horse
to be ambassador for an ass!

Arm. Ha, ha! what sayest thou?
Moth. Marry sir, you must send the ass upon

the horse, for he is very slow-gaited. But I go.

Arm. The way is but short: away.
Moth As swift as lead, sir.

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious?

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull and slow?
Moth. Minime, honest master; or rather,

master, no.

Arm. 1 say lead is slow.

Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so:

Is that lead slow which is fired from a gun?
Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric

!
[he: —

He reputes me a cannon; and the bullet, that’s

I shoot thee at the swain.
Moth. Thump, then, and I flee.

[Exit

Arm. A most acute juvenal; voluble and
free of grace! [face:

By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place.

My herald is return’d.

Re-enter Moth unth Costard.

Moth. A wonder, master; here’s a Costard
broken in a shin.

Arm. Some enigma, some riddle; come,—
thy Z’enyop;—begin.

Cost No egma, no riddle, no Venvoy;—no
salve m the mail, sir: 0, sir, plantain, a plain
plantain; no Penvoy, no Venvoy, no salve, sir,

but a plantain!

Arm. By virtue thou enforcest laughter; thy
silly thought, my spleen; the heaving of my
lungs provokes me to ridiculous smiling: O,
pardon me, my stars! Doth the inconsiderate
take salve for Penvoy, and the word Penvoy for
a salve? [Venvoy a salve?
Moth. Do the wise think them other? is not
Arm. No, page: it is an epilogue or dis-

course, to make plain [sain.

Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been
I wEl example it:

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee
Were stiE at odds, being but three.

There’s the moral. Now the Penvoy. [again.

Moth, I wiU add the /’envoy. Say the moral
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee
Were still at odds, being but three:

Moth. Until the goose came out of door, *

And stay’d the odds by adding four.
Now wiE I begin your moral, and do you foEow
with my Penvoy.
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The fox, the ape, and the humble-hee,
Were still at odds, being but three:

Arm, Until the goose came out of door,

Staymg the odds by adding four.

Moth. A good Venvoy, ending in the goose;

Would you desire more?
Cost, The boy hath sold him a bargain, a

goose, that’s flat:-— [fat—
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be
To sell a bargain well is as cunning as fast and

loose:

Let me see a fat Venvoy; ay, that’s a fat goose.

Arm. Come hither, come hither. How did
this argmnent begin?

Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken
in a shin.

Then call’d you for the Venvoy.
Cost. True, and I for a plantain: thus came

your argument in; [bought;

Then the boy’s fat Venvoy, the goose that you
And he ended the market
Arm. But tell me; how was there a Costard

broken in a shin?

Moth. I will tell you sensibly.

Cost. Thou has no feeling of it, Moth; I

will speak that Venvoy,
I, Costard, running out, that was safely within.

Fell over the threshold and broke my shin.

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter.

Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin.

Arm, Sirrah, Costard, IwiU enfranchise thee.

Cost. O, many me to one Frances;—I smell
some Venvoy, some goose in this.

Arm. By my sweet soul, 1 mean setting thee

at liberty, enfreedoming thy person; thou wert
immured, restrained, captivated, bound.

Cost. True, true; and now you will be my
purgation, and let me loose.

Arm. I give thee thy hberty, set thee from
durance; and in lieu thereof, impose on thee
nothing but this:—bear this significant to the
country maid Jaquenetta: there is remuneraflon
[giving him money]', for the best ward of mine
honour is rewardmg my dependents. Moth,
follow. [J^jcif.

Moth, Like the sequel, I,—Signior Costard,
adieu.

Cost. My sweet ounce of man’s flesh! my in*

cony Jewl [Exit Moth.
Now win I look to his remuneration. Remun-
eration! O, that’s the Latin word for three
farthings: three farthings—remuneration.

—

WkaVs the price of this infdet—A penny.

—

No,PU give you a remuneration: why, it carries

it.—Remuneration!—^why, it is a fairer name
than French crown. I will never buy and sell

out of this word.

Enter Biroit.

Biron. 0, my good knave Costard! exceed-
ingly well met.

Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation
ribbon may a man buy for a remuneration?

Biron. What is a remuneration?
Cost. Mairy.sh, halfpenny farthing, [silk.

Biron. 0, why then, three-farthings-woilh of

Cost. I thank your worship; God be wdth
you!

' Birm. 0 , stayi slave; I must employ thee:
’ As thpu wilt win my favour, good my knave,

Do one thing for me that I shall entreat.
Cost. When would you have it done, sir?

Biroru O, this afternoon.
Cost. Well, I will do it, sir: fare you well.
Biron. O, thou knowest not what it is.

Cost. 1 shall know, sir, when 1 have done it.

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first

Cost 1 will come to your worship to-morrow
morning.

Biroju It must be done this afternoon.
Hark, slave, it is but this;

—

The princess comes to hunt here in the park,
And in her train there is a gentle lady;
When tongues speak sweetiy, then they laame

her name.
And Rosaline they call her; ask for her;
And to her white hand see thou do commend
This seal’d-ttp counseL There’s thy guerdon;

go. [(xfrcs him money.
Cost. Garden,—0 sweet garden I better than

remuneration; elevenpence farthing better:
most sweet gardon!—I will do it, sir, in print
—Gardon—remuneration. [Exit.

Biron. O!—and I, forsooth, in love! I, that
have been love’s whip;

A very beadle to a humorous sigh;
A critic; nay, a night-watch constable;
A dommeering pedant o’er the boy.
Than whom no mortal so magnificent!
This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy;
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid:
Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms.
The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans,
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents.
Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces,
Sole imperator, and great general
Of trotting paritors; O my littie heart!
And I to be a corporal of his field,

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoopl
What! II I love! I sue! I seek a wife!
A woman, that is like a German clocli^

Still a-repairing; ever out of frame;
And never going aright, being a watch,
But being watch’d that it still may go right!

Nay, to be perjur’d, which is worst of aU;
And, among three, to love the worst of all;

A wldtely wanton with a velvet brow,
With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes;
Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed.
Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard:
And I to sigh for her! to watch for her!
To pray for her! Go to; it is a plague
That Cupid will impose for my neglect
Of his almighty dreadful little mi^t.
Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, watch,

groan;
Some men must love my lady, and some Joan.

[Exit

ACT IV.

Scene I.—A part of the Park.

Enter the Princess, Rosaline, Mabia,
Katharine, Boyet, Lords, Attendants,
and a Forester.

Prin. Was that the king that spurt’d his

horse so hard
Against the steep uprising of the hill?

Boyet 1 know not; but I think it was not he.
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Prin, Wixoe’er ie was, lie show’d a mount-
ing mind.

Wdl, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch;

On Saturday we will return to France.—*

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush
Thatwe must stand and play the murderer in?

For, Here by, upon the edge of yonder cop-

pice;

A stand where you may make the fairest shoot.

Prin. 1 thankmy beauty, I am fair that shoot.

And thereupon thou speak’st the fairest shoot.

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so,

Prin. What, what? first praise me, and
again say no?

O short-Uv’d pnde! Hot fair? alack for woel
For. Yes, madam, fair.

Prin. Hay, never paint me now;
"Wixtie fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow.

Here, good my glass, take this for telling true;

[Giving Mm money.
Fair payment for foul words is more than due.

For, nothing but fair is that which you in-

herit. [merit

Prin. See, see, my beauty wiU be sav’d by
0 heresy in fair, fit for these days !

[praise.—

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair

But come, the bow:—now mercy goes to kill,

And hoofing well is then accounted ill.

Thus win I save my credit in the shoot:

Hot wounding, pity would not let me do it;

If wounding, then it was to show my skill,

That more for praise than jpu^ose meant to kiU.

Ani out of question, so it is sometimes,—
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes; [part,

^en, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward
We bend to that the working of the heart:

As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill [ill.

The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no
Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self-

sovereignty

Only for praise’ sake, when they strive to be
Lords o’er their lords? [afford

hriru Only for praise: and praise we may
To any lady that subdues a lord.

Here comes a member of the commonwealth.

Enter Costard.

Cost. God dig-you-den alll Pray you, which
is the head-lady,

Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the
rest that have no heads.

Cost Which is the greatest lady, the highest?

Prin, The thickest and the tallest.

Cost The thickest and the tallest! it is so;

truth is truth. [wit.

An your wiust, mistress, were as slender as my
One of these maids’ girdles for your waist

should be fit.

Are not you the chiefwoman? you are the thick-

est here.

Prin. Whafs your will, sir? what’s your
will? [one Lady Rosahne,

Cost I have aletter from Monsieur Biron, to

Prm. 0, thy letter, thy letter; he’s a good
friend of mine: [carve;

Stand aside, good bearer.—Boyet, you can
Break up this capon. i

Boyet I am bottnd to serve.—
This letter is mistool; it importeth none here;
It is writ to Jaquenetta.

Prin. We will read ft, I swear:
Break the neck of the war, and every one give

ear.

Boyet [read's] By heaven, that thou art fair
IS most infallible; true that thou are beauteous;
truth itself that thou art lovely. More fairer
than fair, beautiful than beauteous, truer than
truth itself; have commiseration on thy heroical
vassal! The magnanimous and most illustri-

ous king Cophetua set eye upon the permcious
and indubitate beggar Eenelophon; and he it

was that might rightly say, vent, vidi, via;
which to anatomize in the vulgar,

-

h) base and
obscure vulgaxl—videlicet he came, saw and
overcame: he came one; saw two; overcame
three. Who came? the king: why did he come?
to see: why did he see? to overcome: to whom
came he? to the beggar: what saw he? the beg-
gar: who overcame he? the beggar. The con-
clusion is victory; on whose side? the king’s:
the captain is enriched; on whose side? the
beggar’s: the catastrophe is a nuptial; on
whose side? the king’s?—no on both in one, or
one in. both. I am the king; for so stands the
comparison: thou the beggar; for so witnesseth
thy lowliness. Shall I command thy love? I may;
shall I enforce thy love? I could: shall I entreat
thy love? I will. What shalt thou exchange for
rags? robes: for tittles? titles; for thyself? me.
Thus, expecting thy reply, I profane my bps on
thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart
on thy every part.

Thine in the dearest design of industry,
Don Adriano de Armado

Thus dost thou hear the Hemean lion roar
’Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his

• prey;
Submissive fall his princely feet before.
And he from forage will inchne to play:

But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou ^en?
Food for his rage, repasture for his den.

Prin. What plume of feathers is he that in-

dited this letter?

What vane? what weather-cock? did you ever
hear better?

Boyet I am much deceiv’d but I remember
the style. [erewhile.

Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o’er it

Boyet This Armado is a Spaniard, that
keeps here in court; [sport

A phantasm, a Monaxcho, and one that ii^es
To the prince and his book-mates.

Prin. Thou fellow, a word:
Who gave thee this letter?

Cost 1 told you; my lord.

Prin. To whom shouldst thou ^ve it?

Cost From my lord to my lady.
Prim From which lord to which lady?
Cost From my Lord Biron, a good master of

mine.
To a lady of France that he call’d Rosaline.
Prm. Thou hast mistaken this letter. Come,

lords, away.
Here, sweet, put up this; ’twill be thine another

day. [Exeunt Rrincess and Train.
Boyet Whoisttieshooter?whoisthe shooter?
Bos. Shall I teach you to know?
Boyet Ay, my continent of beauty.
Bos. Why, she that bears the how.

Finely put offl
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Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns; but, if

thou marry,
lang me by the neck if horns that year mis-

carry.

Finely put on!

Ros. Well then, I am the shooter.

Boyet. And who is your deer?
Ros. If we choose by the horns, yourself:

come near.

Finely put on indeed! —
Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and

she stakes at the brow. [her now?
Boyet. But she herself is hit lower* have I hit

Ros. Shall I come upon thee with an old say-

ng, that was a man when King Pepm of France
vas a little boy, as touching the hit it?

Boyet So I may answer thee with one as old,

hat was a woman when Queen Guinever of

Bntain was a little wench, as touching the hit it.

[Singing.

Ros. Thou const not hit it, hit it, hit it.

Thou const not hit it, my good man
Boyet. An 1 cannot, cannot, cannot.

An I cannot, another can.

[Exeunt Ros. and Kath.
Cost. By my troth, most pleasant! how both

did fit it! [both did hit it.

Mar, A mark marvellous well shot; for they
Boyet. A mark! 0, mark but that mark? A

mark, says my lady! [it may be
Let the mark have a prick in’t, to mete at, if

Mar. Wide 0’ the bow-hand! P faith your
hand is out.

Cost Indeed, ’a must shoot nearer, or he’ll

ne’er hit the clout.

Boyet. And if my hand be out, then beUke
your hand is m. [the pin.

Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving

Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily, your
lips grow foul.

Cost, She’s too hard for you at pricks, sir,

challenge her to bowl.

Boyet. I fear too much rubbing; good-mght,
my good owl.

[Exeunt Boyet and Maria.
Cost. By my soul, a swam' a most simple

clown! [down!
Lord, lord! how the ladies and I have put him
0’ my troth, most sweet jests' most incony

vulgar wit!

When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as

it were, so fit.

Armador 0’ the one side,—0, a most dainty

man! [fan!

To see him walk before a lady and to bear her
To see him kiss his hand! and how most

sweetly ’a will swear'

—

And his page 0 ’ t’other side, that handful of wit'

Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit!

Sola, sola! [Shouting within.

[Exit Costard running.

Scene IL—Another part of the Park.

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and
Dull.

Nath. Very reverend sport, truly; and done
in the testimony of a good conscience.

ffol. The deer was, as you know, sanguis,—
in blood; npe as a pomewater, who now hang-

eth hke a jewel in the ear of coelo ,—the sky,
the welkin, the heaven; and anon falleth hke a
crab on the face of terra,—the soil, the land,
the earth.

Nath. Truly, Master Holofernes, the epi-
thets are sweetly vaned, hke a scholar at the
least; but, sir, I assure ye it was a buck of the
first head.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, baud credo.
Dull. ’Twas not a haud credo; 'twas a

pricket.

Hoi. Most barbarous intimation! yet a kind
of insinuation, as it were, m via, in way, of
exphcation; facere, as it were, rephcation,
or, rather, osteniare, to show as it were, his
inclination,—after his undressed, unpolished,
uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or, rather,
unlettered, or, ratherest, Unconfirmed fashion,
—to insert again my haud credo for a deer.

Dull. I said the deer was not a haud credo;
’twas a packet.

Hoi. Twice sod simphcity, bis cociusl—
0 thou monster Ignorance, how deformed dost

thou look!

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties

that are bred in a book;
He hath not eat paper, as it were; he hath not
drunk ink; his intellect is not replemshed; he
IS only an animal, only sensible in the duller

parts;

And such barren plants are set before us that

we thankful should be,—
Which we of taste and feeling are,—for those

parts that dofructifymusmorethanhe.
For as it would lU become me to be vain, in-

discreet, or a fool,

So, were there a patch set on learning, to see
him m a school;

But, omne bene, say I; being of an old father’s

mind, [wind.

Many can brook the weather that love not the
Dull. You two are book-men; can you tell

by your wit
What was a month old at Cain’s birth that’s not

five weeks old as yet?

Hoi. Dixtynna, good man Dull; Dictynna,
good man Dull.

Dull. What is Dictynna?
Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the

moon.
Hoi. The moon was a month old when Adam

was no more, [five-score.

And raught not to five weeks when he came to

The allusion holds in the exchange.
Dull. ’Tis true indeed; the collusion holds

in the exchange.
Hoi. God comfort thy capacity! I say the

allusion holds m the exchange.
Dull. And I say the poHusion holds in the

exchange; for the moon is never but a month
old; and I say beside, that ’twas a pricket that

the pnncess killed.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extem-

poral epitaph on the death of the deer? and, to

humour the ignorant, I have called the deer the

princess killed a pricket.

Nath. Perge, good Master Holofernes, perge

so It shall please you to abrogate scurrihty.

Hoi. 1 will something affect the letter; for

it argues facility.
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The pfaiseM princess pierc’d and prick’d a
pretty pleasing pricket;

Some say a sore; bat not a sore, till now
made sore with shooting.

The dogs did yell; pat I to sore, then sorel

jumps from thicket;

Or pricket, sore, or else sorel; the people fall

a-hooting. ^ ^

If sore be sore, then I to sore makes fifty sores;

0 sore I! [one more I.

Of one sore I an hundred make by adding but

Nath. A rare talenti

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he

claws him with a talent.

H&l. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple;

a foolish extravagant spint, full of forms,

figures, shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions,

motions, revolutionaK these are begot in the

ventricle of memory, nourished in the womb of

pia mater

f

and delivered upon the mellowing

of occasion. But the gift is good in those in

whom it is acute, and I am thankful for it

Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you; and
so may my parishioners; for their sons are well

tutored by you, and their daughters profit very

greatly under you; you are a good member of

&e commonwealth.
Hoi. Mehercle, if their sons be ingenious,

they shall want no instruction: if their daughters

be capable, I will put it to them: but, vir sapi

qui pauca loquitur: a soul feminine salutetb

us.

Enter Jaqdeitetta and Costakd.

/aq. God gfve you good-morrow, master
person.

HoL Master person,—i^uasi pers-on. And
if one should be pierced, which is the one?

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is

Hkest to a hogshead.
Hoi Of piercing a hogsheadi a good lustre

of conceit in a turi of earth; fire enough for a
flint, pearl enou^ for a swine; ’tis pretty; it is

well.

Jog. Good master person, be so good as
read me this letter; it was given me by Costard,
and sent me from Don Armado; I beseech you,
read it

Hoi Fauste, precor gelida quando peats
omne sub umbra [Mantuan

!

JRfirmimrf,—and so forth. Ah, good old
I may spe^ of thee as the traveller doth of

Venice:
Vinegia, Vinegia,

CM non ie vede, ei non ie pregia.

Old Mantuan! old Mantuan! who under-
standeth thee not, loves thee not?—Z7f, re, sol,

la, mi, /a.—Under pardon, sir, what are the
contents? or rather, as Horace says in his—

;

What, my soul, verses?
Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned.
Hoi Let me hear a stafl, a stanza, a verse;

I

lege, domine.
Nath, [reads.] If love make me forsworn,

how shall I swear to love? [vow;’dI

Ah, never faith could hold if not to beauty
Though to myself forsworn, to thee Dll faith-

ful prove;
Those thoughts to me were oaks; to thee

like osiers bow’d.

Study bis bias leaves, and makes his book
thine eyes;

Where all those pleasures live that art
would comprehend:

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee
shall suffice; [thee commend:

WeU learned is that tongue that wall can
All ignorant that soul that sees thee without

wonder,—
Which is to me some praise that I thy

parts admire,

—

Thy eye Jove’s lightning bears, thy voice his
dreadful thunder, [sweet fire.

Which, not to anger bent, is music and
Celestial as thou art, O pardon, love, this

wrong.
That sings heaven’s praise with such an

earthly tongue.
Hoi You find not the apostrophes, and so

miss the accent: let me supervise the canzonet.
Here are only numbers ratified; but, for the
elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poesy,
caret. Ovidius Naso was the man: and why,
indeed, Naso; but for smelhng out the oderi-
ferous flowers of fancy, the jerks of invention?
Imitari is nothing: so doth the hound his
master, the ape his keeper, the bred horse his
rider. But damosella virgin, was this directed
to you?

Jag. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one
of the strange queen’s lords.

Hoi I will over|lance the superscript.

To the snow-white hand of the most beaut-
eous lady Rosaline.

I will look again on the intellect of the letter,

for the nomination of the party writing to the
person written unto;

Your Ladyship's in all desired employment,
BiaoN.

Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries
with the kmg; and here he hath framed a
letter to a sequent of the stranger queen’s,
which accidentally, or by the way of pro-
gression, hath miscanied.—Trip and go, my
sweet; dehver this paper into the royal hand of
the king; it may concern much. Stay not thy
compliment; I forgive thy duty: adieu.

Jaq. Good Costard, go with me.—Sir, God
save your life!

Cost, Have with thee, my girl.

[Exeunt Cost, and Jaq.

Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of
God, very religiously; and, as a certain father
saith—
Hoi Sir, tell me of the father; I do fear

colourable colours. But to return to the verses:
did they please you, Sir Nathaniel?

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen.

Hoi I do dine today at the father’s of a
certam pupil of mine; where if, before repast,
it shall please you to Ratify the table with a

‘

grace, I will, on my privilege I have with the
parents of the foresaid child or pupil, under-
take your ben venuto; where I will prove those
verses to be very unlearned, neither savouring
of poetry, wit, nor invention: I beseech your
society.

Nath. And thank ybu too: for society, saith
the text, is the happiness of hf.e.
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Hoi. And certes, the text most infallibly

concludes it.—Sir [io Dull], I do invite you
too; you shall not say me nay: pauca verba.

Away; the gentles are at their game, and we
will to our recreation. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—Another part of the Park.

Enter BmoN, mth a paper.

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer; I

am coursing myself: they have pitched a toil;

I am toiling in a pitch,—pitch that defiles:

defile! a foul word. Well, sit thee down,
sorrow! for so they say the fool said, and so

say I, and I the fool. Well proved, wit! By
the Lord, this love is as mad as Ajax: it Mils

sheep; it Mils me, I a sheep: well moved
again on my side! 1 will not love: if I do,

hang me; i’ faith, I will not. 0, but her eye,

—by this light, but for her eye I would not

love her; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do
nothing in the world but lie, and lie in my
throat. By heaven, I do love: and it hath
taught me to rhyme, and to be melancholy;

and here is part of my rhyme, and here my
melancholy. WeU, she hath one 0’ my sonnets

already; the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and
the lady hath it: sweet clown, sweeter fool,

sweetest lady 1 By the world, 1 would not care

a pin if the other three were in. Here comes
one with a paper; God give him grace to

groan. [Gets up into a tree.

Enter the King, with a paper.

King. Ah me!
Biron. [aside.] Shot, by heaven!—Proceed,

sweet Cupid; thou hast thumped him with thy
bird-bolt under the left pap;—P faith, secrets

—

King, [reads.] So sweet a Mss the golden sun
gives not

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose,

As thy eyebeams, when their fresh rays have
smote [flows:

The night of dew that on my cheeks down
Hor shines the silver moon one half so bright

Through the transparent bosom of the deep,

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light:

Thou shin’st in every tear that I do weep;
Ko drop but as a coach doth carry thee;

So ridest thou triumphing in my woe.
Do but behold the tears that swell in me,
Andthey thy glory throughmy gnef will show;

But do not love thyself; then &ou wilt keep
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep.
O queen, of queens, how far dost thou excel!

Ho thought can think nor tongue of mortal
tell.—

How shall she know my griefs? I’ll drop the
paper;

Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes
here? [Steps aside.

Enter Longaville with a paper.

What, Longaville; and reading! listen, ear.

Biron, Now, in thy likeness, one more fool,

appear! [Aside.

Long. Ah me! I am forsworn.
Biron. Why, he comes in like a perjure,

wearing papers. [Aside.

King. In love, I hope: sweet fellowship in

shame! [Aside.

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the
name. [Aside.

Long. Am I the first that have been perjur’d
so?

Biroru [aside.] I could put thee in comfort;
not by two that 1 know:

Thou mak’st the triumviry, the comer cap of
society.

The shape of Love’s Tyburn that hangs up
simplicity.

Long. I fear these stubborn lines lack power
to move:

—

O sweet Maria, empress of my love!
These numbers will I tear and write in prose.

Biron. [aside.] O, rhymes are guards oa
wanton Cupid’s hose:

Disfigure not his slop.

Long. This same shall go.

—

[Be reads the sonnet
Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye,

—

’Gainst whom the world cannot hold argu*
ment,—

Persuade my heart to this false perjury?
Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment.

A woman I forswore: but I will prove.
Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee:

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love;
Thy grace being gain’d cures all disgrace in

me.
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is.

Then, thou, fair sun, which onmy earth dost
shine,

Exhal’st this vapour vow; in thee it is:

If broken, then it is no fault of mine:
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise
To lose an oath to win a paradise?

Biron. [aside.] This is the liver vein, which
makes flesh a deity,

A green goose a goddess: pure, pure idolatry.

God amend us, God amend! we are much out
0* the way.

Long. By whom shall I send this?—Com-
pany! stay. [Sietping aside.

Biron. [aside.] All hid, all hid, an old infant

play.

Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky,
And wretched fools’ secrets heedfuUy o’er-eye.

More sacks to the mill! O heavens, I have my
wish!

Enter Dumain, with a paper.

Dumain transform’d: four woodcocks in a dish!

Bum. O most divine Kate!
Biron. 0 most profane coxcomb!

[Aside.

Bum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal
eye!

Biron, By earth, she is but corporal: there
you lie. [Aside.

Bum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber
quoted.

Biron. An amber-colour’d raven was weE
noted. [Aside.

Burru As upright as the cedar.

Biron. Stoop, I say;

Her shoulder is with child. [Aside.

Bum. As fair as day.

Biron. Ay, as some days; but then no sun
must shine. [Aside.

Bum. 0 that I had my wish!
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£om. And I had xnine

[Aside

King. And I mine too, good Lord! [Aside.

Biron. Amen, so I had mine: is not that a
good word? [Aside

JHan. I wonld forget her; htit a fever she

Keigns inmy blood, and willremembered be.

Biron. A fever in your blood? why, then
indsion

Would let her out in saucers: sweet misprision'

[Aside.

Jkm. Once more ni read the ode that I

have writ
Biron. Once more ITl mark how love can

vary wit. [Aside.

Dum, [reads.] On a day,—alack the day!

Love, whose month is ever May
Spied a blossom passing fair

Playing in the wanton air:

Throu^ the velvet leaves the wind
All unseen, can passage find;

That the lover, sick to death,

Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath.

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow:

Air, would I might triumph sol

But, alack, my hand is sworn
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn:

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet;
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet.

Do not caU it sin in me
That I am forsworn for thee:

Thou forwhom even Jove would swear
Juno but an Ethiope were;
And deny himself for Jove,
Turning mortal for thy love.

—

This wilTl send; and something else more plain,

shall express my true love’s fasting pain.

0, would the King, Biron, and LongavUle,
Were lovers tool Bl, to example ill,

Wouldfrom my forehead wipe a perjur’d note;

For none ofiend where all alike do dote.

Long. Dumain [advancing]t thy love is

far from charity,

That in love’s giief de^st society:

You maylook pide, but I should blush, I know.
To be o’erheard and taken napping so.

Kin^. Come sir [advancing], you blush; as
his your case is such;

You chide at him ofifending twice as much:
You do not love Maria; Longaviile

IKd never sonnet for her sake cominle;
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart.

1 have been closely shrouded in this bush.
And mark’d you both, and for you both did

blush. {fashion;

I heard your guilty rhymes, observ’d your
Sawsighsreekfromyou notedwellyourpassion:
Ahmel says one; 0 Jove! the other cries

Oneherhairs were gold, crystal the other’s eyes;
You would for paradise break faith and troth;

' [To Long.
And Jove for your love would infringe an oath,

[To Domain.
What will Biron say when that he shall hear
A faith infring’d which such a zeal did swear?
How will he scoml how will he iroend his witl
Hew will he triumph, leap, and laugh at itl

For all the wealth that ever I did see
I would not have Mm know so much by me.

Biron. Now step I forth to wMp hypocrisy.—
[I>escendsfrom the tree.

Ah, good my liege, I pray thee pardon me.
Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to re-

prove
These worms for loving, that art most in love?
Your eyes do make no coaches; in your tears
There is no certain princess that appears:
You’ll not be perjur’d ’tis a hateful thing;

Tush, none but minstrels like of sonnetmg.
But are you not asham’d? nay, are you not,

All tMree of you, to be thus much o’ershot?

You found his mote; the king your mote did see;
But I a beam do find in each of three.

0, what a scene of foolery I have seen.

Of sighs, of groans* of sorrow, and of teen!
0 me, with what strict patience have I sat
To see a king transformed to a gnatl

To see great Hercules whipping a gig.

And profound Solomon tumng a jig,

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys,
And critic Ximon laugh at idle toys!

Where lies thy grief, 0, tell me, good Dumain?
And, gentle Longaviile, where lies thy pain?
And where my liege’s? all about the breast:—
A caudle, ho!
King. Too bitter is thy jest.

Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view?

Biron. Not you to me, but I betray’d by you:
1, that am honest; I, that hold it sin

To break the vow I am engaged in;

1 am betray’d by keeping company
With moon-like men of strange inconstancy.
When shall you see me wnte a thing in rhyme?
Or groan for Joan? or spend a minute’s time
In pruning me? When shall you hear that I

Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye,

A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist,

A leg, a limb?

—

King. Soft! whither away so fast?

A true man or a tMef that gallops so?
Biron. I post from love; good lover, let me

go.

Enter Jaquenetta and Costam>.

Jaq. God bless the king!
King. What present hast thou there?
Cost. Some certain treason.

Kmg. What makes treason here?
Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir.

King. If it mar nothing neither.
The treason and you go in peace away together.

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be
read;

Our parson misdoubts it; ’twas treason he said.

King. Biron, read it over.

[GiVmp him the letter.

Where hadst thou it?

Jaq. Of Costard.
King. Where hadst thou it?

Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio.
King. How now! what is in you? why dost

thou tear it?

Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy; your grace
needs not fear it.

Long. It did move him to passion, and
therefore let’s hear it

Dum. It is Biron’s writing, and here Is Ms.
‘ name. {FicAs the pieces.



SCENE ni.] LOVE'S LABOTO’S LOST *73

Bton. Ah, you whoreson loggerhead [/o

Costahd], you were bora to do me
shame,—

Guilty, my lord, guilty; I confess, I confess.

Kiiw. What?
Biron. That you three fools lack’d me fool

to make up the mess;
He, he, and you, my liege, and I,

Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die.

0, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you
more.

Z>um. Eow the number is even.

Biroiu True, true; we are four:—
Win these turtles be gone?

King. Hence, sirs, away.
Cost Walk aside the true folk, and let the

traitors stay.

[Exeunt Cost, and Jaq.

Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O let us
embrace 1

As true we are as flesh and blood can be;

The sea will ebb andflow, heaven show his face;

Young blood win not obey an old decree:

We cannot cross the cause why we were bora;
Therefore of aU hands must we be forsworn.

King. Whatl did these rent lines show some
love of thine?

Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who sees the
heavenly Rosaline

That, like a rude and savage man of Inde
At the first opening of the gorgeous east,

Bows not his vassal head; and, strucken bUnd,
Kisses the base ground with obedient breast.

What peremptory eagle-sighted eye
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow.
That is not blinded by her majesty?
King. What zeal, what fu^ bath inspir’d

thee now?
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon,
She an attending star, scarce seen a light.

Biron. My eyes are thenno eyes, nor I Biron:

O, but for my love, day would turn to night!

Of all complexions the cull’d sovereignty
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheeks;

Where several worthies make one dignity;

Where nothing wants that want itself doth
seek.

Lend me the flourish of aU gentle tongues,

—

Fie, painted rhetoric I 0, she needs it not;

To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs;

She passes praise: then praise too short dofli

blot.

A wither’d hermit, flve-score winters worn,
Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye:

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born,
And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy.

O, ’tis &e sun, that maketh all things shinel

King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony.
JBfron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine!

A wife of such wood were felicity.

O, who can give an oath? where is a book?
That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack

If that she learn not of her eye to look:

. Ko face is fair that is not full so black.

King. O paradox! Black is the badge of hell.

The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night;

And beauty’s crest becomes the heavens well.

Biron, Devils soonest tempt, resembling
spirits of light

0, if in black my lady's brow be deckt.

It mourns that painting and ursurping hair
Should ravish doteis with a false aspect;
And therefore is she bora to make black fair.

Her favour turns the fashion of the days;
For native blood is counted painting now;

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise.

Paints itself black, to imitate her brow.
Dum. To lookhke her are chimney-sweepers

black. [bright
long. And, sincehertime, arecoliierscounted
King. And Ethiopes of their sweet complex-

ion crack.

Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark
is light.

Biron. Tour mistresses dare never come in
rain,

For fear their colours should be washed away.
King. ’Twere good yours did; for, sir, to

teU you plain.

I’ll find a fairer face not wash’d to-day.
Biron. I’ll prove her fair, or talk till dooms-

day here.

King. No devil will fright thee then so much
as she. [dear.

JDum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so
long. Look, here’s thy love; my foot and

her face see. [Showing his shoe.
Biron. O, if the streets were paved with

thine eyes
Her feet were much too dainty for such treadt
Dum. 0 vile! then, as she goes, what up-

ward lies

The street should see as she walk’d over head.
King. But what of this? are we not all in

love?
Biron. 0, nothing so sure; and thereby all

forsworn.
King. Then leave this chat; and, good

Biron, now prove
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn.

Dum. Ay, marry, there;—some flattery for

this evil.

long. 0, some authority how to proceed;
Some tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the

devil.

Dum. Some slave for perjury.

Biron. O, ’tis more than needI—
Have you, then, affection’s men-at-arms:
Consider what you first did swear unto;—
To fast —to study,—and to see no woman;—
Flat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth.

Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too youn&
And abstnence engenders maladies.

And where that you have vow’d to study, lords.

In that each of you hath forsworn his book,—
Canyou still dream, and pore, and thereonlook?
Why, universal plodding prisons up
The nimble spirits in the arteries,

As ipotion and long-during action tires

The smewy vigour of the traveller.

How, for not looking on a woman’s face,
‘

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes,

And study, too, the causer of your vow:
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you.

In leaden contemplation, have found out

Such fiery numbers as the prompting eyes

Of beauteous tutors have enrich’d you witib?

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain,

And therefore, finding barren practisers,
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Scarce show t luuTcst of their heavy toil;

Btit love, first learned in a lady’s eyes,

laves not alone inunnred in the brain,

Btit, with the motton of aU elements,
Cotiiscs as swift as thought in every power,
And gives to every power a double power
Above their functions and their offices.

It adds a preaous seeing to the eye:

A lover’s eyes will gare an eagle blind;

A lover’s ear will hear the lowest sound,

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d;

Love’s feeling is more soft and sensible

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails;

Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in

taste:

For valonr, is not love a Hercules,
Still chmbing trees in the Hespeiides?
Subtle as sphinx; as sweet and musical

As bright ApoUo’s lute, strung with his hair?

And when love speaks, the voice of all the gods

Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony.
Never durst poet touch a pen to write

Until his ink were temper’d with love’s sighs

0,then Ms lines would ravish savage ears, •

And plant in tyrants mild humility.

From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive:

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire;

They are the books, the arts, the academes.
That show, contain, and nourish all the world,

Else none at all in aught proves excellent.

Then fools you were these women to forswear;

Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools.

For wisdom’s sake—a word that aU men love.

Or for love’s sake—a word that loves all men,
Offer men’s sake, the authors of these women,
Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men,
Let us once lose our oaths to find ourselves.

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths!

It is reli^n to be thus forsworn;

For charity itself fulfils the law,

And who can sever love from charity?

King. Saint Cu|dd, theni and, soldiers, to

the field 1

Biwn. Advance 3rour standards, and upon
them, lords;

Pell-mell, down with themi but be first advis’d
In conflict that you get the sun of them.
Long. Kow to plaM-dealing; lay these glozes

by;
Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France?
King. And win them too; therefore let us

devise
Some entertainment for them in their tents.

Siron. First, from the park let us conduct
them tMther;

Then homeward every man attach the hand
Of his fair mistress: in the afternoon
We will with some strange pastime solace them
Such as the shortness of the time can shape;
For revels, dances, masks, and mei^ hours,
Forerunfair Love, strewingherway withflowers.
ATmp. Away, away 1 no time shall be omitted*.

That win be time, and may by us be fitted.

Biron. AUons! ASons/-^¥*d cocMe reap’d
no com;

And justice always whirls in equal measure;
Light wenches may ]»ove plagues to men

forsworn;
If so, our copper buys no better treasure.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene l.—Anoiher part of the Park.

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and
Dull.

Hoi. Saits quod sufficiL

Nath. I praise God for you sir: your reasons
at dinner have been sh£urp and sententious;
pleasant without scurrility, witty without affec-

tion, audacious without impudency, learned
without opimon, and strange without heresy.
I did converse this quondam day with a com-
panion of the king’s, who is intituled, nomin-
ated, or called, Don Adriano de Annado.
Hd. Novi hominen ianquam te: his humour

15 lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue
filed, his eye ambitious, Ms gait majestical, and
his general behaviour vain, ridiculous, and
thrasonical. He is too picked, too spruce, too
affected, too odd, as it were, too peregrinate,

as I may call it.

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet.

{Takes out his table-book.
Hoi He draweth out the thread of Ms ver-

bosity finer than the staple of his argument I

abhor such fanatical fantasms, such insociable

and point-devise companions; such rackers of

orthography, as to speak dout, fine, when he
should say doubt; det, when he should pro-

nounce debt, d, e, b, t, not d, e, t: he clepeth

a calf, cauf; half, haul; neighbour vocatur
nebour; nei|^ abbreviated ne. TMs is abho-
minable (wMch he would call abominable), it

insinuateth me of insanie: Ne intelligis, dominet
'0 make frantic, lunatic.

Nath. Laus Deo, bone intelligo.

Hoi. Bone! bone for bene: Priscian a

little scratched; ’twill serve.

Nath. Videsne quis vemt?
Hoi Video, et gaudeo.

Enter Armado, Mora, and Costard.

Arm. CMrral [To Moth.
Hoi Quare Chirra, not sirrah?

Arm. Men of peace, well encountered.

Hoi Most military sir, salutation.

Moth. They have been at a great feast of

languages and stolen the scraps.

[To Costard, aside

Cost. O, they have lived long on the alms-
jasket ofwords ! 1 marvel thy master hath not
eaten thee for a word; for thou art not so long.

ty the head as honorificahiUtudimtatibus: thou
are easier swallowed than a flap-dragon.

Moth. Peace; the peal begins. {tered?

Arm. Monaeur [to Hol.|, are you not let-

Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the horn-
rook;—What is a, b, spelt backward with the
lom on Ms head.
Hoi. Ba, pueritia, with a hom added.
Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a hom.—

You hear Ms leanung.
Hoi Quis, quis, thou consonant?
Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you

repeat them; or the fifth, if I.

Hoi I will repeat them, a. e, L—
Moth, The sheep; the other two concludes

it; o, u.

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediter-
raneum, a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit:
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gmp, soap, quick and home; it rejoiceih my
ittteUect: true wit. [wMcii is wit-old.

Moth,. Offered by a child to an old man;
Hot What is the figure? what is the figure?

Moth. Homs. [thy ©g.
Hot Thou disputest like an infant: go, whip
Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and

I wiil whip about your infamy circwn circa; a

gig of a cuckold’s horn!

Cost. An 1 had but one penny in the world
thou shouldst have it to buy gingerbread; hold,

there is the very remuneration I had of thy
master, thou halfpenny purse of wit, thou pig-

eon-egg of discretion. O, an the heavens were
so pleased that thou w^rt but my bastard, what
a joyful father wouldst thou make me ! Go to;

thou hast it adf dunghiUf at the fingers’ ends, as

they say.

Hot O, I smell false Latin; dungMU for

unguem.
Arm. Arts-man, praeambula; we will be

singled from the barbarous. Do you not edu-
cate youth at the charge-house on the top of

the mountain?
Hot Or mom, the hiU. [tain.

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the moun-
Hot 1 do, sam question.

Arm. Sir, it is the king’s most sweet pleasure

and affection to congratulate the princess at her
pavilion, in the posteriors of this day; which
the rude multitude call the afternoon.

Hot The posterior of the day, most generous
sir, is liable, congruent, and measurable for the
afternoon: the word is well culled, choice;

sweet and apt, I do assure you. sir, I do assure.

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman, and
my familiar, I do assure you, very good friend;

—For what is inward between us, let it pass:

—

I do beseech thee, remember thy courtesy:

—

beseech thee, apparel thy head;—and among
other importunate and most serious designs,

—

and of great import indeed too;—but let that

pass;—for I must tell thee, it will please his

grace, by the world, sometime to lean upon my
poor shoulder; and with his royal finger, thus,

dally with my excrement, with my mustachio:
but sweet heart, let that pass. By the world, 1

recount no fable; some certain special honours
it pleaseth his greatness to impart to Armado, a

soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the

world; but let that pass.—The very all of all is,

—but, sweet heart, I do implore secrecy,—4hat

the king would have me present the princess,

sweet chuck, with some delightful ostentation,

or show, or pageant, or antic, or fife-work. Now,
understanding that the curate and your sweet
self are good at such eruptions and sudden
breaking out of mirth, as it were, I have ac-

quamted you withal, to the end to crave your
assistance.

Hot Sir, you shall present before her the

nine worthies.—Sir Nathaniel, as concerning

some entertainment of time, some show in the

posterior of this day, to be rendered by our as-

sistance,—the king’s command, and this most
gallant, illustrate, and learned gentleman,—
before the princess; I say, none so fit as to

present the nine worthies.
Nath. VSHiere will you find meu worthy

enough to present them?

Hot Joshua, yourself; myself, or this gal-
lant gentleman, Judas Maccabaeus; this swain,
because of his great limb or jomt, shall pass
Pompey the Great; the page, Hercules.
Arm. Pardon, sir; error: he is not quantity

enough for that worthy’s thumb: he is not so
big as the end of his club.
Hot Shall I have audience? he shall pre-

sent Hercules in minority; his enter and exit
shall be stranglmg a snake; and 1 will have
an apology for that purpose.
Moth. An excellent device! so, if any of

the audience Mss, you may cry: WeU done,
Hercules! now thou arushest-the sna^! that
is the way to make an offence gracious, ^ough
few have the grace to do it.

Arm. For the rest of the worthies?—
Hot I will play three myself.
Moth. Thrice-worthy gentlemani
Arm. Shall I tell you a thing?
Hot We attend.
Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an

antic. I beseech you, follow.
Hot Via, goodman Dull! thou hast spoken

no word all tMs while.

Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir.

Hot Allomf we will employ thee.
Dull. Pli make one in a dance, or so; or I

will play on the tabor to the wortiues, and
let them dance the hay.
Hot Most dull, honest Dull!—^to our sport,

away. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another part of the Park.
Before the Princess’s Pavilion.

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaeinb
and Maria.

Prin. Sweet hearts, We shall be rich ere we
depart.

If fairings come thus plentifully in;

A lady waU’d about with diamonds!
Look you what I have from the loving ktng.

Ros. Madam, came nothing else along with
that? [in rhyme

Prin. Nothing but this? yes, as much love
As would be cramm’d up in a sheet of paper.
Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all;

That he was fain to seal on Cupid’s name.
Ros. That was the way to make Ms godhead

wax;
For he hath been five thousand years a boy,
Kath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too.

Ro You’ll ne’er be friends witii Mm; he
kill’d your sister. [heavy;

Hath. He made her melancholy, sad, and
And so she died: had she been li|^t, like you.
Of such a merry, nimble stirring spirit,

She might have been a grandam ere she died:
And so may you; for a light heart lives long.

iZos. What’s your dark meaning, mouse, of

tMs H^t word?
Hath. A light condition in a beauty dark.
Ros. We need more light to find your mean-

ing out [snuff;

Kath. You’ll mar the li^t by taking it in
Therefore, PU darMy end the argument.
Ros. Look what you do, you do it still i* fhe

dark. [wench.
Kath. So do not you; for you are a H^t



176 LOVE’S LABOITE’S LOST [act V.

2£os, Indeed, I weigli net you; and there-
fore light.

Kath. You weigh me notl—O, that’s you
care not for me. [care.

Ros. Great reason; for. Past cure is still past
Priiu Well bandied both; a set of wit well

play’d.

But, Rosaline, you have a faTOur too:

Who seat it? and what is it?

Ros. I would you Ifcnewf

An if my face were but as fair as yours,
My favour were as great; be witness this.

ITay, I have verses too, I thank Biron;
The numbers true; and, were the num-

b’ring too,

I were the fairest goddess on the ground:
I am compar’d to twenty thousand fairs.

O, he hath drawn my pictoxe in his letterl

Frin. Anything like?

Ros, Much in the letters; nothing in the
praise.

Frin. Beauteous as ink; a good conclusion.
Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book.
Ros, ’Ware pencils, hoi let me not die your

debtor.

My rod dominical, my golden letter:

O that your face were not so full of O’sl
Rath. A pox of that jest! and beshrew all

shrows! [from fair Dumain?
Prin. But, Katharine, what was sent to you
Rath. Madam, this ^ove.
Fnn. Did he not send you twain?
Rath. Yes, madam; and, moreover,

Some thousand verses of a faithful lover;
A huge translation of hypocrisy,
Vilely compil’d, profound simplicity.

Mar. THs, and these pearls, to me sent
LongaviUe;

The letter is too long by half a mile. [heart
Prin. I think no less. Dost thou not wish in

The chain were longer and the letter short?
Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might

never part.
Prin. We are wise girls to mock our lovers so.
Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mock-

ing so,

That same Biron I’ll torture ere I go,
O that I knew he were but in by the week!
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and

^
seek,

And wait the season, and observe the times,
spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes,^d shape his service wholly to my ’bests,

And make him proud to maie me proud that
jests!

So portent-like would I o’ersway his s-^ate
That he should be my fool and I his fate.

Prin. Hone are so surely caught, when they
are catch’d,

As wit turn’d fool: folly, in wisdom hatch’d,
Hath msdom’s warrant, and the help of school,

grace to grace a learned fool.
Ros. The blood of youth bums not with such

^
excess

As gravity’s revolt to wantoimess.
Mar. Tollyin fools bears notso strong a note

As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote,
gnce all the power thereof it doth apply
To prov^by wit, worth in simplicity. [face.

Prin, Here comes. Boyet^ and miirth is in his

,

Enter Boyet.

Boyet. O, I am stabb’d with laughter!
Where’s her grace?

Prin. Thy news, Boyet?
Boyet Prepare, madam, prepare!—.

Arm, wenches, arm! encounters mounted are
Against your peace: Love doth approach dis-

guis’d,

Armed in argments; you’ll be surpris’d:
Muster your wits: stand in your own defence;
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence.

Prin. Saint Dennis to Saint Cupid! What
are they [say.

That charge their breath against us? say, scout,
Boyet Under the cool shade of a sycamore

I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour;
When, lol to interrupt my purpos’d rest,

,

Toward that shade I might behold addrest
The king and his companions: warily
I stole into a neighbour thicket by,
And overheard what you shall overhear,
That, by and by, disguis’d they will be here.
Their herald is a pretty knavish page.
That well by heart hath conn’d his embassage:
Action and accent did they teach him there;
Thus must thou speak and thus thy body bear:
And ever and anon they made a doubt
Presence majestical would put bim out;
For, quoth the king, an angel shall thou see;
Yetfear not thou, but speak audaciously.
The boy reply’d, An angel ts not evil;
Ishould havefeafd her had she been a devil
With that all laugh’d, and clapp’d him on the

shoulder,
Makmg the bold wag by their praises bolder.
One rubb’d his elbow, thus, and fleer’d, and

swore
A better speech was never spoke before:
Another with his finger and his thumb
Cned, Via, we will do H, come what will come:
The third he caper’d, and cried. All goes well
The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he fell
With that they all did tumble on the ground.
With such a zealous laughter, so profound,
That in this spleen ridiculous appears,
To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears.

Prin, But what, but what, come they to
visit us? [thus,—

Boyet They do, they do; and are apparel’d
Like Muscovites, or Russians, as I guess;
Their purpose is to parle, to court, and dance;
And every one his love-suit will advance
Unto his several mistress; which they’ll know
By favours several which they did bestow.

Prin. And will they so? the gallants sh all

be task’d;—
For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d;
And not a man of them shall have the grace.
Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face.—
Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear;^d then the king will court thee for his dear;
Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me

thine;
So shall Biron take me for Rosaline.—
And change your favours too; so stmii your

loves
Woo contrary, deceiv’d by these removes.

Rosi Come on, then; wear the. favours most
’ in sight.

‘
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Kath. But, in this changing, what is your in-
tent?

Prm. The effect of my intent is to cross
theirs:

They do it but in mocking merriment;
And mock for mock is only my intent.

‘ Their several counsels they unbosom shall

To loves mistook; and so be mock’d witibal

trpon the next occasion that we meet
With visages display’d to talk and greet.

Ros. But shall we dance if they desire us
to *t? [foot:

Prin. No: to the death we will not move a
Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace:

But while *tis spoke, each turn away her face.

Boyet Why, that contempt will kill the
speaker’s heart,

And quite divorce his memory from his part.

Prin. Therefore I do it; and I make no doubt
The rest will ne’er come in if he be out.

There’s no such sport as sport by sport o’er

thrown;
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our

own:
So shall we stay, mocking intended game;
And they, well mock’d, depart away with

shame. [Trumpets sound within.

Boyet. The trumpet sounds; be mask’d; the
maskers come. [The Ladies mask.

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and
Bitmain, in Russian habits and masked;
Moth, Musicians, and Attendants.

Moth. All hail tha richest beauties on the
earth!

Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffeta.

Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames!
[The Ladies turn their backs to him.

Thai ever turned their—backs—to mortal
views!

Biron. Their eyes, villian, their eyes.

Moth. That ever turned their eyes to mortal
views!

Out—
Boyet. True; out indeed. [vouchsafe
Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits

Not to behold—
Biron, Once to behold, rogue.
Moth. Once to behold with yoursun-beamed

eyes,—with your sun-beamed eyes—
Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet;

You were best call it daughter-beamed eyes.

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings

me out.

Biron. Is this your perfectness? be gone, you
. rogue: [Exit Moth.

Ros. What would these strangers? Know
their minds, Boyet:

If they do speak our language, ’tis our will

That some plain man recount our purposes:
Kaow what ^ey would.

.
Boyet. What would you with the princess?

Biron. Nothing but peace and gentle visita-

^

tion.

Ros. What would they, say they? [tion.,

Boyet Nothing but peace and gentle visita-

Roit. Why, that they have; and bid them so
be gone; ' [gou«*

Boyet She sftys you have it, and you may be

King. Say to her we have measured many
miles

To tread a measure with her on this grass.

Boyet. They say that they have measured
many a mile.

To tread a measure with you on this grass.
Ros. It is not so. Ask them how many

inches
Is in one mile: if they have measur’d many,
The measure, then, of one is easily told.

Boyet. If to come hither you have measur’d
miles,

And many miles, the princess bids you tell

Howmanyinches do fill up one mile. [steps,

Biron. Tell her we measure them by weary
Boyet. She hears herself.

Ros. How many weary steps,

Of the many weary miles you have o’ergone,
Are number’d in the travel of one mile?

Biroru We number nothing that we spend
for you;

Our duty is so rich, so inJSnite,

That we may do it still without accompt.
Vouchsafe to show the sunshme of your face,

That we, like savages, may worship it,

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too.

King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such
clouds do I

Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to

shine,

—

Those clouds removed,—upon our wafry eyne.
Ros. O vain petitioner! beg a greater matter;

Thou now request’st but moonshine in the
water.

King. Then, in our measure do but vouch-
safe one change:

Thou bid’st me beg; this begging is not strange.
Ros. Play music, then: nay, you must do it

soon. [Music plays.

Not yet;—no dance:—thus change I like the
moon.

King. Will you not dance? How come you
thus estrang’d?

Ros. You took the moon at full; but now
she’s chang’d. toan.

King. Yet still she is the moon and I the
The music plays; vouchsafe some motion to it.

Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it.

King. But your legs should do it.

Ros. Since you are strangers, and come here
by chance, [dance.

We’ll not be nice; take hands;—we will not
King. Why take we hands, then?
Ros. , Only to part friends;—

Court’sy sweet hearts; and so the measure
ends. [nice.

King. More measure of this measure; be not

Ros. We can afford no»more at such a price.

King. Prize you yourselves: what buys your
company?

Ros. Your absence only.

King. That can never be.

Ros. Then cannot we be bought: and so

adieu;

Twice to your visor and half once to youl

King. IE you deny to dance, let’s hold moire

chat
Ros. In private then. .

,

'

King. I am best pleas’d with that
[They converse apart
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BtoTU White-iaiided mistress, one sweei

word witli thee. [three

Prirh Honey, and milk, and sugar; there i,

Biron. Nay, then, two treys,—an if yoi

grow so nice,— [dice

Methe^, wort, and malmsey;-—well run,

There’s half a dozen sweets.

jprm. Serenth sweet adieu
Since you can co^. I’ll play no more with you.

Siron, One word in secret,

Jhrin. Let it not be sweet.

Biron, Thou griev’st my galL
Brin, Gall? hitter.

BiroTL Therefore meet.
[They converse apart

Dwm. "^Il you vouchs^e with me to change
a word?

Mar. Name it.

Dum. Fair lady,—
Mar. Say you so? Fair lord,—

Take fbAt for your fair lady.

Dum. Please it you,

As much in private, and I’ll hid adieu.

[They converse apart.

Rath. What, was your visard made without

a tongue?
tong. I know the reason, lady, why you ask.

Rath. 0 for your reasonl quickly, sir; I

long. [your mask,
Long You have a double tongue within

And would afford my speechless visard half.

Rath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman;—is not
veal a calf?

long. A calf, fair lady!

Rath. No, a fair lord calf.

Long. Let’s part the word.
Rath No, PH not be your half:

Take all, and wean it; it may prove an ox.

Long. Look how you butt yourself in these
sharp moctel

Will you give horns, chaste lady? do not so.

Rath. Then die a calf, before your horns do
grow.

Long. One word in private with you ere I die.

Rath. Bleat softly, then; the butcher hears
you cry. [They converse apart.

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are
As is the razor’s edge invisible, [as keen

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen;
Above the sense of sense; so sensible

Seemeth their conference; their conceits have
wings, [swifter things.

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought,
Ros. Not one word more, my maids; break

off, break off. [scoff I

Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure
Ring. Farewell, mad wenches; you have

dmple wits.‘‘

[Exeunt King, Lords, Muskt and Attendants,
Frm. Twenty adieus, my frozen Musco-

vites,—
Are these the breed of wits so wonderid at?
Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet

breaths puffed out.

Ros, Well-liking wits they have; gross,
gross; fat, fat.

Brin. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout!
Will they not, think you, hang themselves to-

ni^t?
Or ever, bat in visards, show their faces?

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite.

Ros. O, they were ail in lamentable cases i

The Hug was weeping-ripe for a good word.
Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit.

Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his
sword: [mute.

No point, quoth I; my servant straight was
Rath. Lord Longaville said I came o’er his

heart;

And trow you what he called me?
Prin. Qualm, perhaps.
Rath. Yes- in good faith.

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art!

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plaia
statue-caps.

But will you hear? the king is my love sworn.
Prin, And quick Biron hath plighted faith

to me. [bom.
Rath. And Longaville was for my service

Afar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on
tree. [ear:

Boyet Madam, and pretty mistresses, give
Immediately they will again be here
In their own shapes; for it can never be
They will digest this harsh indignity,

Prin. Will they return?
Boyet They will, they will, God knows,

And leap for joy, though they are lame with
blows; [repair,

Therefore, change favours; and, when they
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air.

Prin. How blow? how blow? speak to be
understood. [bud:

Boyet Fair ladies mask’d are roses in their

Dismask’d, their damask sweet commixture
shown,

Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown.
Prin. Avaunt, perplexity! What shall we do

K they return in their own shapes to woo?
Ros. Good madam, if byme you’ll be advis’d.

Let’s mock them still, as well known as dis-

guis’d:

Let us complain to them what fools were here,

Disguis’d like Muscovites, in shapeless gear;

And wonder what they were, and to what end
Their shallow shows and prologue vilely penn’d,
And'their rough carriage so ridiculous.

Should be presented at our teat to us. [hand.

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw; the gallants are at

Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run over
land.

[Exeunt Prin., Ros., Kath., and Mar.
Re-enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and

Dumain, in their proper habits.

Ring, Fair sir, God save you! Where is the
princess? (majesty

Boyet Gone to her tent. Please it your
Command me any service to her thither?

Ring. That she vouchsafe me audience for

one word.
Boyet I wiU; and so wiU she, I know, my

lord. [Exit
Biron. This fellow pecks up wit as pigeons

peas,
And utters it again when God doth please:

He is wit’s pedlar, and retails his wares
Atwakes, andwassels, meetings, markets, fairs;

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know,
Have not the grace to grace it with such show.
This gallant pins the wenches on Ms sleeve,—
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Had he been Adanii be bad tempted Eve:
He can carve too, and lisp: wby this is he
That, kiss’d away his hand in courtesy;

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice,

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice
ha honourable terms; nay, he can sing
A mean most meanly; and in ushering,
Mend him who can: the ladies call him sweet;
The stairs, as he treads on them. Mss his feet:

This is the flower that smiles on every one.
To show his teeth as white as whale’s bone:
And consciences that will not die in debt
Pay him the due of honey-tongu’d Boyet

King* A blister on his sweet tongue, withmy
heart,

That put Armado’s page out of his parti

Biron* See where it comes1—Behaviour,
what wert thou [now?

TUI this man show’d thee? and what art thou

Re-enter the Princess, ushered by Boyet;
Eosaline, Maria, Katharine, and At-
tendants.

King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time
of day!

Brin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive.

King. Construe my speeches better, if you
may.

Brin. Then wish me better, I will give you
leave.

King. We came to visit you; and purpose now
To lead you to our court: vouchsafe it then.

Brin. This held shall bold me: and so hold
your vow:

Kor God, nor 1, delight in perjur’d men.
King. Rebuke me not for that which you

provoke;
The virtue of your eye must break my oath.

Prm. You nickname virtue: vice you should
have spoke;

For virtue’s office never breaks men’s troth.

How, by my maiden honour, yet as pure
As the unsullied lily; I protest,

A world of torments though I should endure,
I would not yield to be your house’s guest;

So much I hate a breaking cause to be
Of heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity.

King. O, you have liv’d in desolation here,

Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame.
Brin. Not so, my lord; it is not so, I swear;
We have had pastime here, and pleasant

game;
A mess of Russians left us but of late.

King. How, madaml Russiansl
Brin. Ay, in truth, my lord;

Trim gallants, full of courtship and of state.

Ros. Madam, speak true.—It is not so, my
lord;

My lady,—to the manner of the days,—
In dourtesy, gives undeserving praise.

We four, indeed, confronted here with four
In Russian habit; here they stay’d an hour
And talk’d apace; and in tlmt hour, my lord.

They did not bless us with one happy word.
I dare not call them fools; but this I think.

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have
drink. [sweet,

Biron. TMs jest is dry to me.—Fair, gentle

Tour wit makes wise thmgs foolish; when we
greet

With eyes best seeing heaven’s fieiy eye,

By light we lose light: your capacity

Is of that nature, that to your huge store

Wise things seem foolii^ and rich tlnngs but
poor. [my eye,—

Ros. This proves you wise and rich, for in
Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty.

Ros. But that you take what doth to you
belong,

It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue.
Biron. 0, 1 am yours, and all that I |»ossess.

Ros. AH the fool mine?
Bhron. I cannot give you less.

Ros. Which of the visards was it that you
wore?

Biron. Where? when? what visard? why de-
mand you this? [ous case

Ros. There, ^en, that visard; that supetflu-

That hid the worse and show’d the better!ace.
King. We are described : they’Hmock us now

downright.
Dum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest
Brin. Amaz’d, my lord? why looks your high-

ness sad?
Ros. Help, hold his brows! he’U swoon!

Why look you pale?

—

Sea-sick, 1 think, coming,from Muscovy.
Biroiu Thus pour the stars down plagues for

perjury.

Can any face of brass hold longer out?

—

Here stand I, lady: dart thy sMll at me;
Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a

flout;

Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignor-

ance;
Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit;

And I will wish thee never more to dance.

Nor never more in Russian habit wait.

O, never wHl I trust to speeches pcnn’d.

Nor to the motion of a school-boy’s tongue;
Nor never come in visard to my friend;

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’s song:

Tafleta phrases, silken terms precise,

Three-ifll’d hyperboles, spruce affectation,

Figures pendantical: these summer-flies

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation;

I do forswear them: and I here protest,

By this white ^ove,—how white the hand.
God knows!

—

Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express’d

In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes:
And, to begin, wench,—so God help me, la!—
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw.

Ros. Sans sans, I pray you.
Biron. Yet I have a trick

Of the old rage:—bear with me, I am sick;

FU leave it by degrees. Soft, let ns see;

—

Write, lord have mercy on us, on those three;

They are infected; in &eir hearts it Hes:

They have the plague, and caught it of your
eyes:

These lords are visited; you are not free,

For the Lord’s tokens on you do I see.

Brin. No, they are free that gave these tok-

ens to us. [undo us.

Biron. Our states are forfeit: seek not to

Ros. It is not so ; for how can this be true,

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue?

Biron. Peace; for I will not have to do with

you.
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Ros. Hor sliail not, if I do as I intend.

jBfiron, Speak for yonrselTcs,* my wit is at an
end. [transgression

King. Teach tis, sweet madam, for our rude
Some fair excuse.

Frin. The fairest is confession.

Were you not here hut even now, disguis’d?

King. Madam, I was.
jPrin. And were you well advis’d?

King. I was, fair madam.
‘ Prin. When you then were here.

What did you whisper in your lady’s ear?

King. That more than^ the world I did re-

spect her. [reject her.

Prin. V^en she shall challenge this you will

King. Upon mine honour, no.

i=Vm. Peace, peace, forbear;

Your oath once broke, you force not to for-

swear.
King. Despise me when I break this oath of

mine.
Prin. I will; and therefore keep it:—Rosa-

line,

What did the Russian whisper in your ear?

Ros. Madam, he swore that he did hold me
dear

As precious eyesight; and did value me
Above this world: adding thereto, moreover.

That he would wed me, or else die my lover.

Prin. God give thee joy of himi the noble
lord

Most honourably doth uphold his word.
King. What mean you, madam? by my Me,

my troth,

I never swore this lady such an oath, [plain;

Ros. By heaven you did; and^ to con&m it

You gave me this: but take it, sk» again.

King. My faith and this the princess I did

give;

I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve.

Priru Pardonme sir; this jewel she did wear;
And Lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear:

—

What; will you have me, or your pearl again?
Biron. Neither of either; I remit both

twain.—
I see the trick on’t;—here was a consent,

Knowing aforehand of our merriment,
To dash it like a Christmas comedy: [zany,

Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight

Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight,

some Dick,— [trick

That smiles his cheek in years, and knows the
To make my lady laugh when she’s dispos’d,—
Told our intents before: wbich once disclos’d,

The ladies did change favours; and then we.
Following the signs, woo’d but the sign of she.

Now, to our perjury to add more terror.

We are again forsworn,—in will and error.

Much upon this it is:—and might not you
[To Boyet.

Foresial our sport, to make us thus untrue?
Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squire.

And laugh upon the apple of her eye?
And stand between her back, sir, and the £bre,

Holding a trencher, jesting memly?
You put our page out: go, you are aUow’d;
Die when you will, a smock shall be your

shroud.

.
You leer upon me, do you? there’s an eye
Wounds like a leaden swordl

Boyet. Full merrily
Hath this brave manage, this career, been run.

Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight! Peace; I
have done.

Enter Costaiu).

Welcome, pure wit! thou partest a fair fray.

Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know
Whether the three worthies shall come in or no.

Biron. What, are there but three?
Cost. No, sir; but it is vara fine,

For every one pursents three.

Biron. And three times thrice is nine.
Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir; I

hope it is not so;

You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir:

we know what we know;
I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir,—

Biron. Is not nine.
Cost. Under correction, sir, we know where-

until it doth amount. [for nine.
Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes
Cost. O Lord, sir, it were pity you should

get your living by reckoning, sir.

Biron. How much is it?

Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves,
the actors, sir, will show whereuntil it doth
amount; for my own part, I am, as they say,
but to parfect one man in one poor man;
Pompion the Great, sir.

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies?
Cost. It pleased them to think me worthy of

Pompion the Great; for mine own part, I
know not the degree of the worthy; but I am
to stand for him.

Biron. Go, bid them prepare.
Cost. We will turn it finely off sir; we will

take some care. [Exit Costard
King. Biron, they will shame us; let them

not approach.
Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord: and

’tis some policy

To have one show worse than the Mng’s and
his company.

King, I say they shall not come. [now:
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o’errule you

That sport best pleases that doth least know
how;

Where zeal strives to content, and the contents
Die in the zeal of them which it presents,
Their form confounded makes most form in

Ttiirrti,

When great things labouring perish in their
birth.

Biron. A right description of our sport, my
lord.

Enter Armado.
Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expense

of thy royal sweet breath as will utter a brace of
words. [Armado converses with the Kino

and delivers him a paper.
Prin. Doth this man serve God?
Biron. Why ask you? [making.
Prin. He speaks not like a man of God’s
Arm. That’s all one, my fair, sweet, honey

monarch: for, I protest, the schoolmaster is ex-
ceeding fantastical; too, too vain; too, too vain:
but we will put it, as they say, to forttma della
guerra. I wish you the peace of mind, ‘most
royal couplementi ‘ [Exit Armado.
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Kina- Here is like to be a good jffesence of

worthies. He presents Hector of Troy; the
swain, Pompey the Great; the parish curate,

Alexander; Armado’s page, Hercules; the
pedant, Judas Maccabaeus.
And if these four worthies in their first show

thrive, [other five.

These four will change habits and present the
Biron, There is five in the first show.
King. You are deceived, ’tis not so,

BiTon. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-
priest, the fool, and the boy;— [again

Abate throw at novum; ahd the whole world
Cannot prick out five such, take each onein his

vein. [comes amaiiL
Kmg. The ship is under sail, and here she
[Seats brought for the King, Prin., &c.

Pageant of the Nine Worthies.

Enter Costard, armed, for Pompey.

Cost, i Pompey am
Boyet. You lie, you are not he.
Cost. I Pompey am
Boyet, With libbard’s head on knee.
Biron. Well said, old mocker; I must needs

be fnends with thee. [Big—
Cost. I Pompey am, Pompey surnamed the
Dum. The Great.

Cost, It is Great, sir;

—

Pompey surnamed
the Great,

That oft infield, with targe and shield, did make
my foe to sweat; [chance.

And traveling along this coast, Ihere am come by
And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet

lass of France. [had done.
If your ladyship would say, Thanks, Pompey, I

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey.
Cost. ’Tis not so much worth; but I hope I

was parfect: I made a little fault in Great.
Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey

proves the best worthy.
Enter Sir Nathaniel, armed, for Alexander.

Nath. When in the world I livd, I was the

world's commander;
By east, west, north, and south I spread my

conquering might:
My'scutcheonplain declares thatlamAlisander.

Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not; for

it stands too right.

Biron. Your nose smells no in this, most
tender-smelhng knight.

Prin. The conqueror is dismay’d.—Proceed,
good Alexander.

Nath. When m the world / liv'd, I was the
world's commander:— [sander.

. Boyet. Mosttrue, ’tisnght;youwereso, Ali-

Biron. Pompey the Great,

—

Corf. Your servant, and Costard.

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away
Alisander.

Cost. O, sir [to Nath.], you have overthrown
Alisander the conqueror I You will be scraped
out of the painted cloth for this: your lion, that

holds his poU-ax sittmg on a close stool, be
given to Ajax: he will be the ninth worthy, A
conqueror and afeard to speak! run away for

shame, Msander. [Sir Nath, tetires.]’ There,
an’t shall please you; a foohsh mild man; an
honest men; look you, and soon dashed I he is a
maDrvellous goodneighbour, insooth; and a very

i8i

good bowler: but, for Alisander,—alas, you see,
how *tis,—a little o’erparted.—But there are
worthies a-coming will speak their mind in
some other sort.

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey.

Enter Holofernes, armed, for Judas; and
Moth, armed,for Hercules.

Hoi. Grea t Hercules ispresented by this imp.
Whose club kzVd Cerberus, that three-headed

canus;
And when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp.

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus:
Quoniam he seemeth in minority.
Ergo I come with this apology.

—

Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish.

[Moth rettes.

Judas I am,—
Bum. A Judas!
Hoi. Not Iscariot, sir,—

Judas 1 am, yelped Maccabaeus.
Bum. Judas Maccabaeus dipt is plain Judas.
Biron. A kissing traitor. How art thou

proved Judas?
Hoi. Judas lam,—
Bum. The more shame for you, Judas.
Hoi. What mean you, sir?

Boyet. To make Judas hang himself.

Hoi. Begin, sir; you are my elder.

Biron. Well followed: Judas was hanged on
an elder.

Hoi. I will not be put out of countenance.
Biron. Because thou hast no face.

Hoi Whatisthis?
Boyet. A cittern head.

Bum. The head of a bodkin.

Biron. A death’s face in a nng. [seen.

Long. The face of an old Koman coin, scarce

Boyet. The pummel of Caesar’s faulchion.

Bum. The carv’d-bone face on a flask,

Biron. St. George’s half-cheek in a brooch.

Bum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead.

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-

drawer;
And now, forward; for we have put thee m

countenance.
Hoi You bare put me out of countenance.

Biron. False: we have given thee faces.

Hoi But you have outfaced them all.

Biron. An thou wert a lion we would do so.

Boyet. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go.

And so adieu, sweet Jude! nay, why dost thou
stay?

Bum. For the latter end of his name.
Biroru For the ass to the Jude; give it him:

—

Jud-as, away.
Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not

been humble.
Boyet. A ligbt for Monsieur Judas! it grows

dark, he may stumble.
Prin. Alas, poor Maccabaeus, how hath he

been baited!

Enter Armado, armed,for Hector.

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles: here comes
Hector in arms.
Bum. Thoughmy mocks come home by me,

I will now be merry.
.

- * [this,

Kmg. ’Hector was but a Trojan in respect of
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Bot/et Btit is tMs Hector?

Dum. I thmfc Hector was not so cleaur

timbered.
Long, His leg is too big for Hector.

Dum, More calf, certain.

Boyet No; be is best indued in the small.

Biron, TMs cannot be Hector. [faces

Dum, He*s a god or a painter, for he makes

Arm. Ths armipotent MarSj of lances the at

Gave Hector a gift,— [mighty

Dum. A gilt nutmeg.
Biron. A lemon.
Long. Stuck with cloves.

Dum. No, cloven.

Arm. Peace 1

The armipotent Mars, oflances the almighty.

Gam Hector a gift, the heir of Hion; [yea

A mem so breathd, that certain he wouldfight
From morn till night, out of his pavilion,

lam that flower,
Dum. That mint.

long. That columbine.

Arm. Sweet Lord longaville, rein thy

tongue.
. . . .X

Long. I must rather give it the rem, for it

runs against Hector.

Dum, Ay, and Hector’s a greyhound.

Arm. The sweet war-manis dead and rotten;

sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried:

when he breathed, he was a man.—But I will

forward with my device. Sweet royalty [to the

PaiNciss], bestow on me the sense of hearing.

[Biron whispers Costard.
Prin. Speak, prove Hector; we are much de-

Arm. J do adore thy sweet grace’s slipper.

Boyet. Loves her by the foot.

Dum. He may not by the yard. [bal,

—

Arm. This Hector far surmounted Harmi-
Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector; she

is gone: she is two months on her way.
Arm. What meanest thou?

Cost, Faith, unless you play the honest
Trojan, the poor wench is cast away: she’s

qtiick; the child brags in her belly already; ’tis

yours.

Arm, Dost thou infamonize me amongr po-
tentates? thou Shalt die.

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipped for

Jaguenetta that is quick by him, andhanged for

Pompey that is dead by Mm.
Dum. Most rare Pompeyl
Boyet Renowned Pompey!
Eton. Greater than great, great, great, great

Pompeyl Pompey the Huge!
Bum. Hector trembles.

Eton. Pompey is mov’d.—More Ates, more
Ates! stir them on I stir them on!
Dum. Hector will challenge him.
Biroru Ay, if he have no more man’s blood

in’s belly than will sup a flea.

Arm. By the north pole, 1 do challenge thee.
Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a north-

ern man: I’ll slash; Pll do it by the sword.—

I

pray you, let me borrow my arms again,

j^m. Room for the incensed wortMes.
Cost, I’ll do it in my shirt

Dum. Most resolute -Pompey!
Moth. Master, letmetake you a button hole

lower. Do you not see Pompey is uncasing for

the combat? What mean you? you will lose

your reputation.

Arm. Gentlemen and soldiers, pardon me; I

will not combat in my shirt.

Dum. You may not deny it: Pompey hath
made the challenge.

Arm, Sweet bloods, I both may and will.

Brron. What reason have you for’t?

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no
shirt; I go woolward for penance.

Boyet. True, and it was enjoined Mm in
Rome for want of linen; since when, I’ll be
sworn, he wore none but a dish-clout of Jaque-
netta’s; and that’a wears next Ms heart for a
favour.

Enter Mercade.

Mer. God save you, madam!
Prin. Welcome, Mercade;

But that thou interrupt’st our merriment.
Mer. i am sorry, madam; for the news I

bring
Is heavyinmy tongue. The king your father,—

Prin. Dead, for my life!

Mer. Even so; my tale is told. [cloud.

Btron. WortMes, away; the scene begins to
Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free

breath: I have seen the day of wrong through
the little hole of discretion, and I will right my-
self like a soldier. [Exeunt Worthies.
Kmg. How fares your Majesty?
Prin. Boyet, prepare; I will away to-night.

King. Madam, not so; I do beseech you,
stay. [lords,

Prin. Prepare, I say.—I thank you, gracious
For all your fair endeavours; and entreat
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe,
In your rich vrisdom, to excuse or Mde
The hberal opposition of our spirits;

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves
In the converse of breath, your gentleness
Was guilty of it.—Farewell worthy lord;

A heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue:
Excuse me so, coming so ^ort of tha^s
For my great suit so easily obtain’d. [form
King. The extreme parts of time extremely

All causes to the purpose of Ms speed;
And often, at Ms very loose, decides
That wMchlong process could not arbitrate:
And though the mounung brow of progeny
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love
The holy suit wMch fam it would convince.
Yet, since love’s argument was first on foot.
Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it

From what it purpos’d: since to wail friends lost
Is not by much so wholesome-profitable
As to rejoice at friends but newly found.

Priru I understand you not: my griefs are
dull.

Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the
ear of grief;—

And by these badges understand the Mng.
For your fair sakes have we neglected time,
Play’d foul play with our oaths; your beauty,

ladies,

Hathmuch deform’dus, fashioning ourhumours
Even to the opposed end of our intents:
And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous,

—

As love is full of unbelieving strains,

—

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain;
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Form’d by the eye, and therefore, like the eye.

Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of forms.
Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll

To every varied object in his glance:

Which party-coated presence of loose love

Put on by us, if in your heavenly eyes
Have misbecom’d our oaths and gravities.

Those heavenly eyes that look into these faults

Suggested us to make. Therefore, ladies,

Ourlove being yours, the error that love makes
Is likewise yours: we to ourselves prove false.

By being once false, for ever to be true
To those that make us both—fair ladies, you!
And even that falsehood, m itself a sin,

Thus purifies itself and turns to grace, [love;

Prin. We have receiv’d your letter, full of

Your favours, the ambassadors of love;

And, In our maiden council, rated them
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy,

As bombast, and as lining to the time:
But more devout than this in our respects
Have we not been; and therefore met your

loves

In their own fashion, like a merriment.
Dum Our letters, madam, show’d much

more than jest.

Long. So did our looks.

Ros. We did not quote them so.

King. Kow, at the latest minute of the hour,
Grant us your loves.

Prin. A time, methinks, too short

To make a world-without-end bargain in.

Ko, no, my lord, your grace is perjur’d much,
FuU of dear guiltiness; and therefore this,

—

If for my love—as there is no such cause

—

You will do aught, this shall you do for me:
Your oath I will not trust; but go with speed
To some forlorn and naked hermitage.
Remote from all the pleasures of the world;
There stay until the twelve celestial signs

Have brought about their annual reckoning.

Jf this austere insociable life

Change-not your offer, made in heat of blood;

If frosts and fasts, hard lodging and thin weeds,
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love,

But that it bear this trial, and last love,

Then, at the expiration of the year,

Come, challenge, challenge me by these de-

And, by ^s \irgitt palm now kissing thine,

I will be thine; and, till that instant, shut

My woeful self up in a mournful house,

Raining the tears of lamentation «

For the remembrance of my father’s death.

If this thou do deny, let our hands part,

Neither intitled in the other’s heart.

King. If this, ormore than this, Iwould deny,

To flatter up these powers of mine with rest,

The sudden hand of death close up mine eye!

Hence ever, then, my heart is in thy brfeast

Biron. And what to me, my love? and what
to me?

Ros. You must be purged too; your sins are

rank;
You are attaint with faults and perjury;

Therefore, if you my favour mean to get,

A twelvemonth shallyou spend, and never rest,

But seek the weary beds of people sick.

Bum. But what to me, my love? but what
to me?

Kaik. A wife!—A beard, fair health, and
honesty;

With threefold love I wish you all these three.
Bum. O, shall I say I thank you, gentle

wife?
Kath. Not so, my lord;—a twelvemonth

and a day [say:
1*11 mark no words that smooth-fac’d wooers
Come when the Mng doth to my lady come.
Then, if I have much love I’ll give you some.
Bum. rU serve thee true and faithfully till

then.

Kaih. Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn
again.

Long. WTiat says Maria?
Mar. At the twelvemonth’s end

in change my black gown for a faithful fnend.
Long. I’ll stay wi& patience; but the time

is long.

Mar. The liker you; few taller are so young.
Biron. Studies my lady? mistress, look on

me;
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye,
What humble suit attends thy answer there!
Impose some service on me for thy love.

Ros. Oft have I heard of you, my Lord
Biron,

Before I saw you: and the world’s large tongue
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks,
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts,

Which you on ali estates will execute
That lie within the mercy of your wit.

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful

brain,

And therewithal to win me, if you please,

—

Without the which I am not to be won,—
You shall this twelvemonth term from day to

day
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse
With groaning wretches; and yourtask shall be.
With all the fierce endeavor of your wit
To enforce the painted impotent to smile.

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat
of death!

It cannot be; it is impossible:
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony.

Ros. Why, that’s the way to choke a gibing
spirit,

Whose influence is begot of that loose grace
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools:

A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue
Of him that makes it: then, if sickly ears.

Deafd with the clamours of their own dear
groans,

Will hear your idle scoras, continue them.
And I will have you and that fault withal;

But if they will not, throw away that spirit.

And 1 shaU find you empty of that fault,

Right joyful of your reformation.

Biron. A twelvemonth! well, befall what
will befall,

I’ll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital.

Pirin, Ay, sweet my lord; and so I take my
leave. [To the King.

King. No, madam: we will bring you on
your way. [play;

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old

Jack hath not Jill: these ladies’ courtesy

Might well have made our sport a comedy.
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Kmgf. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemon&
and a day.

And then ’twill end.
Biron. Hiat’s too long for a play.

Enter Aemabo.

Arm, Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,

—

Prin, Was not that Hector?
Dum, The worthy kmght of Troy.
Arm. I will Mss thy royal finger, and take

leave: I am a votary; I have vowed to Jaquen-
etta to hold the plough for her sweet love three
years. But, most esteemed greatness, willyou
hear Ihe dialogue thatthe twolearnedmen have
compiled in praise of the owl and the cuckoo?
it should have followed in the end of our show.

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so.

Arm. Holla! approach.

Enter Holofernis, Nathajwiel, Moth,
Costard, and others.

This side is Hiems, Winter—this Ver, the
Spring; the one maintained by the owl, the
other by the cuckoo. Ver, begm.

SOITG.

Spring. 'When daisies pied, and violets blue,
And lady smocks all sUver-white,

And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue,
Do pamt the meadows with delight,

The cuckoo then, on every tree.
Mocks married men, for mas sings he

—

Cuckoo;

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O word of fear,
Unpleasmg to a married ear!

n.

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws,
And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks,

When turtles tread, and rooks and daws,
And maidens bleach their summer smocks,
The cuckoo then, on every tree,
Mocks married men, for thus sings he

—

,
Cuckoo;

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O word of fear,
ITnpleasmg to a married ear!

m.
Winter. When icicles hang by the wall,

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,

And Tom bears logs into the ball,

And milk comes frozen home in pail,

When blood is mpp’d and ways be foul.
Then mghtly sings the starmg owl—

To-who;
Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

IV.

When all aloud the wmd doth blow

,

And coughmg drowns the parson’s saw,
And birds sit brooding in the snow

,

And Marion’s nose looks red and raw,
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl.
Then mghtly sings the staring owl

—

To-who;
Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

Arm. The words of Mercury arc harsh after
the songs of Apollo. You that way; we this
way. [Exeunt



THE MERCHANT OF VENICE

PERSONS REPRESENTED

Duke OF Venice.
Prince OP Morocco, I .

Prince OF Arragon,] Portu.

Antonio, the Merchant of Venice.

Bassanio, hh Friend.

SOEANIO, 1 *

Salarino,
Gratiano, j

Lorenzo, in love with Jessica.
Shylock, a Jew.
Tubal, a Jew, his Friend.

Launcelot Gobbo, a Clown, Servant
Shylock.

to Antonio
Bassanio.

Old Gobbo, Father to Launcelot,
Salerio, a Messengerfrom Venice.
Leonardo, Servant to Bassanio.

I^hanoT Portia.

Portia, c rich Heiress.
Nerissa, her Waiiing-maid.
Jessica, Daughter to Setylock.

Magnificoes of Venice, Officers of the Court of

Justice, Gaoler, Servants, and other Atten-
dants.

ScENEj—Porffy at Venice, and partly at Belmont, the seat of Portia, on the Continent

ACT I.

Scene I.—Venice. A Street.

Enter Antonio, Salarino, and Solanio.

Ant In sooth, I know not why I am so sad;

It wearies me; you say it wearies you;
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it.

What stufif 'tis made of, whereof it is bom,
I um to learn;

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me
That I have much ado to know myself.

Solar. Your mind is tossing on &e ocean,

There, where your argosies, with portly sail,—

Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood,

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea,

—

Do overpeer the petty traffickers

That curt’sy to them„ do them reverence.

As they fly by them with their woven wings.

Solan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture,
forth,

The better part of my aflections would
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still

Plucking the grass, to know where sitS the
wind;

Peering in maps for ports, and piers, and roads;
And every object that might make me fear
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt
Would make me sad.

Salar. My wind, cooling my broth,

,

Would blow me to an ague when I thought
What harm a wind too great might do at sea.
I should not see the sandy hour-glass run
But 1 should think of shdlows and of flats.

And see my wealthy Andrew dock’d in sand,
VaiUng her high-top lower than her jibs.

To Mss* her burial. Should I go to church,
And see.the holy edifice of stone,
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And not betMnfe me straiglit of dangerons

rocks,

Which, touching hut my gentle vessel’s side.

Would scatter all her sjaces on the stream.

Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks,

And, in a word, but even now worth this,

And now worth nothing? Shall I have the

thought
To think on this; and shall I lack the thought

That such a thing bechanc’d would make me
.

sad?
But teH not me; I know Antonio

Is sad to think upon his merchandize. pt,

AnL Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for

My ventures are not in one bottom trusted,

Nor to one place; nor is my whole estate

Upon the fortune of this present year:

Therefore my merchandize makes me not sad.

SxHm. Why, then you are m love.

Ant Fie, fiel

Solmu Not in love neither? Then let’s say

you are sad
Because you are not merry: and ’twcre as easy

For you to laugh, and leap, and say you are

merry, [Janus,

Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed
Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time:
Some that will evermore peep through their

eyes.

And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper:

And other of such vinegar aspect,

That they’ll not show their teeth in way of

smile,

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable.

Here comes Bassanio,yourmostnoble kinsman,
Oratiano and Lorenzo. Fare ye well;

We leave you now with better company.
Solar. I would have stay’d M I had made

you merry.
If worthier friends had not prevented me.

Ant, Your worth is very dear in my regard.
I take it yow own business calls on you,
And you embrace the occasion to depart.

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gsatiano.

Solar. Good-morrow, my good lords.

Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we
laugh? say, when?

You grow exceedmg strange: must it be so?
Salar. We’H make our leisures to attend on

yours. [Exeunt Salar. and Solan.
lor. My Lord Bassanio, since you have

found Antonio,
We two will leave you; but at dinner-time,
I pray you, have in mind where we must meet.

Bass, I will not fail you.
Gra. You look not well, Signior Antonio;

You have too much respect upon the world:
They lose it that do buy it with much care.
Believe me, you are marvellously chang’d.
Ant, 1 hold the world but as the world,

Gratiano—
A stage, where every man must play a part,
And mine a sad one.

P^Ay the fool:
With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come;

let my liver rather heat with wine
%an my heart cool with mortifying groans.
Why should a manj^ whose blood is warm

within,

I
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster?

Sleep when he wakes? and creep into the
jaundice

By being peevish? I tell thee what, Antonio,

—

I love thee, and it is my love that speaks,—
There are a sort of men whose visages
Bo cream and mantle like a standing pond,
And do a willful stillness entertain.

With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit;

As who should say, I am Sir Oracle,

And, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark!
O, my Antonio, I do know of these.
That therefore are only reputed wise
For saying nothing; who, I am very sure,

If they should speak, wovdd almost damn those
cars [fools.

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers
I’ll tell thee more of this another time:
But fish not, with this melancholy bait,

For this fool’s gudgeon, this opinion.

—

Come, good Lorenzo.—^Fare ye well awhile;m end my exhortation after dinner. [time:
Lor, Well, we will leave you then till dinner-

Imust be one of these same dumb wise men,
For Gratiano never lets me speak. [more,

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years
Thou Shalt not know the sound of thine own

tongue.
Ant. Farewell: I’ll grow a talker for this gear.
Gra. Thanks, i’faith; for silence is only

commendable [dible.
In a neat’s tongue dried and a maid not ven-

[Exeunt Gra. and Lor.
Ant. Is that anything now?
Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of

nothing, more than any man m all Venice.
His reasons are as two grains of wheat hid in
two bushels of chaff: you shall seek all day ere
you find them; and when you have them,
they are not worth the search. [same.

Ant. Well; tell me now, what lady is this
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage,
That you to-day promis’d to tell me of?

Bass. ’Tis not unknown to you, Antonio,
How much I have disabled mine estate
By something showing a more swelling port
Than my faint means would grant continuance:
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d
From such a noble rate; but my chief care
Is to come fairly off from the great debts
Wherein my time, something too prodigal.
Hath left me gag’d. To you, Antonio,
I owe the most, in money and in love;
And from your love I have a warranty
To unburthen all my plots and purposes
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. [it,

Ant. 1 pray you, good Bassanio, let me know
And if it stand, as you yourself stiH do,
Within the eye of honour, be assur’d
My purse, my person, my extremest means
Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. [shaft,

Bass. Inmy school-days, when I had lost one
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight
The self-same way, with more advised watch.
To find the other forth; and by advent’ring both.
I oft found both: I urge this childhood proof,
Because what follows is ‘pure innocence.
I owe you much; and, like a wilful youth.
That which I owe is lost: but if you please
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To shoot another arrow that self-way

Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubts
As I will watch the aim, or to find both
Or bring your latter hazard back again,

And thankfully rest debtor for the first, [time

Ant. You knowme well, and herein spent but
To wind about my love with circumstance;
And out of doubt you do me now more wrong,
In making question of my uttermost,
Than if you had made waste of all 1 have.
Then do but say to me what I should do,

That in your knowledge may by me be done,
And I am pressed unto it: therefore, speak.

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left,

And she is fair, and fairer than that word.
Of wondrous virtues: sometimes from her eyes
I did receive fair speechless messages:
Her name is Portia; nothing undervalued
To Cato^s daughter, Brutus’ Portia.

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth;
For the four winds blow m from every coast

Renowned suitors, and her sunny locks

Hang on her temples like a golden fieece;

Which makes her seat of Belmont Colchos’

strand,

And many Jasons come in quest of her.

0 my Antonio, had 1 but the means
To hold a rival place with one of them,
1 have a mind presage me such thrift

That I should questionless be fortunate, [sea;

Ant. Thou know’st that allmy fortunes are at

Neither have I money nor commodity
To raise a present sum: therefore go forth;

Try what my credit can in Venice do:

That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost,

To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia.

Go, presently inquire, and so will I,

Where money is; and 1 no question make
To have it of my trust or for my sake.

[Exeunt.

ScEiSE II,—Belmont. A Room in Portia’s
House,

Enter Portia and Nerissa.

For. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is

a-weary of this great world.

Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your
miseries were m the same abundance as your
good fortunes are: and yet for aught I see, they
are as sick as that surfeit with too much as they
that starve with nothing. It is no mean happi-

ness, therefore, to be seated in the mean:
superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, but
competency lives longer.

For. Good sentences, and well pronounced.
Ner. They would he better if well followed.

For. If to do were as easy as to know what
were good to do, chapels had been churches,
and poor men’s cottages princes’ palaces. It is

a good divine that follows his own instructions:

I can easier teach twenty what were good to be
done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine
own teaching. The brain may devise laws for

the blood, but a hot temper leaps over a cold

decree; such a hare is madness, the youth, to

skip o’er the meshes of good council, the cripple.

But this reasoning is not in the fashion to choose

me a husband.—0 me, the word choose! I

may neither choose whom I would nor refuse

whom I dislike; so is the will of a living

daughter curbed by the will of a dead father.—
Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I cannot choose
one, nor refuse none?

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous; and
holy men, at their death, have good inspirarions;

therefore, the lottery that he hath devised in

these three chests of gold, silver, and lead,

—

whereof who chooses Ms meaning chooses you,
—will, no doubt, never be chosen by any ri^tly
but one who you shall rightly love. But what
warmth is there in your affection towards any
of these princely suitors that are already come?

For. 1 pray thee, over-name them; and as
thou namest them, I will describe them; and
according to my description, level at my affec-

tion.

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince.
For. Ay, that’s a colt indeed, for he doth

nothing but talk of his horse; and he makes it

a great appropriation to his own good parts that
he can shoe him himself: 1 am much afraid my
lady his mother played false with a smith.

Ner. Then is there the County Palatine.
For. He doth nothing but frown: as who

should say, Art if you will not have me, choose:
he hears merry Mes and smiles not: I fear he
will prove the weeping philosopher when he
grows old, being so full of unmannerly sadness
in his youth. I had rather be married to a
death’s head with a hone in his mouth than to

either of these. God defendme from these twol
Ner. How say you by the French lord.

Monsieur iLe Bon?
For. God made him, and therefore let him

pass for a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to

be a mocker; but, he! why, he hath a horse
better than the Neapolitan’s; a better bad habit
of frowning than Count Palatme: he is

eve:^ man and no man; if a throstle singhe falls

straight a-capenng; he will fence with his own
shadow: if I should marry him I should marry
twenty husbands. If he would despise me I
would forgive him; for if he love me to mad-
ness I shall never requite him.

Ner. What say you then to Falconbridge,
the young baron of England?

For. You know I say nothing to lum; for he
understands not me, nor I him: he hath neither
Latin, French, nor Italian; and you will come
into the court and swear that 1 have a poor
pennyworth in the English. He is a proper
man’s picture; hut, alas! who can converse
with a dumb show? How oddly he is suited!

I think, he bought his doublet in Italy, Ms
round hose in France, his bonnet in Germany,
and Ms behaviour everywhere.

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord,

Ms neighbour?
For. That he hath a neighbourly charity in

him; for he borrowed a box of the ear of the
En^shman, and swore he would payMm again
when he was able; I tMnk the Frenchman be-
came Ms surety, and sealed under for another.
Ner. How like you the young German, the

Duke of Saxony’s nephew?
For. Very vUely in the morning when he is

sober; and most vilely in the afternoon when
he is drunk; when he is best he is a little worse
than a man; and when lie is worst, he is little
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better tlian & beast. An tbe worst fall that ever

fell, I hope I shall make shift to go without him.

Ner. If he should offer to choose, and choose

the right casket, you should refuse to perform

your father’s will if you should refuse to accept

Mm.
Pot. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray

thee set a deep glass of Rhenish wme on the

contrary casket: for, if the devil be within and

that temptation without, I know he will choose

it. I will do anything, Herissa, ere I will be

married to a sponge.

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any

of these lords; they have acquainted me with

their determinations; which is indeed, to return

to their home, and to trouble you with no more
suit, unless you may be won by some other

sort ttian your father’s imposition, depending

on the caskets.

Por. If I Eve to be as old as Sibylla, I wiE

die as chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by

the manner of my father’s will. I am glad this

parcel of wooers are so reasonable: for there is

not one among them but I dote on his very

absence, and I pray God grant them a fair

departure.

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your

father’s time, a Venetian, a scholar and a

soldier, that came hither in company of the

Marquis of Montferrat?

Por Yes, yes, it was Bassanio; as I think,

so was he caEed.
Ner. True, madam; he, of aE the men that

ever my fooUsh eyes looked upon, was the best

deserving a fair lady.

Por. I remember him weE; and I remember
him worthy of thy praise.—

Enter a Servant.

How nowl what news?
Serv. Thefourstrangersseekforyou,madam,

to take their leave; and there is a forerunner

come from a fifth, the prince of Morocco, who
brings word, the prince Ms master will be here
to-night.

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so

good heart as I can bid the other four fareweE,

I should be glad of Ms approach: if he have
the condition of a saint and the complexion of

a devE, I had rather he should shrive me than
wive me.
Come, Nerissa.—Sirrah, go before.

—

WMIes we shut the gate upon one wooer,
another knocks at the door. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—Venice. A Public Place,

'• Enter Bassanio and Shtlock,

Sky. Three thousand ducats,—weE.
Bass. Ay, sir, for three months.
Shy, For three months,—well.
Bass. For the wMch, as I told you, Antonio

shaE be bound.
Shyl Antonio shaU become bound,—weE.
Bass. May you stead me? WiE you plea-

sure me? ShaE I know your answer?
Shy. Threethousandducatsforthreemonths,

and Antonio hound.
Bass, Your answer to that.

. ^hy. ,Antonio is a good Man.

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the
contrary?

Shy. Ho, no, no; no, no;—my meaning, in
saying he is a good man, is to have you under-
stand me that he is sufficient: yet his means
are in supposition: he hath an argosy bound to
Tnpolis, another to the Indies; I understand,
moreover, upon the Rialto, he hath a third at
Mexico, a fourth for England,—and other
ventures he hath, squandered abroad. But
ships are but boards, sailors but men: there be
land-rats and water-rats, water-thieves and
land-tMeves; I mean pirates; and then there is

the peril of waters, winds, and rocks. The
man is, notwithstanding, sufficient;—three
thousand ducats:—I think I may take Ms bond.

Bass. Be assured you may.
Shy. I wiU be assured I may; and, that I

may be assured, I wiE bethink me. May I

sjpeak with Antomo?
Bass. If it please you to dine with us.

Shy. Yes, to smell pork; to eat of the habi-
tation which your prophet, the Nazarite, con-
jured the devE into; I wEl buy with you, seE
with you, talk with you, walk with you, and so
following; but I wiE not eat with you, drink
with you, nor pray with you.—What news on
the ^alto?—Who is he comes here?

Enter Antonio.

Bass. This is Signior Antonio.
Shy. [Aside.] How hke a fawning pubUcan

he looks i

I hate him for he is a Christian;

But more for that, in low simpEcity,

He lends out money gratis, and brings down
The rate of usance here with us in Venice.
If I can catch him once upon the hip,

I win feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.
He hates our sacred nation; and he raEs,
Eventherewheremerchantsmostdocongregate,
On me, my bargains, and my weU-won thnft,
Which he caEs interest. Cursed be my tribe
If I forgive him!

Bass. Shylock, do you hear?
Shy. I am debating of my present store:

And, by the near guess of my memory,
I cannot instantly raise up the gross
Of fuE three thousand ducats. What of that?
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe,

WiE furnish me. But soft! how many months
Do you desire?—Rest you fair, good signior:

[To Antonio. „

Your worsMp was the last man in our mouths.
Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor

borrow.
By taking nor by giving of excess,
Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend,
PE break a custom.—Is he yet possess’d.
How much he would?

Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats.
Ant. And for three months. [me so.

Shy. I had forgot,—three months; you told
WeE then, your bond; and, let me see,

But hear you:
Methought you said you neither lend nor borrow
Upon advantage.

Ant. I do never use it.

Shy. When Jacob graz’d his uncle Laban’s
“ sheep,—
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This Jacob from our holy Abraham
As wise mother wrought ia his behalf—
The third possessor; ay, he was the third,

—

Ant And what of him? did he take interest?
• Shif. No, not take interest; not, as you

would say,

Directly interest; mark what Jacob did.

When Laban and himself were compromis’d
That all the eanlings which were streak’d and

pied (rank,

Should fall as Jacob’s hire; the ewes* being
In end of autumn turned to the rams:
And when the work of generation was
Between these wooly breeders in the act,

The sMlful shepherds peel’d me certain wands,
And, in the doing of the deed of kind.

He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes,
Who, then conceiving, did m eaning time
Fan party-colour’d lambs, and those were

Jacob’s.

This was a way to thrive, and he was blest;

And thrift is blessing if men steal it not.

Ant This was a venture, sir, that Jacob
serv’d for;

A thing not in his power to bring to pass,

But sway’d and fashion’d by the hand of heaven.
Was this inserted to make interest good?
Or is your gold and silver ewes and rams?

Shy. I cannot tell; I make it breed as fast:—
But note me, signior.

Ant Mark you this, Bassanio,

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose.
An evil soul producing holy witness
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek—
A goodly apple rotten at the heart:

O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath!
Shy. Three Uiousand ducats,—’tis a good

round sum. [rate.

Three months from twelve, then let me see the
Ant Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden

to you?
Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft.

In the Rialto, you have rated me
About my moneys and my usances:
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug;
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe:

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog.

And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine,
And ail for use of that which is mine own.
Well, then, it now appears you need my help:

Go to, then; you come to me, and you say,

Shylock, we would have moneys:—you say so;

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard,
And foot me as you spurn a stranger cur
Over your threshold: moneys is your suit.

What should I say to you? Should I not say,

Hath a dog momyf is it possible
A cur can lend three thousand ducats? or
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman’s key,
With ’bated breath and whispering humbleness,
Say this?

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last

You spmn*d me such a day; another time
You calPd me dog; andfor these courtesies

PU lend you thus much moneys.
Ant 1 am as like to call thee so again,

'To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too.

If thou wiltlend this money, lend it not
'As to thy friends, (for when did friendshii» takb
A breed for barren metal of his friend?)

But lend it rather to thine enemy.
Who if he break, thou mayst with better face

Exact the penalty.

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm!

I would be friends with you, and have your love,

Forget the shames that you have stain’d me
with,

Supply your present wants, and take no doit

Of usance for my moneys, and you’ll not hear
me:

This is kind I offer.

Bass. This were Irindness.

Shy. This kindness will I show.

—

Go with me to a notary, seal me there

Your single bond; and, in a merry sport,

If you repay me not on such a day.

In such a place, such a sum or sums as are
Express’d in the condition, let the forfeit

Be nominated for an equal pound
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken
In what part of your body pleaseth me. [bond.

Ant. Content, in faith: I’ll seal to such a
And say there is much kindness in the Jew.

Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for

me:
I’ll rather dwell in my necessity. [it;

Ant. Why fear no^ man; I will not forfeit

Within these two months—that’s a month be-
fore

This bond expires—I do expect return
Of thrice three tunes the value of this bond.

Shy. 0 father Abraham, what these Chris-

tians are.

Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect

The thoughts of others! Pray you, tell me this;

If he should break his day, what should I gain
By the exaction of the forfeiture?

A pound of man’s taken from a man.
Is not so estimable, profitable neither.

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say,

To buy his favour I extend this friendship;

If he will take it, so; if not, adieu;

And for my love, I pray you wrong me not.

Ant Yes, Shylock, Iv^ seal unto this bond.
Shy. Thenmeetme forthwith at the notary’s;

Give him direction for this merry bond,
And I will go and purse the ducats straight.

See to my house, left in the fearful guard
Of an unthrifty knave, and presently

I v?ill be with you-

Ant Hie thee, gentle Jew;
[Exit SmLOCK.

This Hebrew will tom Christian: he grows
kind. [mind.

Bass. I like not fair terms and a villain’s

Ant Come on; in this there can be no
dismay;

My ships come home a month before the day.
[Exeunt

ACT IL

Scene L—Belmont. A Boom in Portia’s
House,

Flourish of Comets. Enter the Prince ot
Morocco and his Train; Portia, Nerksa
and other of her Attendants.

Afor. Mislike ipe not for my complexion,

The shadow’d livery of thq burnish’d sun,

To whom 1 am a, neighbour, and n^ar bred.
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Snug me tie fairest creature nor&ward bam,
Whtre Phoebus* fire scarce thaws the idcics,

AmiM us make mciaaon for your love,

To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine.

I tell thee lady, this aspect of mme
fear’d the valiant; by my love, I swear,

The best-regarded virgins of our clime

Have lov’d it too: I would not change this hue
Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen.

For. In terms of choice I am not solely led

By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes:

Besides, the lottery of my destiny

Bars me the right of voluntary choosing

But, if my father had not scanted me.
And hcd^d me by his wit, to yield myself

His wife who winsme by that means I told you,

Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair

As any comer I have look’d on yet

for my affection.

Mor. Even for that I thank you;

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets,

To try my fortune. By this scimitar,—

That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince

That won three fields of Sultan Solyman,—
I would out-stare the sternest eyes that look,

Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth,

Httckthe young sucking cubs from the she-bear.

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey.

To win thee, lady. But, alas the whilel

If Hercules and lichas play at dice

Which is the better man, the greater throw

May turn by fortune from the weaker hand:
So is Alcides beaten by his page;

And so may I, blind fortune leading me,
Mias that which one unworthier may attain,

And die with grieving.

For. You must take your chance;

And either not attempt to choose at all.

Orswearbefore you choose,ifyou choose wrong,
Never to speak to lady afterward

In way of marriage; therefore be advis’d.

Mor. Nor will not; come, bring me unto
my chance.

For. First, forward to the temple: after

Your hazard shall be made.
Mor. Good fortune then!

To make me blest or cursed’st among men.
ICorneis and exeunt.

Scene II.—Venice, A Street,

Enter lAtfNCELOT Gobbo.

Zaun. Certainlymy conscience will serve me
to run from this Jew, my master. The fiend is

at mine elbow, and tempts me, saying to me,
Gobbo, launcehi Gobbo, good Launcelot, or
good Gobbo, or good Launcelot Gobbo, use
your legs, take the start, run away. My con-
science says,—iVo; take heed, honest IMunce-
lot; take heed, honest Gobbo: or as aforesaid,

honest Launcelot Gobbo; do not run, scorn run-
ning with thy heels. Well, the most courage-
ous fiend bids me pack: Via/ says the fiend;
away/ says the fiend, /or the heavens; rouse up
it brave mmd, says the fiend, and run. Well,
my conscience, hanging about the neck of my
heart, says very wisely to me,—Mp honest
friend, Launcelot, being an honest man’s son,
or rather an honest woman’s son;—for indeed,

my father did something smack, something
grow to, he had a kind of taste;—^well, my con-
science says, Launcelot, budge not. Budge,
says the fiend. Budge not, saysmy conscience.
Conscience, say I, you counsel well; fiend, say
j|^ you counsel well: to be ruled by my con-
science, I should stay with the Jew, my master,
wh(v,(God bless the mark!) is a kind of devil;

and, to run away from the Jew, I should be
ruled by the fiend, who, saving your reverence,

is the devil himself. Certainly the Jew is the
very devil incamatiou: ^d, in my conscience,

my conscience is but a kind of hard conscience,

to offer to counsel me to stay with the Jew.
The fiend gives the more friendly counsel: Z
will run, fiend; my heels are at your command-
ment; 1 will run.

Enter Old Gobbo, with a basket.

Gob. Master young man, you, I pray you,
which is the way to master Jew’s?
Laun. [Asule.] O heavens, this is my true

begotten father! who, being more than sand-
blind, high-gravel blind, blows me not:—

I

will try confusions with him.
Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you,

which is the way to Master Jew’s?
Laun. Turn up on your right hand at the next

taming, but^ at the next turning of all, on your
left; marry, at the very next turning, turn of no
hand, but turn down indirectly to the Jew’s
house.

Gob. By God’s sonties, ’twill be a hard way
to hit. Can you tell me whether one Launce-
lot, that dwells with him, dwell with him or no?
Laun. Talk you of young Master Launcelot?
—[Aside.] Mark me now; now will I raise the
waters.—Talk you of young Master Launcelot?

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man’s son:
his fatner, though I say it, is an honest exceed-
ing poor man, and, God be thanked, well to Uve.

Laun. We^ let his father be what ’a will,

we talk of young Master Launcelot [sir.

Gob, Your worship’s friend, and Launcelot,
Laun. But 1 pray you, ergo, old man, ergo, 1

beseech you, talk you of young Master Launce-
lot? [ship.

Gob. Of Launcelot, an’t please your master-
Laun. Ergo, Master Launcelot. Talk not

of Master Launcelot, father; for the young
gentleman,—according to fates and Destinies,
and such odd sayings, the Sisters Three, and
such branches of learning,-is indeed de-
ceased; or as, you would say in plain terms,
gone to heaven.

Gob. Marry, God forbid! the boy was the
very staff of my age, my very prop

Laun. Do I look like a cudgel or a hovel-
post, a staff or a prop?—Do you know me,
father?

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young
gentleman: but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy
(God rest his soul!) alive or dead?
Laun. Do you not know me, father?
Gob. Alack, sir, 1 am sand-blind, 1 know

you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes you
might fail of the knowing me: it is a wise father
that knows his own child. Well, old man I

will tell you news of your son. Give me your
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Messing; truth will comeio-iight; murder can-

not be Md long: a man’s son may; but, in the

end, truth will out.

<3o6. Pray you, sir, stand up;. I am sure you
are not Launcelot, my boy.

Lawu Pray yon, let’s haye no more fooling

about it, but give me your blessing; I am
Launcelot, your boy that was, your son that is,

your child ttat shall be.

Gob* I cannot think you are my son.
Laun. I know not what I shall tbink of that;

but I am Launcelot, the Jew’s man; and I am
sure Margery your wife is my mother.
Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed: Pll be

sworn, if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own
flesh and blood. Lord worshipped might he
be! what a beard hast thou got! thou hast got
more hair on thy chin than Dobbin my thlli-

horse has on his tail.

Laun. It should seem, then, that Dobbin’s
tail grows backward; 1 am sure be had more
hair of his tail than I have of my face when I

last saw him.
Gob. Lord, how art thou changed I How

dost thou and thy master agree? I have brought
him a present. How ’gree you now?

Laun. 'Well, well; but, for mine own part, as
I have set up my rest to run away, so I will not
rest till I have run some ground. My master’s
a very Jew: give him a present! give him a
halter: I am famished in his service; you may
tell every finger I have with my ribs. Father, I

am glad you are come; give me your present to

one Master Bassanio, who indeed gives rare
new liveries: if I serve not him, I will run as far

as God has any ground.—O rare fortune! here
comes the man;—to him, father; for 1 am a Jew
if I serve the Jew any longer.

Fnter Bassanio, ivith Leonardo, and
other Followers.

Bass. You may do so but let it be so hasted
that supper be ready at the farthest by five of

the clock. See these letters delivered; put the
liveries to making; and desire Gratiano to come
anon to my lodgmg. [Exit a Servant.

Laun. To him, father.

Gob. God bless your worship! tme?
Bass. Gramercy: wouldst thou aught with
Gob. Here’s my sou, sir, a poor boy,—
Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew’s

man, thatwould, sir, asmyfather shall specify,—
Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one

would say, to serve,—
Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, I

serve the Jew, and have a desire, as my father

shall specify,—

Gob. His master and he,—saving your wor-
hip’s reverence,—^are scarce cater-cousins,

—

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the

Jew having done me wrong, doth cause me, as
my father, being I hope an old man, shall

frut% unto you,

—

Gob, Ihave here a dish of doves that I would
bestow; upon your worship; and my suit is,

—

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent
to myself, as your worship shall know by this

honest old man; and, though I say it, though
pld man, yet, poor man, my father.

,

Bass. One speak for both.—What would you?

Laun. Serve you, sir.

Gob. Thatis the very defect ofthe matter, sir.

Bass. I know thee well; thou hast obtain’d

thy suit:

Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day.
And ha& preferr’d thee—if it be preferment
To leave a nch Jew’s service, to become
The follower of so poor a gentleman
Zaun. The old proVerb is very well parted

between my master, Shirlock, and you, dr; you
have the grace of God, sir, and he hath enough.

Bass. Thou speafc’st it well. Go, father,

with thy son.

—

Take leave of thy old master, and inquire

My lodging out.-^ive him a livery

[To Ms Followers.
More guarded than Ms fellow’s: see it done.

Laun. Father, in.—I cannot get a service,

no:—I have ne’er a tonme in my head.

—

Well; \looking on his Pahri^ if any man in Italy

have a fairer table wMch doth offer to swear
upon a book, I shall have good fortune!—Go
to, here’s a simple line of life I here’s a small
trifle of wives: alas, fifteen wives is nothing,
eleven widows and nine maids is a simple com-
ing in for one man! and then to ’scape drown-
ing thrice, and to be in peril of my life with
the edge of a feather-bed;—here are simple
’scapes! Well, if Fortune be a woman, she’s
a good wench for tMs gear.—Father, come:
I’ll take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling
of an eye. [Exeunt Laun, and Old Gob.

Bass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on
tMs: [stow’d,

These things being bought and orderly be-
Retum in haste, for I do feast to-night.

My best esteem’d acquaintance: hie thee, go.

Leon. My best endeavours shall be done
herein.

Enter Gratiano.

Gra. "Where is your master?
Leon. Yonder, sir, he walks. [Exit,

Gra. Signior Bassanio,
Bass. Gratiano!
Gra. 1 have a suit to you.
Bass. You have obtain’d it.

Gra. You must not deny me: 1 must go
with you to Belmont. [Graflanoj

Bass. Why, then you must—But hear thee.

Thou art too ^d, too rude, and bold of voice;—
Parts that become thee happily enou^.
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults;

But where thou art not Imown, why, there
they show

SometMng too liberal. Pray thee, take pain
To allay with some cold drops of modesty
Thy skipping spirit; lest, through thy wild be-

haviour,

I he misconstrued in the place X go to,

And lose my hopes.
Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear mo:

If I do not put on a sober habit,

Talk with respect, and swear butnow and then,

Wear prayer-booksinmy pocket, lookdemurely,
Ifay more, wMle grace is saying, hoodmine eyes
Thus with my hat, and si^, and say amen,
Use all the observance of civility,

like one well studied in a sad ostent

To please Ms grandam, never trust me more.
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Bifsss Well, .we shall see yottr bearing.

Gra. Ifay, but I bar to-night; you shall not

gage me
By what we do to-night.

Bass, No, that were pity;

I would entreat you rather to put on
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends

That purpose merriment. But fare you well:

I have some business.

Grc. And I must to Lorenzo and the rest;

But we will visit you at supper-tune.
[Exeunt.

Scene IIL—The same. A Room in Shy-
lock’s House.

Enter Jessica and Launcelot.

Jes, I am sorry thou wilt leave my father so;

Our house is hell; and thou, a merry devil,

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness.

But fare thee well; there is a ducat for thee;

And, Laimcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see

Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s quest:

Give him this letter; do it secretly;

—

And so farewell: I would not have my father

See me in talk with thee.

Laun. Adieu!—tears exhibit my tongue.

—

Most beautiful pagan, most sweet Jew! if a
Christian did not play the knave, and get thee,

I am much deceived. But, adieu! these foohsh
drops do somewhat drown my manly spirit;

adieu! [Exit.

. Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot.
- Alack, what heinous sin is it in me
To be asham’d to be my father’s childl

But though I am a daughter to his blood,

I am not to his manners. O Lorenzo,
If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife,

—

Become a Christian, and thy loving wife.

[Exit.

' Scene IV.—The same. A Street.

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, and
SOLANIO.

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time;
Disguise us at my lodging, and return
AHm an hour.

Gra. We have not made good preparation.

Solar, We have not spoke as yet of torch-

bearers. [order’d;

Solan. ’Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly
And better, in my mind, not undertook,
lor. ’Tis now but four o’clock; we have two

hours
To furnish us;—

Enter Launcelot, with a letter.

' Friend Launcelot, what’s the news?
Laun. An it shall please you to break up

this, it shgLlI seem to signify.

Lor. I know the hand: in faith, ’tis a fair

hand;
And whiter than the paper it writ on

' Is the fair hand that writ.

Gra. Love-news, in faith.

Laun. By your leave, sir.

Lor. Whither goest thou?
Lam. Marry, sir, to bid my old master, the

Jew, to sup to-night with my new master„the
Christian. *

*

Lor. Hold here, take this;—tell gentle
Jessica

I will not fail her;—speak it privately; go.

—

Gentlemen, [Exit Launcelot.
Will you prepare you for this masque to-night?

I am provided of a torch-bearer.

Salar. Ay, marry. I’ll be gone about it

straight.

Solan. And so will I.

Lot. Meet me and Gratiano
At Gratiano’s lodging some hour hence.

Salar, ’Tis good we do so.

[Exeunt Salar. and Solan.
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica?
Lor. I must needs tell thee all. She hath

directed

How I shall take her from her father’s house;
What gold and jewels she is furnish’d with;
What page’s suit she hath in readiness.

If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven,
It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake:
And never dare misfortune cross her foot,

Unless she do it under this excuse,

—

That she is issue to a faithless Jew.
Come, go with me; peruse this as thou goest:

Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.—The same. Before Shylock’s
House.

Enter Shylock and Launcelot,

Shy. Well, thou shalt see; thy eyes shaH be
thy judge.

The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio:—
What, Jessica!—thou shalt not gormandize
As thou hast done with me;—^What, Jessica!—
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out;

—

Why, Jessica, I say!

Laun. Why, Jessica! [call.

Shy. Who bids thee call? I do not bid thee
laun. Your worship was wont to tell me I

could do nothing without bidding.

Enter Jessica.

Jes. Call you? what is your will?

Shy. I am bid forth to suppc,- Jessica:

There aremykeys.—Butwherefore should I go?
I am not bid for love; they flatter me:
But yet I’ll go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigd Christian.—Jessica, my girl,

Look to my house.—I am right loath to go;
There is some ill a-brewing towards my rest,

For I did dream of money-bags to-mght.
Laun. I beseech you, sir, go; my young

master doth expect your renroach.
Shy. So do I his.

Laun. And they have conspired together,

—

I will not say you shall see a masque; but if

you do, then it was not for nothing that my
,

nose fell a-bleeding on Black-Monday last at

'

sue o’clock i’ the morning, falhng out that year
on Ash-Wednesday was four year in the after-

noon.
Shy. What! are there masques? Hear you

me, Jessica: '
.

Lock upmy doors; and when you hear tie drum
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck’d fife,

‘

Clamber.not you up to tl^e casegients then,
Nor thrust your head inio the, public street



THE MEECHANT OF VENICE m
To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces:

But stop my house’s cars,— mean my case-
ments:

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter

My sober house.—By Jacob’s staff, I swear
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night:

But I will go,—Go you before me, sirrah;

Say I will come.
Laun. I will go before, sir.—

Mistress, look out at window for all this;

There will come a Christian by
Will be worth a Jewess’ eye. [Exit

Shy. What says that fool of Hagar’s off-

spring, ha? [nothing else.

Jes. His words were, Farewell, mistress;

Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge
feeder.

Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day [me;
More than the wild cat: drones hive not with
Therefore I part with him; and part with him
To one that 1 would have him help to waste
His borrow’d purse.—Well, Jessica, go in:

Perhaps I will return immediately:
Do as I bid you;
Shut doors after you: fast bind, fast find—
A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Exit

Jes. Farewell; and if my fortune be not
cross’d,

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exit

Scene YL—The same.

Enter Gratxano and Salarino, masked.

Gra. This is the pent-house under which
Lorenzo

Desir’d us to make stand.

Salar. His hour is almost past.

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour,

For lovers ever run before the clock.

iSaZcr. 0, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly

To seal love’s bonds new made, than they are
wont

To keep obhged faith unforfdtedt [feast

Gra. That ever holds; who nseth from a
With that keen appetite that he sits down?
Where is the horse that doth untread again
His tedious measures with the unbated fire

That he did pace them first? All things that are.

Are with more spmt ehased than enjoy’d.

How like a yonker or a prodigal

The scarfed bark puts from her native bay,
Hugg’d and embraced by the strumpet windl
How hke the prodigal doth she return,

With over-weather’d ribs and ragged sails.

Lean, rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet windl
Salar. Here comes Lorenzo;-more of this

hereafter.

Enter Lorenzo.

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my
long abode;

Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait:

When you shall please to play the thieves for

wives
rn watch as long for you then,—Approach;
Here dwells my father Jew.—Hoi who’s within?

Enter Jessica,' above, in boy’s clothes

/es. Who are you? Tell me, for more cer-

.
,

tamty.
Albeit I’ll swear that I dp know your tongue.

Lor, Lorenzo, and thy love.

Jes. Lorenzo, certain; and my love indeed;
For who love I so much? and now who knows
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours?

Lor. Heaven and thy thoughts are witness
that thou art. [pains,

Jes. Here, catch this casket; it is worth the
I am glad ’tis night, you do not look on me,
For I am much asham’d of my exchange:
But love is blind, and lovers cannot see
The pretty follies that themselves commit;
For if they could, Cupid himselfwould blu^
To see me thus transformed to a boy.

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-
bearer. [shames?

Jes. What! must I hold a candle to my
They in themselves, good sooth, are too, too

li^t.
Why ’tis an office of discovery, love;
And I should be obscur’d.

Lor. So are you, sweet,
Even in the lovely garnish of a boy.
But come at once;
For the close night doth play the runaway.
And we are stay’d for at Bassanio’s feast.

Jes. I will make fast the doors, and gild my-
self

With some more ducats, and he with you
straight, [Exit, above.

Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no
Jew.

Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily;

For she is wise, if I can judge of her;
And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true;
And true she is, as she hath prov’d herself;

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true.

Shall she be placed in my constant soul.

Enter Jessica, below.

What, art thou come?—On, gentlemen, away;
Our mas piling mates by this time for us stay.

[Exit, with Jes. and Salar.

Enter Antonio.

Ant. Who’s there?

Gra. Signior Antonio I

Ant. Fie, fie, Gratianol where are all the
rest?

’Tis nine o’clock: our friends all stay for

you:— ^

No mask to-night: the wind is come about;
Bassanio presently will go aboard:
I have sent twenty out to seek for you.

Gra. I am glad on’t; I desire no more delight •

Ikan to be under sail, and gone to-night.

[Exeunt.

Scene VIL—Belmont. A Room in
Portia’s House.

Flourish of Cornets. Enter Portia, with the
Prince of Morocco, and their Trains.

For. Go draw aside the curtains, and dis-

cover
The several caskets to this noble prince.

—

Now make your choice.

Mor. The first of gold, who this inscription
' bears;—
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Who cfmseth me shall gain what many men
desire.

Tht secoad, silver, wHchthis promise carries;—
Who chooseth me shall get as much as he de^

serves.

This tHrd, dull lead, withwarning all as blunt;—

Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he

hath.
How shall I tnow if I do choose the right?

Pot, The one of them contains my picture,

prince;

If you choose that, then I am yours withal.

Mor. Some god direct my judgmeatl Let

me see,

I will survey the inscriptions back again:

What says this leaden casket?— [kaik.

Who chmseth me must give and hazard all he

Mast give—for what? forlead? hazard for lead?

This casket threatens: men that hazard all

Bo it in hope of fair advantages:

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross:

I’ll then nor give nor hazard aught for lead.

What says the silver with her virgin hue?
Whochoosethmeshallgetasmuchashedeserves.
Asmachashe deserves!—Pausethere,Morocco,
And weigh thy value with an even hand;

thou be’st rated by thy estimation.

Thou dost deserve enough; and yet enough
May not extend so far as to the lady;

And yet to be afeard of my deserving
Were but a weak disabling of myself.

As much as I deserve.’—Why, that’s the lady:

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes,

In graces, and in qualities of breeding;

But more than these, in love I do deserve.

What if I stray’d no further, but chose here?

—

Let’s see once more this saying grav’d in gold.

Who chooseth me shall gain what many men
desire. [her;

Why, that’s the lady; all the world desires

From the four comers of the earth they come,
To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint.

The Hyrcaniaa deserts and the vasty wilds
Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now
For princes to come view fair Portia:

The wat’ry kingdom, whose ambitious head
Sjttts in the face of heaven, is no bar
To stop the foreign si^ts; but they come,
As o’er a brook, to see fair Portia.

One of these three contains her heavenly pic-

ture.

Is’t like that lead contains her? ’Twere dam-
nation

To think so base a thought: it were too gross
To rid her cerecloth in the obscure grave.
Or shall I think in silver she's immur’d.
Being ten times undervalue^d to tried gold?
O simtd thoughti Never so rich a gem [land
Was set in worse than gold. They have in Eng-
A coin that bears the figure of an angel
Stamped in gold; but that’s insculp’d upon;
But here an angel in a golden bed
lies all within.—Beliver me the key;
Here do I choose, and thrive I as I mayl
Pot. There, take it, prince; and if my form

lie there,

Then I am yours. [Me opens the golden casket
Mot. O belli what have we here?

A carrion Beath, within whose empty eye
There is a written scrollf I’ll read the writing.

All that glisters is not gold,—
Often have you heard that told;

Many a man his life hath sold

But my outside to behold;
Gilded tombs do worms infold.

Had you been as wise as bold.

Youngm limbs, in judgment old,

Your answer had not been mscroU’d
Fare you well; your suit is cold.

Cold indeed, and labour lost;

Then, farewell heat; and, welcome frost.

—

Portia, adieu! I have too griev’d a heart

To take a tedious leave: ^us losers part.

[Exit with his Train.

Por. A gentle riddance. Draw the cur-
tains, go.

Let all of his complexion choose me so.

[Exeunt

Scene VIII.—Venice. A Street

Enter Salaeino and Solanio.

Salar. Why, man, I saw Bassanio under sail;

With him is Gratiano gone along;

And in their ship I am sure Lorenzo is not.

Solan. The villain Jew with outcries rais’d

the duke,
Who went with him to search Bassanio’s ship,

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under
sail:

But there the duke was given to understand
That in a gondola were seen together
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica:
Besides, Antonio certify’d the duke
They were not with Bassanio in his ship.

Solan. 1 never heard a passion so confused,
So strange, outrageous, and so variable
As the dog Jew did utter in the streets;

Mydaughter!—Omyducats!—Omy daughter!
Fled with a Christian!—0 my Christian du-

cats!—
Justice' the law! my ducats and my daughter!
A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats.
Of double ducats, stolen from me by my

daughter!
And jewels,—two stones, two rich and precious

stones.
Stolen by my daughter!—Justice! find the girt!

She hath the stones upon her and the ducats!
Salar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow

him, [ducats.
Crying,—his stones, his daughter, and his
Solan, Let good Antonio look he keep his

day.

Or he shall pay for this.

Salar. Marry, well remember’d;
I reason’d with a Frenchman yesterday,
Who told me,—in the narrow seas that part
The French and English, there miscarried
A vessel of our countiy richly fraught:
I thought upon Antonio when he told me,
And wish’d in silence that it were not his.

Solan. You were best to tell Antonio what
you hear;

Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him.
Salar. A kmder gentleman treads not the

earth.

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part:
Bassanio told him he would make some speed
Of his return; he answer’d—i)o not so;
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Shibber not businessfm my sake^ Bassanio,

But stay the very riping of the time;

Andfor the Jevfs bond which he hath of me,
Let it not enter in your mind of love:

Be merry; cmd employ your cfuefest thoughts
To courtship, and such fair ostents of love
AsshaU convemently become you time.
And even there, his eye being big with tears,

Turning his lace, he put his ted behind him,
And with affection wondrous sensible
He wrung Bassanio's ted; and so they parted.

Sdan. 1 think he only loves the world for

him.
I pray thee, let us go and find him out,

And quicken his embraced heaviness
With some deUght or other.

Solar, Bo we so. [Exeunt

Scene IX,—Belmont. A Boom in PoRxia’s
House

Enter Herissa, with a Servant.

Ner, Quick, quick, I pray thee; draw the
curtain straight:

The Prince of Arragon hath ta*ea his oath,

And comes to his election presently.

Flourish of Comets. Enter the Prince op
Arragon, Poam, and their Trains,

Pot. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble
prince.

If you choose that wherein I am containM,
Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemnizM:
But if you fan, without more speech, my lord,

You must be gone from bence immediately.
Ar. 1 am enjoinM by oath to observe three

things:

First, never to unfold to any one
Which casket ’twas 1 chose; next, if I fail

Of the right casket, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage; lastly.

If I do fail in fortune of my choice,

Immediately to leave you and be gone.
For. To these injunctions every one doth

swear
That comes to hazard for my worthless self.

Ar. And so have I address’d me. Fortune
now (lead.

To my heart’s hopel—Gold, silver, and base
Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he

hath:
You Shan look fairer ere I give or hazard.
What says the golden chest? ha I let me see:—
Who chooseth me slmll gain what many men

desire. [meant
What many men desire.—That many may be
By the fool multitude, that choose by show.
Hot learning more thanthe fond eye doth teach;
Which pries not to the interior, but, like the

martlet.
Builds in the weather on the outward wall,

Even in the force and road of casualty.

I will not choose what many men desire.

Because I will not jump with common spirits,

And rank me with the barbarous multitudes.
Why, then, to thee, thou silver treasure-house;
TeU me once more what title thou dost bear:
Who chooseth me shall get as muck as he

deserves:
And well said too; for who shall go about

m
To cozen fortune, and be honourable (sume
Without the stamp of merit I Bet none pre-
To wear an undeserved dignity.

O, that estates, degrees, and offices.

Were not deriv’d corroptlyl and that dear
honour

Were purchas’d by the merit of the wearerl
How many then should cover that stand bare!

How many be commanded that command!
How much low peasantry would then be

glean’d (honour
From the true seed of honour! and how much
Pick’d from tiie chafi and ruin of the times.

To be new varnish’d! Well, but to my choice.

Who chooseth me shaU get as muck as he
deserves:

I will assume desert.—Give me.a key for this,

And instantly unlock my fortunes here.

[He opens the silver casket
Pot. Too long a pause for that which you

find there. [idiot

At. What’s here? the portrait of a blinking
Presenting me a schedule ! I will read it
How much unlike art thou to Portia!

Howmuch unlikemy hopesandmy deservmgs!
Who chooseth me shaU have as much as he

deserves.

Bid I deserve no more than a fool’s head?
Is that my prize? are my deserts no better?

For. To offend and judge are distinct offU^es

And of opposed natures.

At. What is here?

The fire seven times tried this;

Seven tunes tried that judgment is

That did never choose amiss;
Some there be that shadows kiss;

Such have but a shadow's bliss:

There be fools alive, I wis.

Silver’d o’er; and so was this.

Take what wife you will to bed,
I will ever be your head;
So be gone; you are sped.

StiU more fool I shall appear
By the time 1 linger here:

"^th one fool’s head I came to woo.
But I go away with two.—
Sweet, adieu! I’ll keep my oath,

Patiently to bear mywoth.
[Exit with his Train.

For. Thus hath the candle singed the moth.
O these deliberate fools! when they do choose,

They have theNrisdom by their wit to lose.

Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy,—
Hanging and wiving goes by destin^r.

For. Come, draw curtain, Heiissa.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Where is my lady?
For. Here; what would my lord?
Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate

A young Venetian, one that comes before
To signify the approaching of his lord:

From whom he bringeth sensible regrets;

To wit, besides commends and courteous
breath.

Gifts of rich value. Yet I have not seen
So likely an ambassador of love:

A day in April never came so sweet,
To show how costly summer was at hand.
And this forespurrer comes before his lord.
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For, Ufo more, I i*ray tliec; I am half afeard

Thott -wilt say anon lie is some Mn to thee.

Thou Sjpeud’st such Mgh-dty wit in praising

Mm.

—

Come, come, Kerissa; for I long to see

.Quick Cupid’s post, that comes so mannerly-

Ner. Bassanio, lord love, if thy will it be!
[Exeimt

ACT HI.

SCEJfE L—Venice. a Street

Enter Solanio and Salaiuoto.

Sdan, KoWf what news on the JRialto?

Salar, Why, yet it Eves there unchecked,

that Antonio hath a of rich lading wrecked

on the narrow seas; the Goodwins I think they

call the place; a veiy dangerous fiat and fatal,

where the carcases ofmany a taU ship he buried,

as they say, if my gossip report be an honest

woman of her word.
^dan. I would she were as lying a gossip in

that as ever knapped ginger ormade her neigh-

bours beUeve she wept for the death of a third

husband. Bat it is trae,—without any sEps of

prolixity or crossing the plain highway of talk,

—that the good Antonio, the honest Antonio,

O that I had a title good enough to keep
his name company!

—

Solar. Come, the fall stop.

Solan. Ha,—what sayest thou?—Why the

end is, he hath lost a ship.

Solar. X would it might prove the end of Ms
losses!

Solan. Let me say amen betimes, lest the

devil crossmy prayer; for here he comes in the

Ekeness of a Jew.

Eater Shtlock.

Bow now, Shylock? what news among the mer-
chants?

Shu. You knew, none so well, none so well

aSpu, of my dau^teris flight

Solar. Th^s certain: L for my parti knew
the tailor^t made the wings she new withal.

Sdan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew
the bird was fledg’d; and then it is the com-
{dexion of them all to leave the dam.

Shff. She is damned for it

Samr. That’s certain, if the devil may be her

own flesh and blood to rebel!

. Out upon it, old carrion! rebels it at

these years?
Shy. 1 say my daughter is my flesh and

blood.

Solar. There is more diflerence between thy
flesh and hers than between jet and ivory; more
between your bloods than there is between red
wine and Rhenish.—But teE us, do you hear
whether Antomo have had any loss at sea or
no?

Shy. There I have another bad match: a
bankrupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce show his
bead on the Rialto;—a beggar, that was used
to come so smug upon the mart;—let Mm look
to Ms bond! he was wont to call me usurer;

—

let him look to Ms bond! he was wont to lend
money for a Christian pourtesy;—let Mm look
to Ms bond.,

Solar. Why, I am sure if he forfeit thou wilt

not take Ms flesh. What’s that good for?

Shy. To bait fish withal: if it wiE feed no-
thing else it will feed my revenge. He hath
disgracedme and hindered me of half a million;

laughed at my losses, mocked at my gains,

scorned my nation, thwarted my bargains,

cooled my friends, heated mine enemies! and
what’s Ms reason? I am a Jew! Hath not a
Jew eyes? hath not a ^ew hands, organs, di-

mensions, senses, affections, passions? fed with
the same food, hurt with the same weapons,
subject to the same diseases, healed by the
same means, warmed and cooled by the same
winter and summer as a Christian is? If you
prick us, do we not Meed? if you tickle us, do
we not laugh? if you poison us, do we not die?

and if you wrong us, shall we not revenge? If

we are Eke you in the rest, we will resemble
you in that.—If a Jew wrong a Christian, what
is Ms humihty? revenge. If a Christian wrongs
a Jew, what should Ms sufferance be by Chns-
tian example? why, revenge. The vUlany you
teachme I wiE execute; and it shaE go hard but
I wiE better the mstruction.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at
his house, and desires to speak with you both.

Salar. We have been up and down to seek
him.

Solan. Here comes another of the tribe; a
third caimot be matched unless the devE Mm-^
self turn Jew.

[Exeunt Solan., Salar., and Serv,

Enter Tubal.

Shy. How now, Tubal, what news from
Genoa? hast thou found my daughter?

Tub. 1 often came where 1 did hear of her,
but cannot find her.

Shy. Why there, there, there, there! a
diamond gone, cost me two thousand ducats in
Frankfort! The curse never feE upon our
nation tiE now; I never felt it tiE now:—two
thousand ducats in that; and other precious,
precious jewels.-1 would my daughter were
dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear!
would she were hearsed at my foot, and the
ducats in her cofitol No news ofthem?—Why,
so:—and 1 know not what’s spentin the search.
Why, thou loss upon loss! the tMef gone with
so much, and so much to fiMd the tMef; and no
satisfaction, no revenge; nor no iE luck stirring

but what E^ts o’my shoulders; no righs but o’

my breathing; no tears but o’ my shedding.
Tub. Yes, other men have El luck too;

Antonio, as I heard in Genoa,

—

Shy. What, what, what? El luck, El luck?
Tub. —hath an argosy cast away coming

from TripoEs.
Shy. 1 thank God, 1 thank God.—Is it true?

is it true?

Tub. I spoke with some of the saEors that
escaped the wreck.
Shp. I thank thee, good Tubal.—Good news,

good news: ha! hal—Where? in Genoa?.
Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as *I*

heard one nishti fourscore ducats.
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Shy, Tiou 8tici:*st a dagger in me;—I shall

sever see my gold again. Fourscore ducats at

a sittingl fourscore ducatsi

Tub. There came divers of Antonio’s cred-

itor’s in my company to Venice that swear he
cannot choose but break.

Shy. 1 am very glad of it: I’ll plague him;
I’ll torture him: 1 am glad of it.

Tub. One of them showed me a ring that he
had of your daughter for a monkey.

Shy. Out upon herl Thou torturest me,
TubaL It was my turquoise: I had it of Leah
when I was a bachelor: I would not have given

it for a wilderness of monkeys.
Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone.
Shy. Hay, that’s true; that’s very true. Go,

Tubal, fee me an officer; bespeak faun a fort-

night before. I will have the heart of him if he
forfeit; for, were he out of Venice, I can make
what merchandize I wilL Go, go, Tubal, and
meet me at our synagogue: go, good Tubal; at

our synagogue, Tubal. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—Belmont. A Room in Portia’s
House.

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano,
Herissa, and Attendants.

For. 1 pray you, tarry: pause a day or two
Before you hazard; for, in choosing wrong,
I lose your company; therefore forbear awhile:

There’ssomcthingtellsme,—but it isnotkve,—
I would not lose you: and you know yourself

Hate counsels not in such a quality:

But lest you should not understand me well,-

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought—
1 would detain you here some month or two
Before you venture for me, * I could teach you
How to chose right, but then I am forsworn;
So win I never be; so may you miss me;
But if you do, you’ll make me wish a sin,

That 1 had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes,

They have o’erlook’d me and divided me;
One half of me is yours, the other half yours,—
Mine own, I would say; but if mine, then yours,

And so all yours. 01 these naughty times
Put bars between the owners and their rights;

And so, though yours, not yours.—Prove it so,

Let fortune go to hell for it,—not I.

1 speak too long; but ’tis to peise the time,

To eke it, and to draw it out in length,

To stay you from election.

Bass. Let me choose;
For, as I am, I live upon the rack.

For. Upon the rack, Bassanio? then confess

What treason there is mingled with your love.

Bass’. Hone but that ugly treason of mistrust,

Which makes me fear tiie enjoying of my love:

There may as well be amity and life

’Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love.

For. Ay, but I fear you speak upon the rack,

Where men, enforced, do speak anything.
Bass. Promise me life, and I’ll confess the

troth.

For. Well, then, confess and live.

Boss. Confess and love

!

Had been the very sum of my confession:
0 happy torment, when my torturer l

Both teach me answers for deliverance ! !

But let me to my fortune and the caskets.
{

[Curtain drawnfrom before the caskets.

;

For. Away, th<m. I am lock’d in one of
them;

If you do love me you will find me out.—
Herissa and the rest, stand all aloof.

—

Letmusic sound while he dothmake his choice;

Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end,
Fading in music: that the comparison [stream
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the
And wat’ry death-bed for ium. He may win.
And what is music then? then music is

Even as the flourish when true subjects bow
To a new-crowned monarch: such it is

Are those dulcet sounds in break of day
That creep into the dreammg bridegroom’s ear
And summon him to marriage. How he goes,

Witih no less presence but with much more love
*

Than young Alcides when he did redeem
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy
To the sea-monster. I stand for sacrifice;

The rest aloof are the Bardanian wives,

With bleared visages, come forth to view
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules!
Live thou, I live.—With much, much more

dismay
I view the fight than thou that mak’st the fray.

Music and the following Song whilst Bassanio
comnwnts on the caskets to himself.

Tell me, where is fancy bred.
Or in the heart, or in the head?
How begot, how nourished?

Reply, reply.

It is engender’d in the eyes,
With gazmg fed; and fancy dies
In the cradle where it lies;

Let us all ring fancy’s knell;

I’ll begin it,—Dmg, dong, belL

AU. Bing, dong, bell.

Bass. So may the outward shows be least

themselves;
The world is still deceiv’d with ornament.
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt

But, being season’d with a gracious voice.

Obscures the show of evil? In religion,

What damned error but some sober brow
Will bless it, and approve it with a text,

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament?
There is no vice so simple but assumes
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts.

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as
false

As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their duns
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars; •,

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as
milk!

And these assume but valour’s excrement
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty

,

And you shall see ’tis purchas’d by the weight
Which therein works a miracle in nature,

MaJdug them lightest that wear most of it:

So are those crisped snaky golden locks.

Which make such wanton gambols with the
wind,

Upon supposed fairness, often known
To be the dowry of a second head—
The skull that bred them iu the sepulchre.

Thus ornament is but the guilded shore
To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf

Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word,
The seeming troth which cunning times put on
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To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy
gold.

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee:

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge
’Tween man and man: hut thou, thou meagre

lead, (aught,

Which rather threat’nest than dost promise

Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence,

And here choose I. Joy be the consequence!
Pot, How all the other passions fleet to air.

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac’d de-

spair,

And shuddering fear, and green-ey’d jealousy!

0 love, be moderate, allay thy ecstacy,

In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess;

1 feel too much thy blessing; make it less.

For fear I surfeit!

Bass. What find I here?
{ Opening the leaden casket.

Fair Portia’s counterfeit! '^at demi-god
Hathcome so near creation? Move these eyes?

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine.
Seem they in motion? Here are sever’d lips,

Parted with sugar breath; so sweet a bar [bairs

Should sunder such sweet friends. Here in her
The painter plays the spider, and hath woven
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men,
Faster than gnats in cobwebs. But her eyes I

—
How could he see to do them? havingmade one,

Methinfcs it should have power to steal both
his,

And leave itself unfumish’d. Yet look how far

The substance of my praise doth wrong this

shadow
In underprizing it, so far this shadow [scroll,

Doth limp behind the substance,—*Here’s the

The continent and summary of my fortime.

You that choose not by the view.
Chance as fair and choose as true!
Since this fortune falls to you,
Be content and seek no new.
If you be well pleased with this.

And hold yonr fortune for your bliss,

Turn you where your lady is.

And claim her with a loving kiss.

A gentle scroll.—Fair lady, by your leave:

[itissmp her.

I come by note, to give and to receive,

like one of two contending in a prize,

That thinks he hath done well in people’s eyes,

Hearing ap^ause and universal shout.
Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt
Whether those peals of praise be his or no,

So, thrice, fair lady, stand I even so;

As doubtful whether what I see be true.

Until confirm’d, sign’d, ratified by you.
Por. You see me, Lord Bassanio, where I

stand.
Such as 1 am: though for myself alone
1 would not be ambitious in my wish
To wish myself much better; yet for you
I would be trebled twenty times myself;

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times
More rich;

That only to stand high in your account
I might in virtues, beauties, Evings, friends,

Exceed account: but the full sum of me
Is sum of something, which, to term in gross,

Is an unlesson’d girl, unschool’d, unpractis’d:

Happy in this, she is not yet so old
But she may learn; and hapfner than this,

She is not bred so dull but she can learn;
Happiest of all is, that her gentle spirit

Commits itself to yours to be directed,
As from her lord, her governor, her king.
Myself, and what is mine, to you and yours
Is now converted: but now I was the lord
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants.
Queen o’er myself; and even now, but now
This house, these servants, and this same my-

self

Are yours, my lord; I give them with this ring.

Which when you part from, lose, or give away,
Let it presage the rum of your love,

And be my vantage to exclaim on you.
Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all

words;
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins:

And there is such confusion in my powers,
As, after some oration fairly spoke
By a beloved pnnce, there doth appear
Among the buzzing jileased multitude,
Where every something, being blent together.
Turns to a wild of nothmg, save of joy, [ring

Express’d, and not express’d. But when this

Parts from this finger, then parts life from
hence;

0, then, be bold to say Bassanio’s dead.
Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time

That have stood by and seen our wishes prosper
To cry, good joy. Good joy, my lord and lady!

Gra. My Lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady,

I wish you all the joy that you can wish;
For I am sure you can wish none from me:
And, when your honours mean to solemnize
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you,
Even at that rime I may be married too.

Bass. With all my heart, so thou canst get
a wife.

Gra. I thank your lordship; you have got
me one.

My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours:
You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid;
You lov’d, I lov’d; for intermission
No more pertains to me, my lord, jdian you.
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there,
And so did mine too, as the matter falls:

For wooing here until I sweat again,

And swearing till my very roof was dry
With oaths of love, at last,—^if promise last,

—

I got a promise of this fair one here,
To have her love provided that your fortune
Achiev'd her mistress.

Por. Is this true, Nerissa?

Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas’d
withal.

Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good
faith?

Gra. Yes, faith, my lord.

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour’d in
your marriage.

Gra. We’ll play with them, the first boy
for a thousand ducats.

Ner. What, and stake down?
Gra. No; we shall ne'er win at that sport,

and stake down.—
But who comes here? Lorenzo and his infidel?

What, and my old Venetian friend, Solanio!
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Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Solanio.

Bass. Lorenzo and Solanio, welcome Mt&er,

If that the youth of my new interest here

Have power to bid you welcome.—By your
leave,

I bid my very friends and countrymen.

Sweet Portia, welcome.
For. So do I, my lord;

They are entirely welcome. [lord,

Lor. I thank your honour.~For my part, my
My purpose was not to have seen you here;

But meeting with Solanio by the way,
He did entreat me past all saying nay,

To come with him along
Solan. I did, my lord,

And 1 have reason for it. Signior Antomo
Commends him to you.

[Gmes Bassanio a letter.

Bass. Ere I ope his letter,

T pray you, tell me how my good fnend doth,

Solan. Not sick, my lord, unless it he in

mind;
Nor well, unless in mind: his letter there

Will show you his estate.

[Bass, reads the letter.

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yond stranger; bid her
welcome. [Venice?

Tom* hand, Solanio: what’s the news from
How doth that royal merchant, good Antomo?
I know he will be glad of our success:

We are the Jasons; we have won the fleece.

Solan, Would you had won the fleece that

he hath losti [same paper.

For. There are some shrewd contents inyond
That steal the colour from Bassanio’s cheek;

Some dear friend dead; else nothing in the

world
Could turn so much the constitution [worse?—
Of any constant man. What, worse and
With leave* Bassanio; I am half yourself,

And 1 must freely have the half of anything

That this same paper brings you,

Bass. O sweet Portia,

Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words
That ever blotted paper! Gentle lady.

When I did first impart my love to you
i freely told you all the wealth I had
Ran m my veins—I was a gentleman;

And then I told you true: and yet, dear lady.

Rating myself at nothing, you shall see

How much I was a braggart. When I told you
My state was nothing, I should then have told

you
That I was worse than nothing; for, indeed,

I have engag’d myself to a dear friend.

Engag’d my fnend to his mere enemy,
To feed ray means. Here is a letter, lady.

The paper as the body of my fnend,

And every word in it a gaping wound,
Issuing hfe-blood. But is it true, Solanio?

Have all his ventures fail’d? What! not one
hit?

^

^

From TnpoHs, from Mexico, and England;

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India?

And not one vessel ’scape the dreadful touch
Of merchant-marring rocks?

Solan. Not one, my lord.

Besides, it should appear that if he had
The present money to discharge the Jew

He would not take it. Never did I know
A creature that did bear the shape of man
So keen and greedy to confound a man:
He phes the duke at morning and at night.
And doth impeach the freedom of the state
If they deny him justice: twenty merchants.
The duke Mmself, and the magnificoes
Of greatest port have all persuaded with him;
But none can drive him from the envious plea
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond.

Jes. When I was with him I have heard him
swear

To Tubal and to Chus, his countrymen,
That he would rather have Antonio’s flesh
Than twenty times the value of the sum
That he did owe him; and I know my lord.
If law, authority, and power deny not.
It will go hard with poor Antonio.

For. Is it your dear friend that is thus in
trouble?

Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest
man,

The best condition’d and unwearied spirit

In doing courtesies; and one in whom
The ancient Roman honour more appears
Than any that draws breatili in Italy.

For. What sum owes he the Jew?
Bass. For me, three thousand ducats.
For. What! no more?

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond;
Double six thousand, and then treble that.

Before a friend of this descnption
Shan lose a hair through Bassamo’s fault.

First, go with me to church, and call me wife,
And then away to Venice to your friend;
For never shall you he by Portia’s side
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold

To pay the petty debt twenty times over;

When It is paid bring your true fnend along:
My maid Nerissa and myself, meantime,
Will live as maids and widows. Come away
For you shall hence upon your wedding-day:
Bid your fnends welcome, show a merry cheer:
Since you are dear bought, I will love you

dear.

But let me hear the letter of your friend,

Bass. [Reads.] Sweet Bassanio^ my ships have
all miscarried, my creditors grow cruel, my
estate is very low, my bond to the Jew isforfeit;

and since, in paying it, it is impossible Ishould
live, all debts are cleared between you and L,

if I might but see you at my death: notwith-
standing, use your pleasure; if your love do
not persuade you to come, let not my letter.

For. 0 love, despatch all business, and be
gone.

Bass. Since I have your good leave to go
away,

I will make haste: but, til! 1 come again,
No bed shall e’er be guilty of my stay.

No rest be interposer ’twixt us twain.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—Venice. A Street.

Enter SimocK, Salaeino, Antonio, mdl
Gaoler.

Shy. Gaoler, look to him Tell not me of
mercy;
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This is the fool thftt lent out money gratis.

—

Gaoler, look to Mm.
Ant Hear me yet, good Shylock.

Shy. I’ll have my bond: speak not against

my bond.
I have sworn an oath that I will have my bond.

Thou call’dstme dog before thou hadst a cause :

But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs:

The duke shall grantme justice.—I do wonder,
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond
To come abroad with him at his request.

Ant I pray thee, hear me speak.

Shy. PH have my bond; I will not hear
thee speak:

ra have my bond; and therefore speak no
more.

PU not be made a soft and duH-ey’d fool.

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield

To Christian intercessors. Follow not;

I’ll have no speaking: I will have my bond.
[Exit

Satar. It is the most impenetrable cur

That ever kept with men.
Ant Let him alone;

I’ll follow him no more with bootless prayers.

He seeks my life; his reason well I know:
I oft deliver’d from his forfeitures

Many that have at tunes made moan to me;
Therefore he hates me.

Solar. I am sure the duke
Will never grant this forfeiture to hold.

Ant The duke cannot deny the course of

law;
For the commodity that strangers have
With us in Venice, if it be denied,
Will much impeach the justice of the state;

Since that the trade and profit of the city

Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go:

These griefs and losses have so ’bated me
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh

To-morrow to my bloody creditor.

Well, gaoler, on.—Pray God, Bassanio come
To see me pay Ms debt, and flien 1 care notl

Scene IV.~Belmont. A Room in Portia’s
House.

Enter Portia, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica
and Balthazar.

tor. Madam, although I speak it in your
presence,

. You have a noble and true conceit
Of god-hke amity, wMch appears most strongly
In bearing thus the absence of your lord.

But if youknew to whom you show this honour,
How true a gentleman you send relief,

How dear a lover of my lord your husband,
I know you would be prouder of the work
Than customary bounty can enforce you.
For. I never did repent for doing good,

Nor shall not now: for in companions
That do converse and waste the time together.
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love,
There must be needs a like proportion
Of Imeaments, of manners, and of spirit,

Which makes me think that this Antonio,
Being the bosom lover of my lord.

Must needs be like my lord. If it be so,

How little is the post I have bestow’d
,

In purchasing the semblance of my soul

From out the state of hellish cruelty!

This comes too near the praising of myself;
Therefore, no more of it: hear other things.

—

Lorenzo, I commit into your hands
The husbandry and manage of my house
Until my lord’s return: for mine own part,

I have toward heaven breath’d a secret vow
To hve in prayer and contemplation,

Only attended by Nerissa here,

Until her husband and my lord’s return;

There is a monastery two miles off.

And there we will abide. I do desire you
'

Not to deny this imposition.

The wMch my love and some necessity

Now lays upon you.

Lor. Madam, with all my heart
I shall obey you in all fair commands.

For. My people do already know my mind,
And will acknowledge you and Jessica
In place of Lord Bassanio and myself.

So fare you well till we shall meet again.

Lor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend
on you?

Jes. I wish your ladysMp all heart’s content.

Pot. I thank you for your ^sh, and am well
pleas’d

To wish it back on you: fare you well, Jessica.—
[Exeunt Jessica and Lorenzo.

Now, Balthazar,

As I have ever found thee honest, true.

So letme And thee still. Take this same letter,

And use thou all the endeavour of a man
In speed to Padua; see thou render tMs
Into my cousin’s hand, Doctor Bellario;

And, look, what notes and garments he doth
give thee

Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d speed
Unto the trancct, to the common ferry [words,
WMch trades to Venice:—waste no time in
But get thee gone; I shall be there before thee.

Balth. Madam, I go with all convenient
speed. (Exit

For. Come on, Nerissa; I have work in hand
That you yet know not of: we’ll see our hus-

bands
Before they think of us.

Ner. Shall they see us?
For. They shall, Nerissa; but in such a habit

That they shall think we are accomplished
With that we lack. I’ll hold thee any wager,
When we are both accouter’d like young men,
rn prove the prettier fellow of the two.
And wear my dagger with the braver grace;
And speak, between the change ofman and boy.
With a reed voice; and turn two mincing steps
Into a manly stride; and speak of frays,

lake a fine bragging youth: and tell quaint lies,

How honourable ladies sought my love,

Which I denymg, they fell sick and died;
I could not do withal: then I’ll repent,
And wish, for all that, that I had not kill’d

them:
And twenty of these puny lies I’ll tell,

That men shall swear I have discontinued
school

Above a twelvemonth.—I have within my mind
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks
Which I will practise.

Ner, Why, shall we turn to men?
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* Pot. Fic! what a question’s that

If thou weft ne’er a lewd interpreter?

But come, I’ll tell thee all my whole device

When I am in my coach, which stays for us
At the park-gate; and, therefore, haste away,

For we must measure twenty miles to-day.
[Exeunt

Scene V .—The same. A Garden.

Enter Launcelot and Jessica.

Laun. Yes. truly;—-for, look you, the sms of

the father are to be laid upon the children;

therefore, I promise you, I fear you. I was
always plain with you, and so now I speak my
agitation of the matter: therefore, be of good
cheer; for, truly, I think you are damned.
There is but one hope in it that can do you any
good; and that is but a kind of bastard hope
neither.

Je$. And what hope is that, I pray thee?

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your

father got you not,—that you are not the Jew’s
daughter.

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, in-

deed; so the sms of my mother should be
visited upon me.

Laun. Truly then I fear you are damned both

by father and mother: thus when I shun Scylla,

your father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother;

well, you are gone both ways.

Jes. I shall be saved by my husband; he hath

made me a Christian.

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he: we were
Christians enow before; e’en as many as could

well live, one by another. This making of

Christians will raise the price of hogs; if we
grow all to be pork eaters we shall not shortly

have a rasher on the coals for money.
Jes. I’ll tell my husband, Launcclot, what

you say; here he comes.

Enter Lorenzo.

lor. 1 shall grow jealous of you shortly,

Launcelot, if you thus get my wife into comer?.
Jes. Nay, you need not fear for us, Lorenzo;

Launcelot and I are out: he tells me flatly there

is no mercy for me in heaven, because 1 am a
Jew’s daughter: and he says you are no good
member of the commonwealth; for, in convert-

ing Jews to Christians, you raise the price of

pork.
Lor. I shall answer that better to the com-

monwealth than you can the getting up of the

negro’s belly; the Moor is with child by you,

Launcelot.

Laun. It is much that the Moor should be
more than reason: but if she be less than an
honest woman, she is indeed more than I took

her for.

Lor. How every fool can play upon the

word ! 1 think the best grace ofwit will shortly

turn into silence, and discourse grow commend-
able in none only but parrot8.-^o, in, sirrah;

bid them prepare for dinner.

Laun. That is done, sir; they have all

stomachs.
Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are

you! ^en bid them prepare dinner.

Laun. That is done too, sir: only, cover is

the word.
Lor. Will you cover, then, sir?

Laun. Not so, sir, neither; I know my duty.
Lor. Yet more quairelhng with occasion I

Wilt thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in
an instant? I pray thee, underhand a plain
man in his plain meaning: go to thy fellows;
bid them cover the table, serve in the meat,
and we will come in to dinner.

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served
in; for the meat, sir, it shall be covered; for
your coming in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as
humours and conceits shall govern. [Exit

Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are
suited!

The fool hath planted in Ms memory
An army of good words; and I do know
A many fools that stand in better place,

Garnish’d hke him, that for a tncksy word
Defy the matter. How cheerist thou, Jessica?
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion,

—

How dost thou like the Lord Bassanio’s wife?
Jes. Past an expressmg. It is very meet

The Lord Bassanio live an upright hfe;
For, having such a blessing in Ms lady,

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth;
And, if on ea^ he do not mean it, then
In reason he should never come to heaven.
Why, if two gods should play some heavenly

match.
And on the wager lay two eartMy women.
And Portia one, there must be something else

Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude world
Hath not her fellow.

Lor. Even such a husband
Hast thou of me as she is for a wife.

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that.

Lor. I will anon; first let us go to dinner.

Jes. Nay, let me praise you while I have a
stomach.

Lot. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk;

Then, howsoe’er thou speak’st, ’mong other
tMngs

I shall digest it.

Jes. Well, I’ll set you forth. [Exeunt

ACT IV.

Scene L—Venice. A Court of Justice.

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes: Antonio
Bassanio, Gratiano, Salariho, Solanio
and others.

Duke. What, is Antonio here?
Ant Ready, so please your grace.

Duke. I am sorry for thee; ^ou art come to

answer
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch
ITncapable of pity, void and empty
From any dram of mercy.
Ant

'

I have heard
Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify

His rigorous course; but siuce he stands ob-
durate,

And that no lawful means can carry me
Out of Ms envy’s reach, 1 do oppose
My patience to Ms fury, and am arm’d
To sufler, with a quietness of spirit|

The very tyranny and rage of Ms.
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Duke. Go one* and call the Jew into the
court. [my lord.

Solan. He’s ready at the door: he comes.

Enter Shylock.

Duke. Make room, and let Mm stand before
our face.

—

Shylock, the world thinks, and t think so too.

That thou but lead’st this fashion of thy malice
To the last hour of act; and then, ’ds thought,
Thou’it show thy mercy and remorse, more

strange

Than is thy strange apparent cruelty;

And where thou now exact’st the penalty,—
Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s

flesh,—
Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture,

But, touch’d with human gentleness and love.

Forgive a moiety of the pnncipal,
Glancing an eye of pity on his losses,

That have of late so huddled on Ms back;
Enough to press a royal merchant down,
And pluck commiseration of Ms state

From brassy bosoms and rough hearts of flint,

From stubborn Turks andTartars, nevertrain’d
To offices of tender courtesy.

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew.
Sky. I have possess’d your grace of what I

purpose;
And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn
To have the due and forfeit of my bond.
If you deny it, let the danger light

Upon your charter and your city’s freedom.
You’ll ask me why I rather choose to have
A weight of carrion flesh than to receive
Three thousand ducats: I’ll not answer that:

But say, it is my humour. Is it answered?
What if my house be troubled with a rat.

And I be pleas’d to g^ve ten thousand ducats
Tohaveitbaned? What, are you answer’d yet?
Some men there are love not a gaping pig;

Some that are mad if they behold a cat;

And others, when the bagpipe sings i’ the nose
Cannot contain their urine; for affection.

Master of passion, sways it to the mood
Of what it hkes or loathes. Now, for your

answer,
As there is no fina reason to be render’d
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig;
Why he, a harmless necessary cat;
Why he, a swollen bagpipe, but of force
Must yield to ^ch inevitable shame
As to offend, Mmself being offended:
So can I give no reason, nor I will not.
More than a lodg’d hate and a certain loatMng
I bear Antonio, that I follow thus
A losing suit against Mm. Are you answer’d?
Bass. TMs is no answer, thou unfeeling man,

To excuse the current of thy cruelty.
Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my

answer. [love?
Bass. Bo all men kill the thing they do not
Shy. Has any man the thing he would not

kill?

Alas. Every offence is not a hate at first.

Sky. Whatl wouldst thou have a serpent
sting thee twice? [the Jew:

Anf. I pray you, tMnk you question with
You may as well go stand upon the beach
And bid the main-flood bait Ms usual height;

You may as well use question with the wolf
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb;
You may as well forbid the mountam pines
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise,
When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven;
You may as well do anything most hard
As seek to soften that,—than wMch what’s

harder?— [you
His Jewish heart.—Therefore, I do beseech
Make no more offers, use no further means.
But, with all brief and plain conveniency,
Let me have judgment and the Jew Ms will.

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is
six.

Shy. If every ducat in six thousand due ts
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat,
I would not draw them; I would have my bond,
Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy,

rend’ring none? [no wrong?
Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing

You have among you many a purchas’d slave,
WMch, like your asses, and your dogs, and

mules,
You use in abject and in slavish parts,
Because you bought them.—Shall I say to you,
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs?
Why sweat they under burdens? let their bed
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates
Be season’d with such viands? You

answer.
The slaves are ours:—So do I answer you;
The pound of flesh wMch I demand of him
Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it;

If you deny me, fle upon your law!
There is no force m the decrees of Venice.—
I stand for judgment: answers shaff I have it?

Duke. Upon my power I may dismiss tMs
court,

Unless Bellario, a learned doctor,
Whom I have sent for to determine tMs,
Come here to-day.

Solan. My lord, here stays without
A messenger with letters from the doctor.
New come from Padua. [senger.
Duke. Bring us the letters;—call the mes-
Bass. Good cheer, Antomo! What, man,

courage yet! [and all,

The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones,
Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood.

Anf. I am a tainted wether of the flock,
Meetest for death; the weakest kind of fruit
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me:
You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio,
Than to live still, and wnte mine epitaph.

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer's clerk

Duke. Came you forth Padua, from Bellario?
Ner. From both, my lord: Bellario greets

your grace. [Presents a letter.

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so
earnestly? [nipt there.

Shy. To cut the forfeiture from the bank-
Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh

Jew,
Thou mak’st thy knife keen: but no metal can,
No, not the hangman’s axe, bear half the

keenness [thee?
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce

Shy. No; none that thou hast wit enough to

make.
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Gra. 0, be thou damn’d, inexorable dogi
And for thy life let justice be accus’d.

Thou almost mah’st me waver in my faith.

To hold opinion with Pythagoras,
That souls of animals infuse themselves
Into the trunks of men; thy cumsh spint
Govern’d a wolf, who, hang’d for human

slaughter,

Even from the gallows did his fell soul fieet,

And, whilst thou lay’st in thy unhaliowM dam,
Infus’d itself m thee; for thy desires
Are wolfish, bloody, starv’d, and ravenous.

Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from ofi

my bond
Thou but offend’st thy lungs to speak so loud:
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall

To cureless ruin.—I stand here for law.
Duke. This letter from Bellano doth com-

mend
A young and learned doctor to our court*

—

Where is he?
Ner. He attendeth here hard by

To know your answer, whether you’ll ad’nd
him.

Duke. With all my heart;—some three or

four of you
Go give him courteous conduct to this place.

—

Meantime, the court shall hear Bellano’s letter.

Clerks reads

,

Your grace shall understand that, at

the receipt of your letter, I am very sick; but m the
uastaat that your messenger came, in loving visitation
was with me a young doctor of Rome; his name is

Balthazar: 1 acquainted him with the cause m con-
troversy betw een the Jew and Antonio the merchant:
we turned o’er many books together: he is furnish’d
with my opinion, which, better’d with his own learn-

ing (the greatness whereof I cannot enough com-
mend), comes with him, at my importunity to fill up
your grace’s request m my stead- I beseech you,
let his lack of years be no impediment to let him lack
u reverend estimation; for I never knew so young a
body with so old a head. I leave him to your graci-

ous acceptance, whose trial shall better publish his

commendation.

Duke. You hear the leam’d Bellario, what
he writes.

And here, I take it, is the doctor come.—

Enter Portu, dressed like a doctor of laws.

Give me your hand: came you from old

Bellario?

For. I did, my lord. [place.

Duke. You are welcome: take your
Are you acquainted with the difference

That holds this present question in the cotrt?

For. I am informed thoroughly of the cause.
Which is the merchant here, and which the

Jew? [forth,

Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand
For. Is your name Shylock?
Shy. Shylock is my name.
For. Of a strange nature is the suit you

follow:

Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law
Cannot impugn you as you do proceed,

—

You stand within his danger, do you not?
[To Antonio.

Ant. Ay, so he says.
For. Do you confess the bond?
Ant. I do.
For.' Then must the Jew be merciful.

K

Shy, On what compulsion must I? tell me
that

For. The quahty of mercy is not strain’d.

It droppeth as the gentle ram from heaven
Upon the place beneath; it is twice bless’d;
It blesseth him that gives and him that takes:
’Tis mightiest m the mightiest; it becomes
The throned monarch better than his crown;
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power,
The attnbute to awe and majesty.
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings.

But mercy is above this scepter’ d sway,

—

It is enthroned in the heart of kings,'*

It is an attnbute to God himself;
And earthly power doth then show likest God’s
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew,
Though jusnee be thy plea consider this

—

That in the course of j'ustice none of us
Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy,
Jjii that same prayer doth teach us all to render
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much
To mitigate the justice of thy plea;

7/hich if thou follow, this strict court of Venice
Must needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant

there. [law,

Shy My deeds upon my head’ I crave the
The penalty and forfeit of my bond.

For. Is he not able to discharge the money?
Bass. Yes; heie 1 tender it for him in the

court;

Yea, twice the sum: if that will not sufSce
I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er.

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart:
If this will not suffice, it must appear [you.

That malice bears down truth. And I beseech
Wrest once the law to your authonty:
To do a great nght do a little wrong,
And curb this cruel devil of his will. [Venice

For. It must not be; there is no power in
Can alter a decree established:

’Twill be recorded for a precedent,
And many an error, by the same example.
Will rush into state: it cannot be.

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a
Darnel’

0 wise young judge! how I do honour thee!
For. I pray you, let me look upon the bond.
Shy. Here ’tis, most reverend doctor: here

it is.

For. Shylock, there’s thnee thy money
offered thee. [heaven:

Shy. An oath, an oath; I have an oath la
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul?

Ho, not for Vemce.
For. Why, this bond is forfeit;

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off

Nearest the merchant’s heart.—Be merciful!

Take thrice thy money; bid me tear the bond.
Shy. When it is paid according to the tenor.

—

It doth appear you are a worthy judge;

You know the law; your exposition

Hath been most sound: I charge you by the

law,
Wheieof you are a well-deserving pillar,

Proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear
There is no power in the tongue of man
To alter me.—I stay here on my bond.

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court

To give the judgment.
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For. Why then, thus it is. Shp. Most learned judge!—A sentence; come
You must prepare your bosom for his knife: prepare. [else,—

O noble judge!O excellent young man For. Tairy a httle,—there is something
Por. For the mtent purpose of the law This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood;

Hath full relation to the penalty, The words expressly are a pound of flesh:

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of

Shy. ^Tis very true: O wise and upright flesh;

judge, But* the cutting, if thou dost shed

How much more elder art thou than thy looia J
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and

Pot. Therefore, lay bare your bosom. goods

Shu. Ay, his breast: Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate

So says the bond;—doth it not, noble judge?— Unto die state of Venice. [learned judge!

Nearest his heart: those are the very words. Gra. O upright judge!—Mark, Jew;—

0

Por. Itisso. Are there balance here to weigh SAp. Is that the law?

The flesh? Por. Thyself shall see the act;

Shy. I have them ready, Por, as thou urgest justice, be assur’d

For. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir’st,

your charge, Gra O learned judge!—Mark, Jew;—

a

To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. learned judge! [thrice,

Shy. Is It so nominated in the bond? Shy. I take this offer then,—pay the bond
Por. It is not so express’d; but what of that? And let the Christian go.

*Twere good you do so much for charity. Basi. ^
Here is the money.

Shy. I cannot find it; ’tis not in the bond. For. Soft;
^

[haste:—

For. Come, merchant, have you anjrthing to The Jew shall have all justice:—soft;—^no

say? [par’d.— He shall have nothing but the penalty.

Ant But httle; I am arm’d and well pre- Gra. 0 Jew! an upright judge, a learned

Give me your hand, Bassanio; fare you well judge! [flesh.

Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you; For. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the

For herein fortune shows herself more kind Shed thou no blood; nor cut thou less nor more
Than is her custom: it is still her use But just a pound of flesh: if thou tak’st more
To let the wretched man out-hve his wealth, Or less than a just pound,—be it but so much
To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow As makes it_ light or heax'y in the substance.

An age of poverty; from which lingering pen- Or the division of the twentieth part

ance Of one poor scruple: nay, if the scale do turn

Of misery doth she cut me off. But in the estimation of a hair,—

Commend me to your honourable v^e: Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate.

Tell her the process of Antonio’s end; Gra. A second Daniel, a Darnel, Jew!
Say how I lov’d you; speak me fair in death; Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip.

And, when the tde is told, bid her be judge For. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy for-

Whether Bassanio had not once a love. feiture.

Repent not you that you shall lose your fnend. Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go.

And he repents not he pays your debt; Bess. I have it ready for thee; here it is.

For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough. For. He hath refus’d it in the open court;

FB pay it instantly with all my heart. He shall have merely justice, and his bond.
Bass, Antonio, I am married to a wife Gra. A Daniel, still say I! a second Daniel!—

Which is as dear to me as life itself; I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.

But life iteelf, my wife, and all the world Shy. Shall I not have bareljr my principal?

Are not with me esteem’d above thy life; For. Thou shalt have nothing but the for-

I would lose ail, ay, sacrifice them all feiture

Here to this devil, to deliver you. To be so taken at thy peril, Jew.
Por. Your wife would give you little thanks Shy. Why, then the devil give him good of it!

for that, I’ll stay no longer question.

If she were by to hear you make the offer. Por. Tarry, Jew;
Gra. 1 have a wife whom* I protest, I love; The law hath yet another hold on you.

I would she were in heaven, so she could It is enacted in the laws of Venice,—
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. If it be prov’d against an alien,

Ner. ’Tis well you offer it behind her back; That by direct or indirect attempts
The wish would make else an unquiet house* He seek the life of any citizen.

Shy. These be the Christian husbands: I The party ’gainst the which he doth contrive
have a daughter; Shall seize one half his goods; the other half

Would any of the stock of Barrabas Comes to the privy coffer of the state;

Had been her husband, rather than a Christian! And the offender’s life lies in the mercy
[Aside. Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice.

Wo trifle lime;—I pray thee, pursue sentence. In which predicament, I say, tlfou stand’st;

Por. A pound of that same merchant’s flesh For it appears by manifest proceeding,
is thine; That indirectly, and directly too,

The court awards it and the law dc^ give it Thou hast contriv’d against the very Hfe
Shy. Most rightful judge! [his breast; Of the defendant; and thou hast incurrid
For. And you must cut this flesh from off The danger formerly by me rehears’d.

The law allows it and the court awards it. Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke*
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Gra, Beg that thou raayst have leave to hang
thyself:

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state,

Thou hast not left the value of a cord;

Therefore, thou must be hang’d at the state’s

charge. [spirit,

Duke. Thatthou shaltsee the difference ofour

I pardon thee thy Me before thou ask it:

For half thy wealth, it is Antomo’s:
The other halt comes to the general state,

Which humbleness may drive unto a fine

For. Ay, for the state; not for Antomo.
Shy. Hay, take my Me and all, pardon not

that;

You take my house when you do take the prop
That doth sustain my house; you take my life

When you do take the means whereby I live.

For. Whatmercycanyourenderhim,Antomo?
Gra. A halter gratis; nothing else; for God’s

sake.

Ant. So please my lord the duke, and all

the court,

To quit the fine for one half of his goods;
I am content, so he will let me have
The other half in use, to render it,

Upon his death, unto the gentleman
That lately stole his daughter:
Two thmgs provided more,—that for this favour,

He presently become a Chnstian;
The other, that he do record a gift,

Here in the court, of aU he dies possess’d
Unto his son Lorenzo and his daughter.
Duke. He shall do this; or else I do recant

The pardon that I late pronounced here.

For. Art thou contented, Jew? what dost
thou say?

Shy. 1 am content.

For. Clerk, draw a deed of gift.

Shy. X pray you, give me leave to go from
hence:

I am not well; send the deed after me
And I will sign it.

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra. In christening, thou shalt have two god-
fathers:

Had I been judge, thou shouldst have had ten
more,

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font.

[Exit Shylock.
Duke, Sir, I entreat you home with me to

dinner. [don

;

Por. I humbly do desire your grace of par-

1 must away this night toward Padua;
And it is meet I presently set forth.

Duke. I am sorry that your leisure serves

you not.

Antomo, gratify this gentleman;
For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.

[Exeunt Duke, Magmficoes, and Tram.
JSass. Most worthy gentleman, I and my

friend

Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted

Of grievous penalties; in lieu whereof,
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew,
Wo freely cope your courteous pains withal.

Ant. And stand indebted, over and above
la love and service to you evermore.

For. He is well paid that is well satisfied

And I, delivering you, am sadsfied,

And therein do account myself well paid:

My mind was never yet more mercenary.
I pray you, know me when we meet again;
I wish you well, and so I take my leave.

Bass. Bear sir, of force I must attempt you
further;

Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute.

Not as a fee: grant me two things, I pray you,
Hot to deny me, and to pardon me.

For. You press me far, and therefore I will

yield.

Give me your gloves, I’ll wear them for your
sake;

And, for your love, I’ll take this ring from
you:—

Do not draw back your hand; I’ll take no
more;

And you in love shall not deny me this.

Bass. This ring, good sir,—alas, it is a trifie;

I will not shame myself to give you this.

For. I will have nothing else but only this;

And now, methmks, I have a mind to it.

Bass. There’s more depends on this than on
the value.

The dearest ring in Venice will I give you.
And find it out% proclamation;

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me^.

For. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers;

You taught me first to beg; and now, methinks,
You tea^ me how a beggar should be answer’d,
Bass. Good sir, this rmg was given me by nay

wife;

And, when she put it on, she made me vow
That I should neither seU, nor give, not lose it.

For. That ’scuse serves many men to save
their gifts.

An if your wife be not a mad woman,
And Imow how well I have deserv’d this ring,

She would not hold out enemy for ever.

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with youl
[Exeunt Portia and Nerissa.

Ant. My Lord Bassanio, let him have the
ring;

Let his deservings, and my love withal,

Be valued ’gainst your wife’s commaadmeat.
Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake Mm,

Give him the ring; and bring him, if thou canst,

Unto Antomo’s house;—away, make haste.
[Fxif Gratiano.

Come, you and I will thither presently;

And in the morning early will we both
Ply toward Belmont. Come, Antonio.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—The same, A Street

Enter Portia and Herissa.

For. Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him
this deed.

And let him sign it; we’ll away to-night,

And be a day before our husbands home.
This deed will be well: welcome to Lorenao.

Enter Gratiano,

Gra. Fair sir, ^ou axe well overta’en;

My Loix* Bassanio, upon more advice,

Hath sent you here this ring; and doth entreat

Your company at dinner.

For. That cannot be

:

His ring 1 do accept most thankfully.
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And so, I pray you, tell him. Furthermore,

I pxay you, show my youth old Shylock’s house.

Gm. That will I do.

Net. Sir, I would speak with you:—
ni see if I can get my husband’s ring,

[To Portia.

Which I did make him swear to keep for ever.

?or. Thou mayst, I warrant. We shall have

old sweanng
That they did give the rings away to men;

But we’ii outface them, and outswear them too.

Away, make haste; thou know’st where I will

tarrv.

iVer. Come, good sir, will you show me to

this house> [Exeunt.

ACT. V.

Scene L—Belmont. Pleasure gromuis of

Portia’s Home.

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica.

Lor. The moon shines bright!—In such a

night as this,

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees,

And they did make no poise; in such a night,

Troilus, me thinks, mounted the Trojan walls,

And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents,

Where Cressid lay that night.

Jes. In such a night

Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip the dew,

And saw the lion's shadow ere himself,

And ran dismay’d away.

Lor, In such a night

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand
Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav’d her love

To come again to Carthage.

Jes. In such a night

Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs
That did renew old Aeson.

Lor, In such a night

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew
And, with an unthnft love, did run from Venice

As far as Belmont.
Jes, la such a night

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well—
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith,

And ne’er a true one.

Lor. In such a night

Did pretty Jess»ca, like a httle shrew,

Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jes, I W'ould out-mght you, did nobody come:
But, haik, 1 hear the footing of a man.

Enter Stepiiano.

Lor. Who comes so fast m silence of the
night?

Steph. A friend.

Lot. a fnend! what friend? your name, I

pray you, friend?

Steph. Stephano is my name; and I bring
word

My mistress will before 'the break of day
Be here at Belmont; she doth stray about
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays
For happy wedlock hours.

Lor. Who comes with hen
Sieph. None but a holy hermit and her maid

I pray you, is my master yet return’d?
lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from

him.—

But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica,

And ceremoniously let us prepare

Some welcome for the mistress of the house.

Enter Launcelot.

L'Gun Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola!

Lor. Who calls?

Laun. Sola! did you see Master Lorenzo
and Mistress Lorenzo? sola, sola!

Lor. Leave hollaing, man: here.

Laun. Sola! where? where?
Lor. Here. s

Laun. Tell him there’s a post come from my
master with his horn full of good news; my
master will be here ere morning. [Exit.

Lor. Sweet soul, let's in, and there expect
their coming.

And yet no matter,— v/hy should we go in?

My fnend Stephano, signify, I pray you,

Within the house, your mistress is at hand:
And bring your music forth into the air.

—

E.xti Stfphano.
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this

bank!
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music
Creep in our ears; soft stillness and the night
Become the touches of sweet hanucuy.
3it, Jessica. Look how the floor of heaven
Is thick inlaid wuth patvnes of bright gold;

There’s not the smallest orb which thoo be-
hold’st

But m his motion like an angel sings,

Still quiring to the young ey’d cherubims:
Such harmony is in immortal souls;

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.—

Enter Musicians.

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn;
With sweetest touches pierce your mistress’

ear,

And draw her home with music. [Mwsjc.
Jes. I am never meny when I hear sweet

music.
Lor. The reason is, your spirits are atten-

tive:

For do but note a wild and wanton herd.
Or race of youthful and unhandied colts,

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neigiung
loud,

Which is the hot condition of their blood—
If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound,
Or any air of music touch their ears,

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand.
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze
By the sweet power of music: therefore the

poet
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and

floods;

Since naught so stockish, hard, and full of rage
But music for the time doth change his natuie.
The man that hath no music m himself.
Nor is not mov’d with concord of sweet sounds,
is flt for treasons, stratagems, and spoils;

The motions of his spint are dull as night.
And his aSections dark as Erebus:
Let no such man be trusted.—Mark the music.

Enter Portia and Nerissa, at a distance.

Pot. That the Eght we see is burning m my
hall:
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How far that little candle throws lus beams I

So shines a good deed in a naughty world.

Net. When the moon shone we did not see
the candle.

For. So doth the greater glory dim the less:

A substitute shines bnghtly as a king
Until a king be by; and then his state

Empties itself, as doth an inland brook
Into the mam of waters. Music! hark!

Ner. It is your music, madam, of the house.
For. Nothing is good, I see, without respect;

Methinks it sounds much sweeter than by
day.

Ner. Silence bes|ows that virtue on it,

madam.
For. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the

lark

When neither is attended; and, I think,

The nightingale, if she should sing by day,

When every goose is cackling, would be
thought

No better a musician than the wren.
How many things by season season’d are
To their nght praise and true perfection!

—

Peace, ho! the moon sleeps with Endymion,
And would not be awaked! [Music ceases.

Lor. That is the voice,

Or I am much deceived, of Portia.

For. He knows me, as the blmd man knows
the cuckoo,

By the bad voice.

Lor. .P®2r lady, welcome home.
For. We have been praymg for our husbands

welfare,

Which speed, we hope, the better for our words.
Are they return’d?

Lor. Madam, they are not yet;

But there is come a messenger before,

To sigmfy their coming.
For. Go in, Nerissa.

Give order to my servants that they take
No note at all of our being absent hence;

—

Nor you, Lorenzo;—Jessica, nor you.
[A tucket sounds.

Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his

trumpet:
We are no tell-tales, madam; fear you not.

For. This night methinks is but the daylight

sick

—

It looks a little paler; ’tis a day
Such as the day is when the sun is hid.

Enter Bassanio, Antonio, Gratiano, and
theiT followers.

Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes
If you would walk in absence of the sun.

For. Let me give light, but let me not be
light;

For a light wife doth make a heavy husband.
And never be Bassamo so for me; [lord.

But God sort ail!—you are welcome home, my
Bass. I thank you, madam; give welcome to

my friend.

—

This is the man; this is Antonio,
To whom X am BO infinitely bound. [Mm,

For. You should in all sense bemuchboundto
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you.
Ant. Nor more than 1 am well acquitted of.

For. Sir, you are very welcome to our house:
It must appear in other ways than words.

Therefore, I scant tMs breathing courtesy,
[Gra. and Ner. seem to talk apmi,

Gra. By yonder moon, I swear you do me
wrong;

In faith, I gave it to the judge’s clerk:

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part,

Since you do take it, love, so much at heart.
For. A quarrel, ho, already? What’s the

matter?
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring

That she did give me; whose posy was.
For all the world, like cutler’s poetry

Upon a knife, Love me, and leave me not.

Ner. What, talk you of the posy, or the
value?

You swore to me, when I did give it you,
That you would wear it till your hour of death;
And that it should lie with you in your grave:
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths
You should have been respective, and have

kept it.

Gave it a judge’s clerk!—no, God’s my judge.
The clerk will ne’er wear hair on’s face that

had ir.

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man.
Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man.
Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a

youth,

—

A kind of boy; a httle scrubbed boy
No higher than thyself, the judge’s clerk;

A pratmg boy that begg’d it as a fee;

I could not for my heart deny it him.
For. You were to blame, I must be plain

with you,

To part so slightly with your wife’s first gift;

A thmg stuck on with oaths upon your finger,

And so nveted with faith unto your flesh,

I gave my love a ring, and made him swear
Never to part with it, and here he stands;
I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it

Nor pluck it from his finger for the wealth
That the world masters. Now, in faith

Gratiano,

You ^ve your wife too unkind a cause of grief;

An ’twere to me, I should be mad at it. [off,

Bass. Why, I were best to cut my left hand
And swear I lost the nng defending it. [Aside.

Gra. My Lord Bassamo gave Ms ring away
Unto the judge that begg’d it, and, indeed,
Deserv’d it too; and then the boy, Ms clerk.

That took some pains in writing, he begg’d
mine:

And neither man nor master would take aught
But the two rings.

For, What ring gave you, my lord?

Not that, I hope, wMch you receiv’d of me.
Bass. If I could add a he unto a fault

I would deny it; but you see my finger

Hath not the ring upon it; it is gone.
For, Even so void is your false heart of

truth.

By heaven, I will ne’er come in your bed
Until I see the ring.

Ner. Nor I in yours
Till I again see mine,

Bass. Sweet Portia,

If you did know to whom 1 gave the ring,

If you did know for whom I gave the ring,

And would conceive for what I gave the ring,

And how unwillingly 1 left the ring.



208 THE MERCHANT OF HENICE [act V.

Wliea naught would be accepted but the ring,

You would abate the strength of your dis-

pleasure.

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring,

Or half her worthiness that gave the nag,

Or your own honour to contain the rmg,

You would not then have parted with the ring.

What man is there so much unreasonable.

If you had pleas’d to have defended it

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty
To urge the thing held as a ceremony?
Henssa teaches me what to believe;

I’ll die for’t, but some woman bad the ring.

Bass. No, by mine honour, madam, by my
soul,

No woman had it, but a civil doctor,

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me,
And begg’d the rmg; the which I did deny him,
And suffer’d him to go displeas’d away;
Even he that had held up the very hfe

Of my dear fnend. What should I say, sweet
lady?

I was enforc’d to send it after him;
I was beset with shame and courtesy:

My honour would not let ingratitude

So much besmear it. Pardon me, good lady;

For by these blessed candles of the night,

Had you been there, I think you would have
begg’d

The ring of me to give the worthy doctor

Por. Let not that doctor e’er come near my
house:

Since he hath got the jewel that I lov’d,

And that which you did swear to keep for me,
I will become as hberal as you;

I’ll not deny him anythmg I have,

No, not my body, nor my husband’s bed:
Kjaow him I sh^, I am well sure of it:

Lie not a night from home; watch me like

Argus:
If you do not, if I be left alone,

Now, by mine honour, which is yet mine own,
I’ll have that doctor for my bedfellow.

Ner, And I his clerk; therefore be well ad-
vis’d

How you do leave me to mine own protection.

Cra. Well, do you so: let not me take him
then;

For, if I do, PU mar the young clerk’s pen.

AnL I am the unhappy subject of these
quarrels.

Pot. Sir, grieve not you; you are welcome
notwithstanding.

Bass. Portia, forgiveme this enforced wrong;
And, in the hearing of these many friends,

I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes.
Wherein I see myself,

Por, Mark you but that!

In both my eyes he doubly sees lumself

:

la each eye one:~-swear by your double self.

And there’s an oath of credit.

Bass. Nay, but hear me;
Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear,
I never more will break an oath with thee.

Ant. 1 once didlend my body for his wealth;
Which, but for him that had your husband’s

ring.

Had quite miscarried: I dare be bound again,

My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord
Will never more break faith advisedly.

Por. Then you shall be his surety* give him
this

And bid him keep it better than the other.

Ant. Here, Lord Bassamo; swear to keep
this ring. [doctor!

Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the
Pot. I had it of ium; pardon me, Bassamo;

For by this nng the doctor lay with me.
Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano;

For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor’s clerk,

la heu of this, last mght did he with me.
Gra. Why, this is hke the mending of high-

ways
In summer, where the ways are fair enough:
What! are we cuckolds ere we have deserved it?

Pot. Speak not so grossly.—You are ^
amaz’d:

Here is a letter, read it at your leisure;

It comes from Padua, from Beliano*

There you shall find that Portia was the doctor;

Nenssa there, her clerk: Lorenzo here
Shall witness I set forth as soon as you,
And but even now return’d; I have not yet
Enter’d my house.—Antomo, you are welcome;
And I have better news in store for you
Than you expect: unseal this letter soon:
There you shall find three of your argosies

Are nchly come to harbour suddenly:

You shall not know by what strange accident

I chanced on this letter.

Ant. I am dumb.
Bass. Were you the doctor; and I knew you

not? [cuckold?
Gra. Were you the clerk that is to make me
Ner. Ay, but the clerk that never means to

do it,

Unless he live until he be a man. [fellow;

Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bed-
When I am absent, then he with my wife.

Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life

and living;

For here I read for certain that my ships
Are safely come to road.

Por. How now, Lorenzo?
My clerk hath some good comforts too for you.

Ner. Ay, and PU give them him without a
fee.

—

There do I give to you and Jessica,
From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift.

After his death, of all he dies possess’d of.

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way
Of starved people.

Por. ' It is almost morning,
And yet, I am sure, you are not satisfied

Of these events at full. Let us go m;
And charge us there upon iater’gatones.
And we will answer all things faithfully.

Gra. Let it be so;—the first inter’gatory
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on is,

Whether till the next night she had rather
stay,

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day:
But were the day come, I should wish it dark,
That I were couching with the doctor’s clerk,

WeU, while I live, I’ll fear no other thing
So sore as keeping safe Nerissa’s ring.

[Exeunt
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PERSONS REPRESENTED

Dtike. living in exile.

Frederick, Brother to the Duke, and Usurper
of his Dominions,

Amiens, i Lords attending upon the Duke in

Jaques, f his Banishment.

Le Beau, a Courtier attending upon Fre-
derick.

Charles, his Wrestler.

Oliver, 1

Jaques of Sir Rowland de Bois.
Orlando,]

^NNis, to Oliver.

Touchstone, a Clown.

Sir Oliver Martext, a Vicar.

SawL
William, a Country Fellow^ in love with

Audrey.
A Person representing Hymen.
Rosalind, Daughter of the banished Duke.
Celia, Daughter to Frederick.

Phebe, a Shepherdess.

Audrey, a Country Wench.

I.ords belonging to the two Dukes; Pages,
foresters, and other Attendants.

The Scene ties first near Oliver’s House; afterwards partly in ihe Usurpefs Court and
partly in the Forest of Arden.

ACT I.

Scene l.—An Orchard near Oliver’s House.

Enter Orlando and Adam.

Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon
tMs fashion,—bequeathed me by will but poor
a thousand crowns, and, as thou say’st, charged
my brother, on his blessing, to breed me well:
and there begins my sadness. My brother
Jaques he keeps at school, and report speaks
goldenly of his profit: for my part, he keeps
me rustically at home, or, to speak more pro-
perly, stays me here at home unkept: for call

you that keeping for a gentleman nf my birth
that differs not from the stalling of an ox? His

horses are bred better; for, besides that they
are fair with their feeding, they are taught &eix
manage, and to that end nders dearly hired:
but I, his brother, gain nothing under him but
grow^; for the which his animals on his dung-
hills are as much bound to Mm as L Besides
this nothing that he so plentifully gives me,
the something that nature gave me, his coun-
tenance seems to take from me: he lets me
feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a
brother, and as much as inMm lies, mines my
gentihty with my education. TMs is it, Adam,
that grieves me; and the spint of my father,
wMch I think is within me, begins to mutiny
against this servitude: I will no longer endure
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it, though, yet I know no wise remedy how to

avoid it.

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your

brother.

OtI^Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear

how he will shake me up. [Adam retires.

Enter Oliver.

Oh. How, sir! what make you here’
OrL Nothing: I am not taught to make

anything.

Oh. What mar you then, sir’

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar
that which God made, a poor unworthy brother

of yours, with idleness.

Oh. Marry, sir, be better employed, and be
naught awhile.

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks
with them’ What prodigal portion have I

spent that I should come to such penury?

Oh. Know you where you are, sir?

Orl. 0, sir, very well: here in your orchard.

oil. Know you before whom, sir?

Orl Ay, better than him I am before knows
me. I know you are my eldest brother: and
in the gentle condition of blood you should so

know me. The courtesy of nations allows you
my better, in that you are the first-bom; but
the same tradition takes not away my blood,

were there twenty brothers betwixt us: I have
as much of my father in me as you; albeit, I

confess, your coming before me is nearer to Ms
reverence.

Oil. What, boy!
Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are

too young in this.

Oh. Wiit thou lay hands on me, villain?

OtL I am no villain:* I am the youngest
son of Sir Rowland de Bois: he was my father;

and he is thrice a villain that says such a father

begot villains. Wert thou not my brother I

would not take this hand from thy throat till

this other had pulled out thy tongue for saying
so: thou hast railed on thyself.

Adam. [Coming /orward.jSweet masters, be
patient; for your father’s remembrance, be at

accord.

OIL Let me go, I say.

Orl I Will not, till I please: you shall hear
me. My father charged you in his will to give
me good education; you have trained me like

a peasant, obscunng and hiding from me all

gentleman-like qualities: the spirit of my father
grows strong in me, and I will no longer en-
dure it: thepefore, allow me such exercises as
may become a gentleman, or give me the poor
aUottery my father left me by testament; with
that I go buy my fortunes.

OIL And what wilt thou do? beg, when that
is spent? Well, sir, get you in: I will not long
be troubled with you: you shall have some
part of your will: I pray you, leave me.

Orl I will no further ofiend you than be-
comes me for my good.

OIL Get you with him, you old dog.
Adam. Is old dog my reward? Most true,

I have lost my tee^ in your service.—God be
with my old master! he would not have spoke
such a word. [Exeuni Orlando and Adam.

OIL Is it even so? begin you to grow upon

me? I will physic your rankness, and yet give

no thousand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis.

Enter Dennis.

Den. Calls your worship?

Oh. Was not Charles, the duke’s wrestler,

here to speak with me?
Den. So please you, he is here at the door,

and importunes access to you.

Oh. Call him in. [£x;f Dennis.]— ’Twill

be a good way; and to-morrow the wrestling

is.

Enter Charles.

Cha. Good morrow to your v/orship.

Oh. Good Monsieur Charles*—what’s the
new news at the new court?

Cha. There’s no news at the court, sir, but
the old news; that is, the old duke is banished
by his younger brother the nev/ duke, and
three or four loving lords have put themselves
into voluntary exile with him, whose lands
and revenues enrich the new duke, therefore
he gives them good leave to wander.

Oil. Can you tell Rosalind, the duke’s
daughter be banished with her father?

Cha. 0 no; for the duke’s daughter, her
cousin, so loves her,—being ever from their

cradles bred together,—that she would have
followed her exile, or have died to stay behind
her. She is at the court, and no less beloved
of her uncle than his own daughter, and never
two ladies loved as they do.

OIL Where will the old duke live?

Cha. They say he is already in the forest of

Arden, and a many meny men with him; and
there they live like the old Robin Hoed of
England: they say many young gentlemen
flock to him every day, and fleet the time care-
lessly, as they did in the golden world.

Oh, What, you wrestle to-morrow before
the new duke?

Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and I came to ac-
quaint you with a matter. I am given, sir,

secretly to understand that your younger
brother, Orlando, hath a disposition to come
m disguis’d against me to try a fall. To-
morrow, sir, I wrestle for my credit; and he
that escapes me without some broken limb shall

acquit him well. Your brother is but young
and tender; and, for your love, I would be
loath to foil him, as I must, for my own honour,
if he come in: therefore, out of my love to

you, Tcame hither to acquaint you withal; that

either you might stay him from his intendment,
or brook such disgrace well as he shall run
into; in that it is a thing of Ms own search,
and altogether against my will.

Oh. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to

me, wMch thou shalt find 1 will most Mndiy
requite, 1 had myself notice of my brother’s
purpose herein, and have by underhand means
laboured to dissuade him from it; but he is

resolute. I’ll tell thee, Charles, it is the
stubbomest young fellow of France; full of
ambition, an envious emulator of every man’s
good parts, a secret and villanous contriver
against me Ms natural brother; therefore use
thy discretion: 1 had as lief thou didst break
Ms neck as Ms finger. And thou wert best
look to ’t; for if thou dost Mm any slight dis-
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grace, or if he do not mightily grace himself on
thee, he will practise against thee by poison,

entrap thee by some treacherous device, and
never leave thee till he hath ta’en thy life by
some indirect means or other: for, X assure
thee, and almost with tears I speak it, there is

not one so young and so viUanous this day
living. I speak but brotherly of him; but
should I anatomize him to thee as he is, I must
blush and weep, and thou must look pale and
wonder.

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to

you. If he come to-morrow PU give him his

payment. If ever he go alone Fll never
wrestle for prize more: and so, God keep
your worship I [Exit.

on. Farewell, good Charles.—Now will I
stir this gamester: I hope I shall see an end of

him; for my soul, yet I know not why, hates
nothing more than he. Yet he’s gentle; never
schooled and yet learned; full of noble device;

of all sorts enchantingly beloved; and, indeed,
so much in the heart of the world, and espccialiy

of my own people, who best know him, that I

am altogether misprised: but it shall not be so

aong; tins wrestler shall clear ail: nothing re-

mains but that I kindle the boy thither, which
now I’ll go about. [Exit.

Scene II.—i Lawn before the Duke’s Palace.

Enter Rosalind and Celia.

Cel. 1 pray thee. Rosalind, sweet my coz, be
merry.
Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I

am mistress of; and would you yet I were
merrier? Unless you could teach me to forget

a banished father, you must not learn me how
to remember any extraordinary pleasure.

Cel, Herein I see thou lovest me not with

the full weight that I love thee; if thy uncle,

thy banished father, had banished thy uncle,

the duke my father, so thou hadst been still

with me, I could have taught my love to take

thy father for mine; so wouldst thou, if the

truth of thy love to me were so righteously

tempered as mine is to thee.

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my
estate, to rejoice m yours.

Cel. You know my father hath no child but

I, nor none is like to have; and, truly, when
he dies thou shalt be his heir: for what he hath
taken away from thy father perforce, I will

render thee again in affection: by mine honour,

I Will; and when I break that oath, let me
turn monster; therefore, my sweet Rose, my
dear Rose, be merry.

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise

sports; let me see; what think you of falling m
love?

Cel. Marry, I pr’ythee, do, to make sport

wi^al: but love no man in good earnest; nor
no further in sport than with safety of a
pure blush thou mayst in honour come off again.

Ros. What shall be our sport, then?
Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife

Fortune from her wheel, that her gifts may
henceforth be bestowed equally.

Ros, 1 would we could do so; for her bene-
hts are mightily misplaced: and the bountiful

blind woman doth most mistake in her gifts to
women.

Cel. ’Tis true; for those that she makes fair

she scarce makes honest; and those that she
makes honest she makes very ill-favouredly.

Ros. Nay; now thou goest from fortune’s
office to nature’s: fortune reigns in gifts of the
world, not in the lineaments of nature.

Cel. No; when nature hath made a fair crea-
ture may she not by fortune fall into the fire?

—

Though nature hath given us wit to flout at for-

tune, hath not fortune sent in this foo|to cut off

the argument?

Enter Touchstone.

Ros. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for
nature, when fortune makes nature’s natural
the cutter ofi of nature’s wit.

Cel. Peradventure this is not fortune’s work
neither, but nature’s, who perceiveth our
natural wits too dull to reason of such god-
desses, and hath sent this natural for our whet-
stone: for always the dulness of the fool is the
whetstone of the wits.—How now, wit? whither
wander you?

Touch. Mistress, you must come a,way to
^our father.

Cel. Were you made the messenger?
Touch. No, by mine honour; but I was bid

to come for you.
Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool?
Touch. Of a certain knight that swore by his

honour they were good pancakes, and swore by
his honour the mustard was naught: now, I’U
stand to it, the pancakes were naught and the
mustard was good: and yet was not the knight
forsworn.

Ros. Ay, marry, now immuzzle your wisdom.
Touch. Stand you both forth now : stroke your

chins, and swear by your beards that I am a
knave.
CeL By our beards, if we had them, thou art.

Touch. By my knavery, if I had it, then I
were; but if you swear by that that is not, you
are not forsworn: no more was this knight,
sweanng by his honoui, for he never had any;
or if he had, he had sworn it away before ever
he saw those pancakes or that mustard.

Cel. Pr’ythee, who is’t that thou mean’st?
Touch. One that old Frederick, your father,

loves.

Cel. My father’s love is enough to honour
him enough: speak no more of him: you’ll be
whipp’d for taxation one of these days.

Touch. The more pity that fools may not
speak wisely what wise men do foohshly.

Cel. By my troth, that say’st true: for since
the little wit that fools have was silenced, the
little foolery that wise men have makes a great

show. Here comes Monsieur Le Beau.
Ros. jWith hiS mouth full of news.
Cel. which he wiE put on us as pigeons feed

their young.
Ros. Then shall we be news-crammed.
Cel. All the better; we shall be the more

marketable.
Enter Le Beau.

Bonjour, Monsieur Le Beau. What’sthe news?
Le Beau, Fair princess, you have lost much

good sport.
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Cel. Sport’ of uhat colour?

Le Beau. What colour, madam? How shall

I answer you?
Ros. As v,it and fortune will.

Cel. W eil said, that was laid on with a trov/el.

Touch, Nay, J I keep not my rank,

—

Ros Thou loosest thy old smell.

Le Beau. You amaze me, ladies: I would
have told you of good wresthng, which you
have lost the Sight of.

Ros. Y et tell us the manner of the wrestling

Le Beau, 1 will tell you tne beginmng, and,
if it please your ladyships, jou may see the end,
for the best is yet to do, and here, where you
are, they are coming to perform it.

Cel, Weil,—the beginning, that is dead and
buried.

Le Beau. There comes an old man and Ins

three sons,

—

Cal. I could match this beginmng with an
old tale.

le Beau Three proper young men, of ex-
cellent growth and presence, with bills on their

necks,

—

jRos. Be it known unto all men by ihese pre-
sents,—
Le Beau The eldest of the three v/restled

with Charles, the duke’s wrestler; which
Charles in a moment tnrew him, and bioke
three of his ribs, tnat there is Lttle hope of life

m him: so he served the second, and so the
third. Yonder they he , the poor old man, their
father, maiang such pitiful dole over them that
all the beholders take his part with weeping.
Ros. Alas!

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that
the ladies have lost?

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak of.

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day!
It is the first time that ever I heard breaMng of

ribs was sport for ladies.

Cel, Or I, I promise thee.

Ros, But is there any else longs to see this
broken music in his sides? is there yet another
dotes upon rib-breakmg?—Shall we see t^s
wresHing, cousin?
Le Beau. You must, if you stay here : for here

is the place appointed for the wrestling, and
they are ready to perform ii.

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming: let us
now stay and see it.

Flourish. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords,
' Orlando, Charles, and Attendants.

Duke F. Come on, since the youth will not
be entreated, ins own peril on his forwardness.
Ros. Is yonder the man?
Le Beau, Even he, madam.
Cel. Alas, he is too young: yet he loojks suc-

cessfully.

Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousin?
are you ciept hither to see the Wrestling?
Ros. Ay, my liege : so please you give us leave.
Duke F. You will take little delight m it, I

tell you, there is such odds in the men. In
pity of the challenger’s youth I would fain dis-
suade him, but he will notbe entreated. Speak
to him, ladies; see if you can move him.

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau.

!
Duke F. Do so; I’ll not be by.

I

[Duke F. goes apart

I
Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the pnn-

J cesses call for you.
Orl. I attend them with all respect and duty.
Ros. Youngman,have youchallenged Charles

the wrestler?

Orl. No, fair princess; he is the general chal-
lenger. I come but in, as others do, to try with
him the strength of my youth.

Cel Young gentleman, your spirits are too
bold for your years. You have seen cruel proof
of this man’s strength: if you saw yourself with
your eyes, or knew yourself with your judgment
the fear of your adventure would counsel you to
a more equal enterprise. We pray you, for
your own sake, to embrace your own safety,
and give over this attempt.

’

Ros. Do, young sir; your reputation shall not
therefore be misprised* we will make it our suit
to the duke that the wrestling might not go for-
ward.
Orl I beseech you, punish me not with your

hard thoughts: wherein I confess me much
guilty, to deny so fan and excellent ladies any-
thing But let your fair eyes and gentle wishes
go with me to my trial, wherein if I be foiled,
there is but one shamed that was never gra-
cious; if killed, but one dead that is willing to be
so: I shall do my friends no wrong, for I have
none to lament me* the world no injury,
for in it I have nothing, only in the world I fill

up a place, which may be better supplied when
I have made it empty.

Ros. The little strength that I have, I would
it were with you.

Cel. And mine to eke out hers.
Ros. Fare you well. Pray heaven, I be de-

ceived in you!
Cel, Your heart’s desires be with you.
Cha. Come, where is this young gallant that

IS so desirous to he with his mother earth?
Orl. Ready, sir; but his will hath in it a more

modest working.
Duke F. You shall try but one fall.

Cha. No; I warrant your grace, you shall not
entreat him to a second, that have so migWy
persuaded him from a first.

Orl. You mean to mockme after; you should
not have mocked me before: Wt come your
ways.
Ros. Now, Hercules be thy speed, youngman!
Cel, I would I were invisible, to catch the

strong fellow by the leg.

[Charles and Orlando wrestle,
Ros. 0 excellent young man!
CeL If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can

tell who should down.
[Charles is thrown. Shout.

Duke F. No more, no more.
Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace; I am not yet

well breathed.
Duke F. How dost thou, Charles?
Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord.
Duke F. Bear him away.

[Charles is borne out
What is thy name, young man?
Ort Orlando, my hege; the youngest son of

Sir Rowland de Bois.
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Duke F. I would thou hadstbeen son to some
man else.

The world esteem’d thy father honourable,
But I did find him still mine enemy: [deed

Thou shouidst have better pleas’d me with this

Hadst thou descended from another house.
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth;

I would thou hadst told me of another father.

[Exeunt Duke F , Train, and Le Beau.
CeL Were I my father, coz, would I do this?

OtI. I am more proud to be Sir Rowland’s
son, [calling

His youngest son;—and would not change that

To be adopted heir to Frederick.

Ros. My father loved Sir Rowland as his soul,

And ail the world was ot my father’s mind:
Had I before known this young man his son,

I should have given him tears unto entreaties,

Ere he should thus have ventur’d.

Cel. Gentle cousin,

Let us go thank him, and encourage him:
My father’s rough and envious disposition,.

Sticks me at heart.—Sir, you have well deserv’d:

If you do keep your promises in love

But justly, as you have exceeded promise,

Your mistress shall be happy.
Ros. Gentleman,

[Giving him a chain fwm her neck
Wear this for me; one out of suits with fortune,

That could give more, but that her hand lacks
means,

—

Shall we go, coz?

Cel. Ay,—Fare you well, fair gentleman.
Orl. Can I not say, I thank you? My better

parts ‘ [stands up
Are all thrown down; and that which here
Is but a qumtain, a mere lifeless block.

Ros. He calls us back: my pride fell with my
fortunes:

I’ll ask him wnat he would.—Did you call, sir?

—

Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown
More than your enemies.

Cel. Will you go, coz?

Ros, Have with you.—Fare you well.

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celia.
Orl. What passion hangs these weights upon

my tongue?
I cannot speak to her, yet she urg’d conference.

O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown;
Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee.

Re-enter Le Beau.

Le Beau. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel
you

To leave this place. Albeit you have deserv’d
High commendation, true applause, and love.

Yet such IS now the duke’s condition,

That he misconstrues all that you have done.
The duke is humorous; what he is, indeed,
More suits you to conceive than I to speak of.

Orl Ithankyou, sir: and pray yoii, tellme this;

Which of the two was daughter of the duke
That here was at the wrestling? [manners;
Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by

But yet, indeed, the smaller is his daughter:
The other is daughter to the banish’d duke,
And here detain’d by her usurping uncle,

To keep his daughter company; whose loves
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters.

But I can tell you that of late this duke

Hath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle niece.
Grounded upon no other argument
But that the people praise her for her virtues

And pity her for her good father’s sake;
And, on my hfe, bus malice ’gainst the lady
Will suddenly break forth.—Sir, fare you weB!
Hereafter, m a better world than this,

I shall desire more love and knowledge of you.

Orl. 1 rest much bounden to you: fare you
well! [Exit Le Beau.

Thus must I from the smoke into the smother;
From tyrant duke unto a tyrant brother;—
But heavenly Rosahad I [Exit.

Scene III .—A Room in the Palace.

Enter Celia and Rosalind.

Cel. Why, cousin; why, Rosalind;—Cupid
have mercy!—Not a word?

Ros. Not one to throw at a dog.

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be
cast away upon curs, throw some of them at

me; come, lame me with reasons.

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up;
when the one should be lamed with reasons
and the other mad without any.

CeL But is all this for your fatheir

Ros. No, some of it is for my father’s child.

0, how full of bners is this working-day world!
Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon

thee in hohday foolery; if we w^k not in the
troddenpaths ourvery petticoats will catchthem.

Ros. I could shake them off my coat: these
burs are in my heart.

CeL Hem them away. [have him.
Ros. I would cry, if I could cry hem and
CeL Come, come, wrestle with thy afiections.

Ros. O, they take the part of a better

wrestler than myself.

CeL 0, a good wish upon you! you will try

in time, in despite of a fall.—But, turning these

jests out of service, let us talk in good earnest:

is it possible, on such a sudden, you should fall

into so strong a hking with old Sir Rowland’s
youngest son? [dearly.

Ros. The duke my father loved his father

CeL Doth it therefore ensue that you should
love his son dearly? By this kind of chase I

should hate him, for my father hated his father
dearly; yet I hate not Orlando.
Ros. No, ’faith, hate him not, for my sake.

CeL Why should I not? df»th he not deserve
well?
Ros. Let me love him for that; and do you

love him because I do.—Look, here comes the
duke.
CeL With Ms eyes full of anger.

Enter Duke Frederick, with Lords.

DukeF. Mistress, despatch you with your
safest haste,

And get you from our court.

Ros. Me, uncle?
Duke F. You, cousin:

Within these ten days if that thou be’st found
So near our public court as twenty miles.

Thou diest for it.

Ros. I do beseech your grace,

Letme the knowledge of my fault bear with me;
If with mvself I hold intelligence,
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Or hAit ac(|u«izitiQc« with mine own desires;

If that I do aot dream, or be not frantic,

—

As I do trust I am not,—then, dear tmcle,

Never so much as in a thought unborn
Did I offend your highness.
DukeF, Thus do all traitors;

If their purgation did consist in words,

They are as innocent as grace itself:

—

Let it suffice thee that I trust thee not.

JRos. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a
traitor:

Tell me whereon the likelihood depends.

Duke F. Thou art thy father's daughter;

there's enougL
Ros. So was I when your highness took his

dukedom;
So was I when your highness banish’d him;
Treason is not inherited, my lord:

Or, if we did denve it from our friends,

What’s that to me? my father was no traitor!

Then, good my Uege, mistake me not so much
To think my poverty is treacherous.

Cel. Bear sovereign, hear me speak, [sake,

Puke F. Ay, Celia: we stay'd her for your
Else had she with her father rang’d along.

Cel, I did not then entreat to have her stay:

Tt was your pleasure, and your own remorse:
I was too young that time to value her;

But now I know her: if she be a traitor,

Why so am I: we stiU have slept together,

Rose at an instant, leara’d, play’d, eat together;

And wheresoe’er we went, Jlke Juno's swans,

Still we went coupled and inseparable.

Duke F. She is too subtle for thee; and her
smoothness.

Hervery silence, and her patience

Speak to the people, and they pity her.

Thou art a fool; she robs thee of thy name;
And thou wilt show more bright and seem

more virtuous

When she is gone: then open not thy lips;

Rirm and irrevocable is my doom
Which I have pass’d upon her;--she is banish’d.

Cel, Pronounce that sentence, then, on me,
my hege:

I cannot live out of her company, [yourself:

Duke F. You are a fool.—You, niece, provide

If you outstay the time, upon mine honour.
And in the greatness of my word, you die.

[Exeunt Duke F. omf Lords.

Cel 0 my poor Rosalind! whither wilt thou
go?

Wiltthou change fathers? I will give thee mine.
1 charge thee, be not thou more griev’d than 1

am.
Ros. 1 have more cause.

Cel Thou hast not, cousin;
Pr’ythee, be cheerful; know’st thou not the

duke
Hath banish’d me, his daughter?

Ros. That he hath not.

Cel No! hath not? Rosalind lacks, then, the
love

Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one;
Shall we be sunder'd? shall we part, sweet girl?

No; let my father seek another heir.

Therefore devise with me how we may fly.

Whither to go, and what to bear with us:
And do not seek to take your change upon you,
To bear your gnefs yourself, and leave me out;

For, by this heaven, now at our sorrbws pale,
Say what thou canst, I’ll go along with thee.

Ros. Why, whither shall we go?
Cel To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden.
Ros. Alas! what danger will it be to us,

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far?

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold.
Cel I’ll put myself in poor and mean attire,

And with a kind of umber smirch my face;

The like do you: so shall we pass aloag.
And never stir assailants.

Ros. Were it not better,

Because that I am more than common tall,

That I did smt me all points like a man?
A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh,

A boar spear m my hand; and,—in my heart
Lie there what hiddenwoman’s fearthere will,

—

We’ll have a swashing and a martial outside,
As many other mannish cowards have
That do outface it with their semblances.
Cel What shall I call thee when thou art a

man? [own page,
Ros, I’ll have no worse a name than Jove’s

And, therefore, look you call me Ganymede.
But what will you be call’d? [state:

Cel Something that hath a reference to my
No longer Celia, but Aliena.

Ros. But, cousin, what if we assay’d to steal

The clownish fool out of your father’s court?
Would he not be a comfort to our travel?

Cel He’ll go along o’er the wide world with
me;

Leave me alone to woo him. Let’s away.
And get our jewels and our wealth together;
Devise the Attest time and safest way
To hide us from pursuit that will be made
After my flight. Now go we in content
To tiberty, and not in banishment. [Exeunt.

ACT H.

Scene I.—The Forest of Arden.

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and other Lords,
in the dress of Foresters.

Duke S, Now, my co-mates and brothers in
exile,

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet
Than that of painted pomp? Are not these

woods
More free from peril than the envious court?
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam,

—

The seasons’ difference: as the icy fang
And churlish chiding of the winter’s wind,
Which when it bites and blows upon my body.
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile and say,
This is no flattery: these are counsellors
That feelin^y persuade me what I am.
Sweet are tiie uses of adversity;

Which, like the toad, ugly and venemous,
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head;
And this our life, exempt from public haunt,
Fmds tongues in trees, books in the running

brooks.
Sermons in stones, and good in everything.
1 would not change it.

Ami, Happy is your grace,

That can translate the stubbornness of fortune
Into so quiet and so sweet a style, [son?
Duke S. Come, shall we go and Mil us veni-

And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools,
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Being native bnrgliers of this desert city.

Should, in their own confines, with forked heads
Have their round haunches gor'd.

I Lord, Indeed, my lord,

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that;

And, in that Mnd, swears you do more usurp
Than doth your brother, that hath banish'd you.

To-day my ioru of Amiens and myself
Bid steal behind him as he ky along
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps cut
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood:
To the which place a poor sequester'd stag,

That from the hunters’ aim had ta’en a hurt.

Bid come to languish; and, indeed, my lord.

The wretched animal heav'd forth such groans,
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat
Almost to bursting; and the big round tears
Cours’d one another down his innocent nose
In piteous chase: and thus the hairy fool,

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques,
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook,
Augmenting it with tears.

Duke S. But v/hat said Jaques?
Bid he not moralize the spectacle?

1 Lord, 0, yes, into a thousand similies.

First, for his weeping into the needless stream;
Poor deer, quoth he, ihou mak’st a testament
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more
To that which had too muck: then, being there

alone,

Left and abandon’d of his velvet friends;

*Ti$ right, quoth he; thus misery doth part
Theflux of company: anon, a careless herd,
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him,
And never stays to greet him; Ay, quoth

Jaques,
Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens;

*Tis just the fashion: wherefore do you look
upon that Poor and broken bankrupt there?

Thus most invectively he pierceth through
The body of the country, city, court,

Yea, and of this our hfe: swearing that we
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse.
To fright the animals, and to kill them up
In their assign’d and native dwelling-place-

Duke S, And did you leave him in this con-
templation? [menting

2 Lord, we did, tuy lord, weeping and com-
Upon the sobbing deer.
Duke S. Show me the place:

I love to cope Mm in these sullen fits.

For then he's full of matter.
2 Lord. I'll bring you to him straight.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—A Hoorn in the Palace.

Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, and Attend-
ants.

Duke F. Can it be possible that no man saw
them?

It cannot be: some villains of my court
Are of consent and sufferance in tMs.

X Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her.

The ladies, her attendants of her chamber.
Saw her a-bed; and in the morning early
They found the bed untreasur’d of their

mistress. [so oft

2 Lord. My lord, the roynish clown, at whom
Your grace'was wont to laugh, is also missing.

Hesperk, the princess’ gentlewoman.
Confesses that she secretly o’erheard
Your daughter and her cousin much commend
The parts and graces of the wrestler

That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles
And she believes, wherever they are gone.
That youth is surely in their company.
Duke F. Send to Ms brother; fetch that

gallant hither:

If he be absent, bring his brother to me,
I’ll make Mm find Mm: do this suddenly;
And let not search and inquisition quail

To bnng again these foohsh runaways.
[Exeunt

Scene HI.—Before Oliver’s House.

Enter Orlando and Adam, meeting.

Orl. Who’s there?
Adam. What! my young master?—0, my

gentle master!

0, my sweet master! O you memory
Of old Sir Rowland! why, what make you here?
Why are you virtuous? why do people love you?
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and

vahant?
Why would you be so fond to overcome
The bony prizer of the humorous duke?
Your praise is come too swiftlyhome before you.
Know you not, master, to some kind of men
Their graces serve them but as enemies?
No more do yours; your virtues, gentle master.
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you.

0, what a world is tMs, when what is comely
Envenoms Mm that bears it!

Orl. Why, what’s the matter?
Adam. 0 unhappy youth,

Come not witMn these doors; witMn this roof

The enemy of all your graces lives;

Your brother,—no, no brother; yet the son

—

Yet not the son; ! will not call lum son—
Of Mm I was about to call Ms father,

—

Hath heard your praises; and tMs night he
means

To bum the lod^ng where you used to lie.

And you within it: if he fail of that,

He win have other means to cut you off;

I overheard Mm and Ms practices.

This is no place; tMs house is but a butchery:
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. [me go?

Orl. Why, wMther, Adam, wouldst thou have
Adam. No matter wMther, so you come not

here.

Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and
beg my food?

Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce

A tMevish living on the common road?

TMs I must do, or know not what to do:
Yet tMs I will not do, do how I can:

I rather wM subject me to the malice

Of a diverted blood and bloody brother.

Adam. But do not so. I have five hundred
crowns.

The thrifty hire I sav’d under your father,

Which 1 did store to foe my foster-nurse

When service should in my old limbs lie lame
And unregarded age in corners thrown;
Take that; and He that doth the ravens feed,

Yea, providently caters for the sparrow,
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Be comfort to ay age!- Here is the gold;
Ail tMs I give you. Let me be your servant;
Tbougb I look old, yet I am strong and lusty;
For in my youth I never did apply
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood;
Nor did not with tmbasbful forehead woo
The means of weakness and debility;

Therefore my age is as a lusty winter,

Frosty, but todly: let me go with you;
FU do the service of a younger man
In all your business and necessities. [pears

Ort 0 good old man; how well in thee ap-
The constant service of the antique world,

When service sweat for duty, not for meed!
Thou art not for the fashion of these times,

Where none will sweat but for promotion;

And having that, do choke their service up
Even with the havmg: it is not so with thee.

But, poor old man, thou prun’st a rotten tree,

That cannot so much as a blossom yield

la lieu of all thy pains and husbandry.
But come thy ways, we’li go along together;
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent
We’ll light upon some settled low content.
Adam, Master, go on; and I will follow thee

To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty.—
From seventeen years till now almost forescore
Here lived I, but now live here no more.
And seventeen years many their fortunes seek,
Bat at fourscore it is too ate a week:
Yet fortune cannot recompense me better

Than to die well, and not my master’s debtor.

[EKeunt.

Scene IV.—The Forest of Arden,

Enter Rosalind in boy’s clothes, Celia
dressed like a shepherdess, and Touchstone

Ros. 0 Jupiter! how weary are my spirits!

Touch, I care not for my spirits if my legs
were not weary.

iJos. I could find in my heart to disgrace
my man’s apparel, and to cry like a woman:
but I must comfort the weaker vessel, as doub-
let and hose ought to show itself courageous to

petticoat; therefore, courage, good Ahena.
Cel. I pray you, bear with me; I can go no

farther.

Touch, For my part, I had rather bear with
you than bear you: yet I should bear no cross
if I did bear you; for, I think, you have no
money m your purse.
Ros. Well, this IS the forest of Arden.
Touch. Ay, now am I m Arden; the more

fool I; when I was at home I was in a better
place; but travellers must be content.

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone.—Look
you, who comes here? a young man and an old
in solemn talk.

Enter CosiN and SiLVius.

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you
^**5* [love her!

Sil. O Conn, that thou knew’st how I do
Cor. I partly guess; for I have lov’d ere now.
Sil, Ho, Corin, being old, thou canst not

^ess;
Though in thy youth thou wast as ttue a lover
As ever sigh’d upon a midmght pillow:
But if thy love were ever like to mine,—

As sure I think did never man love so,

—

How many actions most ridiculous

Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy?
Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten.
StL O, thou didst then ne’er love so heartily:

If thou remember’st not the slightest folly
That ever love did make thee run into,

Thou hast not lov’d:

Or if thou hast not sat as I do now,
Wearymg thy hearer in thy mistress’ praise,
Thou hast not lov’d;

Or if thou hast not broke from company
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me,
Thou hast not lov’d; 0 Phebe, Phebe, Phebe!

[Exit SiLVIUS.
Ros. Alas, poor shepherd! searching of thy

wound,
I have by hard adventure found mine own.

Touch. And I mine. I remember, when I

I

was in love, I broke my sword upon a stone,
and bid him take that for coming a-night to
Jane Smile; and I remember the kissing of her
batiet, and the cow’s dugs that her pretty
chapp’d hands had milk’d: and I remember
the wooing of a peascod instead of her; from
whom I took two cods, and, giving her them
again, said with weeping tears, Wear these for
my sake. We that are true lovers run into
strange capers; but as all mortal in nature
so is all nature in love mortal in folly. [of.

Ros. Thou speak’st wiser than thou art ’ware
Touch. Nay, I shall ne’er be ’ware of mine

ov/n wit till I break my shins against it.

Ros. Jove, Jove! this shepherd’s passion
Is much upon my fashion. [stale with me.

Touch. And mine, but it grows something
Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond man

If he for gold will give us any food:
I faint almost to death.

Touch. Holla, you clown!
Ros. Peace, fool; he’s not thy kinsman.
Cor. Who calls?

Touch. Your betters, sir.

Cor Else are they very wretched.
Ros. Peace, I say.

—

Good even to you, friend.

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all.

Ros. 1 pr’ythee, shepherd, if that love or gold
Can in this desert place buy entertainment.
Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed:
Here’s a young maid with travel much op-

press’d,

And faints for succor.
Cor. Fair, sir, T pity her,

And wish, for her sake more than for mine own,
My fortunes were more able to relieve her:
But I am shepherd to another man,
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze:
My master is of churlish disposition,
And little recks to find the way to heaven
By doing deeds of hospitahty:
Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed
Are now on sale; and at our sheepcote now,
By reason of his absence, there is nothmg
That you will feed on; but what is, come see,
And in my voice most welcome shall you be.

ifos. What is he that shall buy his flock and
pasture?

. [but erewhile,
Cor. That young swain that you saw here

That little cares for buying anything.
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Ros. I pray tliee, if it stand with honesty,

Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock,

And thou shait have to pay for it of us.

Cel, And we will mend thy wages. I like

this place,

And willingly could waste my time in it.

Cor. Assuredly the thing is to be sold:

Go with me: if you hke, upon report,

The soil, the profit, and this kind of life,

T will your very faithful feeder be,

And buy it with your gold right suddenly.
[Exeunt.

Scene V.—Another part of the Forest,

Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others,

SONG.

Ami. Tinder the greenwood tree.

Who loves to he with me,
And tune h^s merry note
TJnto the sweet bird’s throat,

Come hither, come hither, come hither;
Here shall he see
No enemy.

But wmter and rough weather,

Jaq, More, more, I pr’ythee, more.
Ami. It will make you melancholy, Mon-

sieur Jaques.
Jaq. I thank it. More. I pr’ythee, more.

I can suck melancholy out of a song, as a
weasel sucks eggs. More, I pr’ythee, more.

Ami. My voice is ragged; I know I cannot
please you.

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me, I do
desire «-you to sing. Come, more: another
stanza: call you them stanzas?

Ami. What you will, Monsieur Jaques.
Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names; they

owe me nothing. Will you sing? [myself.

Ami. More at your request than to please
Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I’ll

thank you: but that they call compliment is

like the encounter of two dog-apes; and when
a man thanks me heartily, methinks I have
given him a penny, and he renders me the
beggarly thanks. Come, sing; and you that
wiU not, hold your tongues.

Ami. Well, I’ll end the song.—Sirs, cover
the wMle: the duke will drink under this tree;—he hath been all this day to look you.

Jaq, And I have been all this day to avoid
him. He is too disputable for my company:
I think of as many matters as he; but I give
heaven thanks, and make no boast of them.
Come, warble, come.

SONG.

Who doth ambition shun, [All togethe/' here.

And loves to hve 1’ the sun,
Seekmg the food he eats,

And pleas’d with what he gets,

Come hither, come hither, come hither;
Here shall he see
No enemy,

But wmter and rough weather.

Jaq. I’ll give you a verse to this note, that

I made yesterday in despite of mf’invention.
Ami, And I’ll sing it.

Jaq. Thus it goes;

If it do come to pass
That any man torn ass,

leaving his wealth and ease
A stubborn will to please,

Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame;
Here shall he see
Gross fools as he.

An if'he will come to Arm.

Ami. What’s that ducdame?
Jaq. ’Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools

into a circle. I’ll go sleep, if I can; if I can-
not, I’ll rail against all the first-bom of Egypt.
Ami. And I’ll go seek the duke; his ban-

quet is prepared. [Exeunt severally.

Scene VI .—Another pari of the Forest.

Enter Orlando and Adam.

Adam. Dear master, I can go no farther: O,
I die for food! Here he I down, and measure
out my grave. Farewell, Mud master.

Orl. Why, how now, Adam! no greater
heart in thee? Live a little; comfort a httie;

cheer thyself a httie. If this uncouth forest

yield anything savage, I will either be food for

it or bring it for food to thee. Thy conceit is

nearer death than thy powers. For my sake
be comfortable: hold death awhile at the arm’s
end: I will here be with thee presently; and if

I bring thee not something to eat, I’ll give

thee leave to die: but if thou diest before I

come, thou art a mocker of my labour. Well
said! thou look’st cheerily; and I’ll be with

thee quickly.—Yet thou best m the bleak air:

come, I will bear thee to some shelter; and
thou shait not die for lack of a dinner if there

hve anything in this desert. Cheerily, good
Adam! [Exeunt,

Scene VII .—Another part of the Forest,

A Table set.

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and others.

Duke S. I thinkhe be transform’d into a beast;
For I can nowhere find him like a man.

I Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone
hence;

Here was he merry, hearing of a song.

Duke S. If he, compact of jars, grow musical.

We shall have shortly discordm the spheres.

Go, seek him; tell him I would speak with him.
I Lord, He saves my labour by his own ap-

proach.

Enter Jaques.

Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur! what a
life is this,

That your poor friends mustwoo your company?
What! you look merrily.

Jaq. A fool, a fool!~I met a fool i’ the forest,

A mofiey fool;—a miserable world!

—

As I do live by food, I met a fool,

Who laid him down and bask’d him in the sun,

And rail’d on Lady Fortune in good terms,

In good set terms^—and yet a motley fool.

Go^-morrow, fool, quoth I: No, sir, quoth he.

Call me notfool till heaven hath sent mefortune,

And*then he drew a dial from his poke,

And, looking on it with lack-lustre eye.

Says very wisely, It is ten o’docfe:

Thus may we see, quoth he, how the world wags.
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^Tis but an hour ago since it was nine;

And after one hour more Hwill be eleven;

And 50, from hour to hour, we npe and ripe^

And then,from hour to hour, we rot and rot;

And therehy hangs a tale* When I did hear
The motley fool thus moral on the time.

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer,

That fools should be so deep contemplative;

And I did laugh, sans intermission,

An hour by his dial.—0 noble fool I

A worthy fooll—Motiey^s the only wear.
Duke S. What fool is this?

Jag. 0 worthy fool!—One that hath been a
courtier.

And says, if ladies be but young and fair,

They have the gift to know it: and in his brain,

Which IS as dry as the remainder biscuit

After avoyage,—he hath strange placescramm’d
With observation, the which he vents

In mangled forms.—O that I were a fool!

I am ambitious for a motley coat.

Duke S. Thou shalt have one.

Jag. It is my only suit,

Provided that you weed your better judgments
Of all opinion that grows rank in them
That I am wise. I must have hberty
Withal, as large a charter as the wind,

To blow on whom I please; for so fools have:
And they that are most galled with my folly,

They most must laugh. And why, sir, must
they so?

The why is plain as way to pansh church:
He that a fool doth very wisely hit

Doth very foohshly, although he smart,

Not to seem senseless of the bob, if not,

The wise man’s folly is anatomiz’d
Even by the squandering glances of the fool.

Invest me in my motley; give me leave

Tospeakmymind, and Iwdlthroughandthrough
Cleanse the foul body of the infected world.

If they will patiently receive my medicine.
Duke S. Fie on thee! I can tell what thou

wouldst do.

Jag. What, for a counter, would I do but good?
Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chid-

ing sin;

For thou thyself hast been a libertine,

As sensual as the brutish sting itself;

And all the embossed sores and headed evils

That thou with license of free foot hast cau

Jaq. Why, who crTes out on pnde,
That can therein tax any private party?
Doth it not flow as hugely as the 'sea,

Till that the weary very means do ebb?
What woman in the city do I name
When that I say, The city-woman bears
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders?
Who can come in and say that I mean her,
^hea such a one as she, such is her neighbour?
Or what is he of basest functien,
That says his bravery is not on cost,

—

Thinking that I mean him,—but therem suits
His foUy to the metal of my speech?
There then; how then? what then? Letme see

wherein
My tongue hath wrong’d him; if it do him right,
Then he hath wrong’d himself; if he be free,
Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies,

TJnclaim’d of any man.—But who comes here?

[act n.

Enter Orlando, with his sword drawn.

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more.
Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet,

Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv’d.

Jaq. Of what kmd should this cock come of?

Ihike S. Art thou thus bolden’d, man, by
thy distress:

Or else a rude despiser of good manners,
That in civility thou seem’st so empty? [point

Orl. You touch’d my vein at first: the thorny
Of bare distress hath ta’en from me the show
Of smooth civility: yet am I inland bred,

And know some nurture. But forbear, I say;

He dies that touches any of this fruit

Till I and my affairs are answered.
Jag. An you will not be answered with rea-

son, I must die.

Duke S. What would you have? your gentle-

ness shall force

More than your force move us to gentleness.

Orl. I almost die for food, and let me have it.

Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to
our table. [you:

Orl Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I pray
I thought that all things had been savage here,
And therefore put I on the countenance
Of stem commandment. But whate’er you are
That in this desert inaccessible,

Under the shade of melancholy boughs,
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time;

If ever you have look’d on better days,

If ever been where beUs have knojl’d to church,
If ever sat at any good man’s feast,

If ever from your eyelids wip’d a tear,

And know what ’tis to pity and be pitiqjil»

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be:
In the which hope I blush, and hide my sword.
Duke S. True is it that we have seen better

days,
And have with holy bell been knoll’d to church,
And sat at good men’s feasts, and wip’d our eyes
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender’d;
And therefore sit you down m gentleness,

And take upon command what help we have,
That to your wanting may be minister’d.

Orl Then butforbearyour food a little while,

Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn,
And give it food. There is an old poor man.
Who after me hath many a weary step

Limp’d in pure love: till he be first suffic’d,

—

Oppress’dwithtwoweak evils, ageandhunger,

—

I win not touch a bit.

Duke S. Go find him out,

And we will nothing waste till your return.

Orl I thank ye; and be bless’d for your good
comfort] [Fxuf.

Duke S. Thou seest we are not all alone un-
happy;

This wide and universal theatre

Presents more woeful pageants than the scene
Wherein we play in.

Jaq. All the world’s a stage,

And all the men and women merely players;

They have their exits and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages. At first the iiifant,

Mewling andpukmg in the nurse’s arms;
Then the whining school-boy, with his satchel

And shining morning face, creeping like snail
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Unwiliingly to school. And then the !oTer,

Sighing l3s:e furnace, with a woeful ballad

Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier,

Full of strange oaths, and beardedhke the pard,

Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,

Seeking the bubble reputation.

Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the
justice.

In fair round belly with good capon lin’d,

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut.

Full of wise saws and modem instances;

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts

Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon,

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side;

His youthful hose, well sav’d, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

And whistles in bis sound. Last scene of ail,

That ends this strange eventful history.

Is second childishness and mere oblivion;

Sansteeth, sans eyes, sanstaste, sans everything.

Re-enter Orlajtoo with Adam.

Duke S. Welcome. Set down your venerable
burden,

And let him feed.

Orl. I thank you most for him.
Adam, So had you need:

I scarce can speak to thank you for myself.
Duke S. Welcome; fall to: I will not trouble

you
As yet, to question^you about your fortunes.

—

Give us some music; and, good cousin, sing.

Amiens sings,

SONG.

Blow, blow, thou winter wind,
Thou art not so unkind
As man's ingratitude;

Thy tooth is not so keen.
Because thou art not seen,

Although thy breath be rude.

Heigh-ho! smg, heigh-ho! unto the green holly:

Most friendship is feignmg, most loving mere folly:

Then, heigh-ho, the holly I

This life IS most jolly.

n.

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,
That dost not bite so nigh
As benefits forgot:

Though thou the waters warp,
Thy sting is not so sharp
As friend remember’d not.

Heigh-ho! smg, heigh-ho! &c.

Duke S. If that you were the good Sir Row-
land’s son,

—

As you have whisper’d faithfully you were.
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness
Most truly limn’d and living in your face,

—

Be truly welcome hither: I am the duke
That lov’d your father. The residue of your

fortune,

Go to my cave and tell me.—Good old man.
Thou art right welcome as thy master is;

Support him by the arm.—Give me your hand,
And let me all your fortunes understand.

[Exeunt,

21Q

ACT HI.

Scene L—A Room in the Palace.

Enter Dt3KE Frederick, Oliver, Lords,
and Attendants.

Duke F. Not seen him since? Sir, six, that

cannot he:

But were I not the better part made mercv,
I should not seek an absent argument
Of my revenge, thou present. But look to it:

Find out thy brother wheresoe’er he is:

Seek him with candle; bring him dead or living

Wife this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more
To seek a living m our territory.

Thy lands, and all things feat thou dost call thine

Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands,
Till thou canst qmt thee by fey brother’s mouth
Of what we think against thee.

on. 0 that your highness knew my heart in

this!

I never lov’d my brother in my life.

Duke F. More villain thou.—Well, push him
out of doors,

i
And let my officers of such a nature
Make an extent upon his house and lands:
Do this expediently, and turn him going.

[Exeunt.

Scene IL—The Forest of Arden.

Enter Orlando, with a paper,

Orl. Hang there, my verse, in witness of my
love; [vey

And thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, sur-

Wife thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above,
Thyhuntress’name,thatmy fulllifedoth sway.

0 Rosalind! these trees shall be my books.
And in their barks my thoughts I’ll character.

That every eye which in this forest looks
Shall see fey virtue witness’d everywhere.

Run, run, Orlando; carve on every tree.

The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive she.
[Exit.

Enter Corin and Touchstone.

Cor. And how like you this shepherd’s life,

Master Touchstone?
Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself,

it is a good life; but in respect that it is a shep-

herd’s life, it is naught. In respect that it is

solitary, I like it very well; but in respect feat

it is private, it is a very vile life. Now in re-

spect it IS in the fields, it pleasefeme well; but

in respect it is not m the court, it is tedious.

As it is a spare life, look you, it fitsmy humour
well; but as there is no more plenty In it, it

goes much against my stomach. Hast any
philosophy in feee, shepherd?

Cor. No more but that I know the more one
sickens the worse at ease he is; and that he
that wants money, means, and content, is with-
out three good friends; that fee property of

rain is to wet, and fire to bum; that good pas-
ture makes fat sheep; and that a great cause
of the night is lack of the sun; that he that
hath learned no wit by nature nor art may com-
plain of good breeding, or comes of a very dull

kindred.
Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher,

Wast ever in court, shepherd?
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Cor. truly.

Touch. Then thou art damned.
Cor. Ifay, I hope,

Touch. Truly, thou art damned; like an ill-

roasted egg, all on one side.

Cor. For not being at court? Your reason.

Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court

thou never saw*st good manners; if thou never
saw’st good manners, then thy manners must
be wic&d; and wickedness is sin, and sin is

damnation. Thou art in a parlous state, shep-
herd.

Cor. Not a whit, Touchstone: those that

are good manners at the court are as ridiculous

in the country as the behaviour of the country

is most mockabie at the court. You told me
you salute not at the court, but you Mss your
hands; that courtesy would be uncleanly if

courtiers were shepherds.

Touch. Instance, briefly; come, instance.

Cou Why, we are still handling our ewes;
and their fells, you know, are greasy.

Touch. Why, do not your courtier’s hands
sweat? and is not the grease of a mutton as
wholesome as the sweat of a man? Shallow,

shallow: a better instance, I say; come.
Cot. Besides, our hands are hard.

Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner.

Shallow again: a more sounder instance;

come.
Cor. And they are often tarred over with

the surgery of our sheep; and would you have
us Mss tar? The courtier’s hands are perfumed
with civet.

Touch. Most shallow man! thou worms-
meat, in respect of a good piece of flesh, in-

deed!—Tearn of the wse, and perpend: civet

is of a baser birth than tar,—the very uncleanly

flux of a cat. Mend the instance, shepherd.

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me:
I’ll rest.

Touch. Wilt thou rest damned? God help

thee, shallow man! God make incision in

thee! thou art raw.

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer: I earn that

I eat, get that I wear; owe no man hate, envy
no man’s happiness; glad of other men’s good,

content with my harm; and the greatest of my
pride is, to see my ewes graze and my lambs
suck.

Touch. That is another simple sin in you; to

bring the ewes and the rams together, and to

ofier to get your living by the copulation of

Cattle: to be bawd to a bell-wether; and to

betray a she-lamb of a twelvemonth to a
crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of all

reasonable match. If thou be’st not damned
for this, the devil himself will have no shep-
herds; I cannot see else how thou shouldst
’scape.

Con Here comes young Master Ganymede,
my new mistress’ brother.

Enter Rosalusd, reading a paper.

Ro$. From the east to western Ind,
No jewel is like FosaUnd.
Her worth, being mounted on the wmd,
Through all the world bears Rosalind.
All the pictures fairest hn’d

,
Are but black to Rosalind.

Let no face be kept m mind
But the fair of Rosalind.

Touch. FU rhyme you so eight years to-
gether, dinners, and suppers, and sleeping
hours excepted: It is the right butter-woman’s
rank to market.

Ros. Out, fool!

Touch, For a taste:

If a hart do lack a hind,

Let bim seek out Rosalmd.
If the cat will after kmd,
So, be sure, will Rosalind.

Wmter garments must be lin’d.

So must slender Rosalind.
They that reap must sheaf and bind,

—

Then to cart with Rosalind.
Sweetest nut hath sourest rmd.
Such a nut is Rosalmd.
He that sweetest rose will find
Must find love’s prick, and Rosalmd.

This is the very false gallop of verses: why do
you infect yourself with them?
Ros. Peace, you dull fool! I found them on

a tree.

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit.

Ros. I’ll graff it with you, and then I shall
grafl it with a medlar: then it will be the
earliest fruit in the country: for you’ll be
rotten ere you be half ripe, and that’s the right
virtue of the medlar.

Touch. You have said; but whether wisely
or no, let the forest judge.

Enter Celia, reading a paper.

Ros. Peace!
Here comes my sister, reading: stand aside!

Cel. Why should this a desert be?
For it IS unpeopled’ No;

Tongues I’ll hang on every tree.
That shall civil sayings show;

Some, how brief the life of man
Runs his erring pilgrimage.

That the stretchmg of a span
Buckles m his sum of age.

Some, of violated vows
’Twizt the souls of friend and friend;

But upon the fairest boughs.
Or at every sentence end,

Will I Rosalmda write,

Teaching all that read to know
The qumtessence of every sprite

Heaven would m little show.
Therefore heaven nature charg’d

That one body should be fill’d

With all graces wide enlarg’d;
Nature presently distill’d

Helen’s cheek, but not ber heart;
Cleopatra’s majesty;

Atalanta’s better part;

Sad Lucretia’s modesty.
Tbas Rosalmd of many parts
By heavenly synod was devis’d,

Of many faces, eyes, and hearts,
To have the touches dearest priz’d.

Heavenwouldthatshethese giftsshouldhave.
And I to hve and die her slave.

Ros. 0 most gentle Jupiter!—what tedious
homily of love have you wearied your parish-
ioners withal, and never cried, ffave patience,
good people!

Cel. How now! back, friends;—shepherd,
go off a little:—^go with him, sirrah.
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Touch, Come* shepherd, let us make an
honourable retreat; though not with bag and
baggage, yet with scrip and scnppage.

[Exeunt Corin and Touch.
Cel, Didst thou hear these verses?
Ros. 0 yes, I heard them all, and more too;

for some of them had in them more feet than
the verses would bear.

Cel. That’s no matter; the feet might bear
the verses.

Ros. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could
not bear themselves without the verse, and
therefore stood lamely in the verse.

Cel, But didst thou hear without wondering
how thy name should be hanged and carved
upon these trees?

Ros. 1 was seven of the mne days out of the
wonder before you came, for look here what I
found on a palm tree: I was never so be-
rhymed since Pythagoras’ time, that I was an
Irish rat, which I can hardly remember.

Cel. Trow you who hath done this?

Ros. Is it a man?
Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about

his neck. Change you colour?

Ros. I pray thee, who?
Cel. 0 lord, lord! it is a hard matter for

friends to meet; but mountains may be re-

moved with earthquakes, and so encounter.

Ros. Nay, but who is it?

Cel. Is it possible?
Ros. Nay, I pr’ythee now, with most peti-

tionary vehemence, tell me who it is.

Cel. 0 wonderful, wonderful, and most
wonderful wonderful! and yet again wonderful,
and after that, out of all whooping!

Ros. Good my complexion! dost thou think,

though I am caparisoned like a man, I have a
doublet and hose in my disposition? One inch
of delay more is a South-sea of discovery. I

pr’ythee, tell me, who is it? qmckly, and
speak apace. I would thou couldst stammer,
that thou mightst pour this concealed man out

of thy mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow-

mouthed bottle; either too much at once or

none at all. I pr’ythee take the cork out of

thy mouth, that I may dunk thy tidings.

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly.

Ros. Is he of God’s making? What manner
of man’ Is his head worth a hat or his chm
worth a beard’

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard.
Ros. Why, God will send more if the man

will be thankful- let me stay the growth of

his beard if thou delay me not the knowledge
of his chin.

Cel. It IS young Orlando, that tripped up the
wrestler’s heels and your heart both in an in-

stant.

Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking: speak
sad brow and true maid.

Cel. V faith, coz, ’tis he.
Ros. Orlando?
Cel. Orlando.
Ros. Alas the day! what shall I do with my

doublet and hose?—^What did he when thou
saw’st Mm? What said he? How look’d he?
Wherein went he? What makes he here?
Did he ask for me? Where remains he? How
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parted he with thee? and when shalt thou see
him agam? Answer me in one word.

Cel. You must borrow me Gargantua’s
mouth first: ’tis a word too great for any
mouth of this age’s size. To say ay and no to
these particulars is more than to answer m a
catechism.

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this
forest, and in man’s apparel? Looks he as
fresMy as he did the day he wrestled?

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies as to re-
solve the propositions of a lover:—but take a
taste of my findmg him, and relish it with good
observance. I found him under a tree, like a
dropped acorn.
Ros. It may well be called Jove’s tree,

when it drops forth such fruit.

Cel. Give me audience, good madam.
Ros. Proceed.
Cel. There lay he, stretched along like a

wounded kmght.
Ros. Though it be pity to see such a sight,

it well becomes the ground.
Cel. Cry, holla! to thy tongue, I pr’y^ee;

it curvets unseasonably- He was furnished
hke a hunter.

Ros. 0, ominous! he comes to kill my heart-

Cel. I would sing my song without a bur-
den: thou bnng’st me out of tune.

Rrss. Do you not Imow I am a woman? when
I think, I must speak. Sweet, say on.

Cel. You bring me out.—Soft! comes he not
here?

Ros. ’Tis he; slink by, and note him.
[Celia c/id Rosalind retire.

Enter Orlando and Jaques.

Jaq. I thank you for your company; but,

good faith, I had as lief have been myself alone.

Orl. And so had I; but yet, for fashion’s sake,

I thank you too for your society, [as we can.

Jaq. God be with you: let’s meet as httle

Orl. I do desire we may he better strangers.

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with
wnting love-songs in their barks.

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses
with reading them ill-favouredly.

Jaq. Rosalind is your love’s name?
Orl. Yes, just.

Jaq. I do not hke her name.
Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you

when she was chnstened?
Jaq. What stature is she of?

Orl. Just as high as*my heart.

Jaq. You are full of pretty answers. Have
you not been acquainted with goldsmiths’

wives, and conned them out of rings?

Orl. Not so; but I answer you right painted

cloth, from whence you have studied your
questions.

Jcq. You have a nimble wit: I think it was
made of Atalanta’s heels. Will you sit down
with me? and we two will rad against our
mistress the world, and all our misery.

Orl. I will cMde no breather in the world
but myself, against whom I know most faults.

Jaq. The worst fault you have is to be in

love.

Orl. ’Tis a fault I will not change for your
best virtue. I am weary of you.
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Joq, By my trotli, I was seeking for a fool

wiiea I fotind yon.

OrL He is drowned in the brook; look bat

in, and yon shall see him.
Joq, There I shall see mine own figure.

Orl. WMch I take to be either a fool or a

cipher.

Jaq, ril tarry no longer with you: farewell,

good Signlor Lots.

OtI. Iam glad of your departure: adieu, good

Monsieur Melancholy.
Exit Jaq.—Cel. ard Ros. come forward.

Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lac quey,

and under &at habit play the knave with him.

—

Bo you hear, forester?

OtI. Very weE: what would you?

Ros. I pray you, what is’t o’clock?

OtI. You should ask me what time o’day;

there’s no clock in the forest.

Ros. Then there’s no true lover in the forest,

else sighing every minute and groaning every

hour would detect the lazy foot of time as well

tfs a clock.

OtI. And why not the swift foot of time? had
not that been as proper?

Ros. By no means, sir. Time travels in

divers paces with divers persons. I will tell

you who time ambles withal, who time trots

withal, who time gallops withal, and who he
stands still withal.

Orl. I pr’ythee, who doth he trot withal?

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid
between the contract of her marriage and the

day it is solemnized; if the interim be but a
se’nnight, time’s pace is so hard that it seems
the length of seven years.

Orl, Who ambles time withal?

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin and a
rich man that hath not the gout: for the one
deeps easily, because he cannot study; and the
other lives merrily, because he feels no pain;

the one lacking the burden of lean and wasteful
learning; the other knowing no burden of heavy
tedious penury. These time ambles withal.

Orl Who doth he gallop withal?

Ros. With a thief to the gallows; for though
he go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself
too soon there.

Orl Who stays it still withal?

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation; for they
sleep between term and term, and then they
perceive not how time moves.
Orl Where dwell you, pretty youth?
Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister; here

in the skirts of the forest, Eke foinge upon a
petticoat.

Orl Are you a native of this place?
Ros. As the coney, that you see dwell where

she is Madled.
Orl. Your accent is something finer than you

could purchase in so removed a dwelling.
Ros. I have been told so of many: but in-

deed an old religious uncle of mine taught me
to speak, who was in his youth an inland man;
one that knew courtship too weE, for there he
fell in love. I have heard Mm read many

!

lectures against it; and I thank God I am not a

'

woman, to be touched with so many giddy of-
fences as he hath generally taxed their whole

I

sex withal. .
1

Orl Can you remember any of the principal
evils that he laid to the charge of women?
Ros. There were none principal; they were

aE like one another as halfpence are; every one
Mult seeming monstrous till Ms fellow fault

came to match it.

Orl I pr’ythee, recount some of them.
Ros, No; I will not cast away my physic but

on those that are sick. There is a man haunts
the forest that abuses our young plants with
carving Rosalind on their barks; hangs odes
upon hawthorns, and elegies on bramWes; all,

forsooth, deifymg the name of Rosalind: if I

could meet that fancymongerlwould give Mm
some good counsel, for he seems to have the
quotidian of love upon him.

Orl. I am he that is so love-shaked; I pray
you, teE me your remedy.

Ros. There is none ofmy uncle’s marks upon
you: he taught me how to know a man m love;

in wMch cage of rushes I am sure you are not
prisoner.

Orl. What were Ms marks?
Ros. A lean cheek; which you have not: a

blue eye and sunken; which you have not: an
unquestionable spint; wMch you have not: a
beard neglected; which you have not: but I
pardon you for that; for simply your having in
beard is a younger brother''s revenue:—then
your hose should be ungartered, your bonnet
unbanded, your sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe
untied, and everything about you demonstrat-
ing a careless desolation. But you are no such
man; you are rather point-device in your ac-
coutrements; as loving yourself than seeming
the lover of any other.

Orl Fair youth, I would I could make thee
believe I love.

Ros. Me beUeve it! you may as soon make
her that you love believe it; which, I warrant,
she is apter to do than to confess she does: that
is one of the points in the which women still

give the He to their consciences. But, m good
sooth, are you he that hangs the verses on the
trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired?

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the
white hand of Rosalind, I am that he, that un-
fortunate he.

Ros. But are you so much in love as your
rhymes speak?
Orl Neither rhyme nor reason can express

how much.
Ros. Love is merely a madness; and, I teE

you, deserves as weE a dark house and a wMp
as madmen do: and the reason why they are
not so punished and cured is, that the lunacy is

so ordinary that the wMppers are in love too.

Yet 1 profess curing it by counsel.
Orl Bid you ever cure any so?
Ros. Yes, one; and in this manner. He was

to imagine me his love, Ms mistress; and I set
Mm every day to woo me: at wMch time would
I, being but a moonish youth, gneve, be effem-
inate, changeable, longing, and liking; proud,
fantastical, apish, shallow, m constant, fuE of
tears, Ml of smEes; for every passion some-
thing, and for no passion truly anything, as boys
and women are for the most part cattle of this

colour: would now like Mm, now loath him;
then entertain him, then forswear Mm; now
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weep for him, then spit at him; that I drave
my suitor from his mad humour of love to a
loving humour of madness; which was, to for-

swear the full stream of the world, and to hve
in a nook nearly monastic. And thus 1 cured
him; and this way will I take upon me to wash
your liver as clean as a sound sheep’s heart,

that there shall not be one spot of love in’t.

Orl. 1 would not be cured, youth.

Ros, I would cure you if you would but call

me Rosalind, and come every day to my cote
and woo me.
Orl Now, by the faith of my love, I will:

tell me where it is.

Ros. Go with me to it, and I’ll show it you:
and, by the way, you shall tell me where in the
forest you live. Will you go?
OrL With all my heart, good youth.

Ros, Nay, you must call me Rosalind,

—

Come, sister, will you go? [Exeunt

Scene III .—Another part of the Forest

Enter Xoitchstone and Audrey; jAQUEsuf
a distance observing them.

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey; I will

fetchup your goats, Audrey. And how, Audrey’
am I the man yet? Doth my simple feature
content you?

Aud, Your features ! Lord warrant us I what
features?

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats,

as the most capneious poet, honest Ovid, was
among the Goths.

Jag. 0 knowledge ill-inhabited! worse than
Jove in a thatch’d house. [Aside.

Touch. When a man’s verses cannot be un-
derstood, nor a man’s good wit seconded with
the forward child understanding, it strikes a
man more dead than a gresi reckoning in a httle

room.—Truly, I would the gods had made thee
poetical.

Aud. I do not know what poetical is: is it

honest in deed and word? is it a true thing?
Touch. No, truly: for the truest poetry is the

most feigmng; and lovers are given to poetry;

and what they swear in poetry may be said, as
lovers, they do feign.

Aud. Do you wish, then, that the gods had
made me poetical?

Touch. 1 do, truly, for thou swear’st to me
thou art honest; now, if thou wert a poet I

might have some hope thou didst feign.

Aud. Would you not have me honest?
Touch. No, truly, unless thou wert hard-

favoured; for honesty coupled to beauty is to

have honey a sauce to sugar.

Jag. A material fool! [Aside.

^
Aud. Well, I am not fair; and therefore I

luay the gods make me honest!
Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon

a foul slutwere to put good meatinto an unclean
dish.

Aud. I am not a slut, though I thank the
gods 1 am foul.

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy
foulness! sluttishness may come hereafter. But
be it as it may be, I will marry thee and to that

end I have been with Sir Oliver Martext, the

vicar of the next village; who hath promised to

meet me in this place of the forest, and to

couple us.

Jag. I would fain see this meeting. [Aside,

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy!

Touch. Amen, A man may, if he were of a
fearful heart, stagger in this attempt; for here
we have no temple but the wood, no assembly
buthom-beasts. Butwhatthough? Courage!
As horns are odious, they are necessary. It is

said,—Many a man knows no end of his goods:
right; many a man has good horns and knows
no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of his
wife; ’tis none of his own getting, Homs?
Ever to poor men alone?—No, no; the noblest
deer hath them as huge as the rascal. Is the
single man therefore blessed? No: as a wailed
town is more worthier than a village, so is the
forehead of a married man more honourable
than the bare brow of a bachelor: and by how
much defence is better than no skill, by so much
is a hom more precious than to want. Here
comes Sir Oliver.

Enter Sir Oliver Martext.

Sir Oliver Martext, you are well met. Will
you despatch us here under this tree, or shall

we go with you to your chapel? [woman?
Sir Oil. Is there none here to give the
Touch. 1 will not take her on gift of any man.
Sir OIL Truly, she must be given, or the

marriage is not lawful.^

Jag. [Discovering himself.] Proceed, pro-
ceed; I’il give her.

Touch. Good even, good Master What-ye-
calVt: how do you, sir? You are very well
met: God ’Bd you for your last company: I

am veiy glad to see you:—even a toy in hand
here, sir:—nay; pray be covered.

Jag. Will you be mamed, motley?
Touch. As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse

his curb, and the falcon her bells, so man hath
his desires; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock
would be mbbling.

Jag. And will you, being a man of your
breeding, be married under a bush,•like a
beggar? Get you to church and have a good
priest that can tell you what marriage is: this

fellow Will but join you together as they join
wainscot: then one of you will prove a shrunk
panel, and hke green timber, warp warp.

Touch. I am not in the mind but I were
better to be married of him than of another: for

he is not like to marry me weU; and not being
well married, it will be a good excuse for me
hereafter to leave my wife. [Aside.

Jag. Go thou with me, aud let me counsel
thee.

Touch. Come, sweet Audrey;
We must be married or we must live in bawdry.
Farewell, good master Ohver!—Not,

—

0 sweet Oliver,

O brave Oliver,

Leave me not behind thee;

But,—
Wind away,—
Begone I say,

1 will not to wedding with thee.

[Exeunt Jaq., Touch., and Aud.
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Sir OIL ’Tis no matter; ae’er a fantastical

knave of tkem all shall flout me out of my caU-

ing. [Exit.

Scene IV.—Another pari of the Forest Be-

fore a Cottage.

Enter Rosalind and Celia.
-

Ro$. Kever talk to me; I will weep.

Cel Do, I pr’ythee; but yet have the grace

to consider that tears do not become a man.
Mos. But have I not cause to weep?
Cel As good cause as one would desire;

therefore weep.
Ros. Hisveryhair is of the dissembling colour.

Cel Somethingbrowner than Judas’s : marry,

his kisses are Judas’s own children.

Ros. V faith, his hair is of a good colour.

Cel An excellent colour: your chestnut was
ever the only colour.

Ros. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as

the touch of holy bread.
Cel He hath bought a pair of cast Hps of

Diana: a nun of winter’s sisterhood kisses not

more religiously; the very ice of chastity is in

them.
Ros, But why did he swear he would come

this mormng, and comes not?

Cel Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him.

Ros. Do you think so?

Cel Yes; I think he is not a pickpurse nor

a horse-stealer; but for ius verity in love, I do
think him as concave as a covered goblet or a

worm-eaten nut
Ros. Not true in love?

^
[in.

Cel Yes, when he is in; but I think he is not

Ros. You have heard ^m swear downright

he was.
Cel. Was is not is: besides, the oath of a

lover is no stronger than the word of a tapster;

they are both the confirmers of false reckon-

ings. ».He attends here in the forest on the

difije, you"^ father.

Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and had
much question with him. He asked me of

what parentage I was; I told him, of as good as

he; so he laughed and let me go. But what
talk we of fathers when there is such a man as

Orlando?
Cel. 0, that’s a brave mant he wntes brave

verses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths,

and bre^s them bravely, quite traverse, ath-

wart the heart of his lover; as a puny filter, that

spurs his horse but on one side, breaks his

staff like a noble goose: but all’s brave that

youth mounts and folly guides.—Who comes
here?

Enter Corin.

Cor, Mistress and master, you have oft in-

quir’d

After the shepherd that complain’d of love.

Who you saw sitting by me on the turf.

Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess
That was his mistress.

Cel Well, and what of him?
Cot. If you will see a pageant truly play’d,

Between the pale complexion of true love

And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain.
Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you.
If vou will mark it..

Ros. 0, come, let us remove:
The sight of lovers feedeth those in love.

Bring us unto this sight, and you shall saym prove a busy actor in their play. [Exeunt,
Scene V.—Another part of the Forest,

Enter Silvius and Phebe.

Sil Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not,
Phebe:

Say that you love me not; but say not so
In bitterness. The common executioner,

Whose heart the accustom’d sight of death
makes hard,

Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck
But first begs pardon. Will you sterner be
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops?

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Corin, at a
distance,

Phe. 1 would not be thy executioner;
I fly thee, for I would not mjure thee.

Thou tell’st me there is murder in mine eye:
’Tis pretty, sure, and very probable, m
That eyes,—that are the frail’st and softest thing
Who shut their coward gates on atomies,

—

Should be called tyrants, butchers, murderers I

Now do I frown on thee with all my heart;

And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill

thee:

Now counterfeit to swoon; why, now fall down;
Or, if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame,
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers.
Nowshowthe woundmine eye hathmade inthee

:

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains
Some scar of it; lean but upon a rush,
The cicatrice and capable impressure [eyes,

Thy palm some moment keeps; but now mine
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not;
Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes
That can do hurt.

Sil, 0 dear Phebe,
If ever,—as that ever may be near,

—

Youmeet in some fresh cheek the powerof fancy.

Then shall you know the wounds invisible

That love’s keen arrows make.
Phe. But till that time

Come not thou near me; and when that time
comes

Aflaict me with thy mocks, pity me not;

As tiU that time I shall not pity thee.
Ros. [Advancing.] And why, I pray you? Who

might be your mother,
That you insult, exult, and all at once,
Over the wretched? What though you have no

beauty,—
As, by my faith, I see no more in you
Than without candle may go dark to bed,

—

Must you be therefore proud and pitiless?

Why, what means this? Why do youlook onme?
I see no more in you than in the ordinary
Of nature’s sale-work:—Od’s my httle hfe,

I think she means to tangle my eyes too!

—

No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it;

*Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair,

Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream,
That can entame my spirits to your worship.

—

You foolish shepherd, wherefore do, you foUow
her,

Xike foggy south, puffing with wind and rqin?
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You are a thousand times a properer man
Than she a woman, ’Tis such fools as you
That make the world full of ill-favour’d children:
Tis not her glass, but you that flatters her,
And out of you she sees herself more proper
Than any of her lineaments can show her,—
But, mistress, know yourself; down on your

knees,
Andthank heaven, fasting, fora good man’slove;
For I must tell you friendly m your ear,—

•

Sell when you can; you are not for all markets;
Cry the man mercy; love him; take his offer.
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer.
So take her to thee, shepherd;—fare you well.

Fhe, Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year
together:

I had rather hear you chide than this man woo.
i?os. He’s fallen in love with her foulness,

and she’ll fall in love with my anger. If it be
so, as fast as she answers thee with frowning
looks, I’ll sauce her with bitter words.—^Why
look you so upon me?

Fhe. For no ill-will I bear you.
Ros. I pray you, do not fall in love with me,

For I am falser than vows made m wine:
Besides, I like you not.—If you will know my

house,
’Tis at the tuft of olives here hard by.

—

Will you go, sister?—Shepherd, ply her hard.—
Come, sister.—Shepherdess, look onhim better,
And be not proud; though all the world could

see,

Hone could be so abus’d in sight as he.
Come to our flock.

[Exeunt Ros., Cel., and CoR.
Fhe, Dead shepherd! now I find thy saw of

might.

Who ever lov^d that lov’d not at first sight?
SiL Sweet Phebe,

—

Fhe, Ha! what say’st thou, Silvius?
Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me.
Fhe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius.
Sil. Wherever sorrow is, rehef would be:

If you do sorrow at my gnef in love,
By giving love, your sorrow and my grief
Were both extermm’d. [hourly?

Fhe. Thou hast my love: is not that nei^-
Sil. I would have you.
Fhe, Why, that were covetousness.

Silvius, the time was that I hated thee;
And yet it is not that I bear thee love:
But since that thou canst talk of love so well.
Thy company, which erst was irksome to me,
I will endure; and I’ll employ thee too:
But do not look for further recompense
Than thine own gladness that thou art employ’d.

Sil. So holy and so perfect is my love
And I m such a poverty of grace,
That I shall think it almost plenteous crop
To glean the broken ears after the man
That the main harvest reaps: lose now and then
A scatter’d smile, and that I’ll live upon.
Fhe. Know’st thou the youth that spoke to

me erewhile?
Sil, Not very well; but I have met him oft;

And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds
That the old carlot once was master of. [him;

Fhe, Think not I love him, though I ask for
’Tis but a peevish boy:—yet he talks well;

—

But what cafe I for words? yet words do well
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Whenhethatspeaksthempieasesthosethathear.
It is a pretty youth:—not very pretty;— [him:
But, sure, he’s proud; and yet his pnde becomes
He’ll make a proper man: the best thing inMm
Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue
Did make o^ence, his eye did heal it up.
He is not tall; yet for his years he’s tall;
His legis but so-so; and yet ’tis well:
There was a pretty redness in his lip;
A little nper and more lusty red
Than that mix’d in his cheek; ’twas just the

difference
Betwixt the constant red and mingled Hamagtr.
There be.some women, Silvius, had they mark’d

him
In parcels as I did, would have gone near
To fall in love with him: but, for my part,
I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet
I have more cause to hate him than to love him:
For what had he to do to chide at me?
He saidmine eyeswere black, and my hairblack
And, now I am remember’d, scorn’d atme:
I marvel why I answer’d not again:
But that’s all one; omittance is not quittance-
1’11 wnte to him a very taunting letter,
And thou shalt hear it: wilt thou, Silviijs?

Sil. Phebe, with all my heart.
Phe.

_
ni write it straight,

The matter’s in my head and in my heart:
I will be bitter with him, and passing short.
Go with me, Silvius. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—Forest of Arden.

Enter Rosaline, Celia, and Jaqces.

Jag. 1 pr’ythee, pretty youth, let me be better
acquainted with thee.

Ros. They say you are a melancholy fellow.
Jaq. I am so ; I do love it better than lau^ng.
Ros. Those that are in extremity of either are

abominable fellows, and betray Ihemseives to
every modem censure worse than drunkards.

Jag. Why, ’hs good to be sad and say nothing.
Ros, Why, then, ’tis good to be a post.
Jaq, I have neither the scholar’s melancholy,

which IS emulation; nor the musician’s, which
is fantastical; nor the courtier’s, wMchis proud;
nor the soldiers, which is ambitious; nor the
lawyer’s which is politic; nor the lady’s, which
is nice; nor the lover’s, which is all these; hut
it is a melancholy of mine own, compounded of
many simples, extracted from many objects:
and, indeed, the sundry contemplation of my
travels, in which my often rumination wraps
me in a most humorous sadness.

Ros. A traveller! By myfaith, you have great
reason to be sad : I fear you have sold your own
lands to see other men’s; then, to have seen
much, and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes
and poor hands.

Jag. Yes, I have gained my experience.
Ros. And your experience makes you sad: I

had rather have a fool to make me merry than
experience to make me sad; and to travel for it

too.

Enter Orlando.
Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind!
Jaq. Nay, then, God be wi’ you, an you talk

in blank verse.
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Ros> FareweH, monsieur traveller: look you

lisp and wear strange suits; disable all the bene-

fits of your own country; be out of love with,

your nativity* and almost chide God for making

you that countenance you are; or I will scarce

think you have swam in a gondola. [Sxtt.

Jaqubs.} Why, how now, Orlandol where

have you been all this while? You a lover!

—

An you serve me such another tnck, never come

in my sight more.
OtL My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour

of my promise.

Sos. Break an hour’s promise in love! He
that will divide a minute into a thousand parts,

and break but a pmt of a thousandth part of a

minute in the affairs of love, it may be said of

him that Cupid hath clapped him o’ the shoul-

der, but I warrant him heart-whole.

Or/. Pardon me, dear Rosalind.

Ros. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no
more in ray sight: I had as hef be woo’d of a

snail.

Ori Of a snail!

Ros. Ay, of a snail; for though he comes
slowly, he carries his house on his head; a
better jointure, I think, than you can make a

woman: besides, he brmgs his destmy with him.
OtL What’s that?

Ros. Why, horns, which such as you are

fain to be beholden to your wives for: but he
comes armed in his fortune, and prevents the

slander of his wife.

OrL Virtue is no hom-maker; and my Rosa-
lind IS virtuous.

Ros. And I am your Rosalind.

Cel It pleases him to call you so; but he
hath a Rosalind of a better leer than you.

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me, for now I am
in a holiday humour, and like enough to con-
sent.—What would you say to me now, an I
were your very very Rosalind?

OrL 1 would Mss before I spoke.
Ros. Nay, you were better speak first; and

when you were gravelled for lack of matter,
you might take occasion to Mss. Very good
orators, when they are out, they will spit; and
for lovers lacking,-—God warn us!—matter,
the cleanliest shift is to Mss.

OrL How if the Mss be denied?
Ros, Then she puts you to entreaty, and

there begins new matter.
OrL Who could be out, being before his be>

loved mistress?

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your
mistress; or 1 should think my honesty ranker
than my wit.

OtL What, of my suit?

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of
your suit. Am not I your Rosalind?

OtL I take some joy to say you are, because
I would be talking of her.

Ros. Well, in her person, I say, I willnot have
you.

OrL Then, in mine own person, I die.

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor
world is almost sk thousand years old, and in
all this time there was not any man died in his
own person, videlicet, in a love-cause. TroUus
had his brains dashed out with a Grecian club;
yet he did what he could to die before; and he

is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he
would have hved many a fair year, thou^ Hero
had turned nun, if it had not been for a hot
midsummer-night; for, good youth, he went
but forth to wash him in the Hellespont, and,
bemg taken with the cramp, was drowned; and
the foohsh chroniclers of that age found it was—^Hero of Sestos. But these are all Hes; men
have died from time to time, and worms have
eaten them, but not for love.

OtL I would not have my right Rosalind of
this mind; for, I protest, her frown might Mil
me.

Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly. But
come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more
coming-on disposition; and ask me what you
will, I will grant it.

OrL Then love me, Rosalind.
Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays and Satur-

days, and all.

OrL And wilt thou have me?
Ros. Ay, and twenty such.
OrL What say’st thou?
Ros. Are you not good?
OrL I hope so.

Ros. Why, then, can one desire too much of

a pod thing?—Come, sister, you shall be the
priest, and marry us.—Give me your band,
Orlando:—What do you say, sister?

OrL Pray thee, marry us.

Cel. I cannot say the words.
Ros. You must begin, Will yov, Or-
lando,

—

Cel. Go to: Will you, Orlando, have to

wife this Rosalind?
OrL I wiU.

Ros. Ay, hut when?
, Or?. Why, now; as fast as she can marry us.
Ros. Then you must say,—/ take thee, Rosa-

lind, for wife.

Orl. I take thee, Rosalind, for wife.

Ros. I might ask you for your commission;
but,—I do take thee, Orlando, for my husband:
—there’s a gijrl goes before the priest; and,
certainly, a woman’s thoughts run before her
actions.

OtL So do all thoughts; they are winged.
Ros. Now tell me how long you would have

her, after you have possessed her.
Orl For ever and a day.

Ros. Say a day, without the ever. No, no,

Orlando; men are Apnl when they woo,
December when they wed: maids are May
when they are maids, but the sky changes when
they are wives, I will be more jealous of thee

than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen; more
clamorous than a parrot against rain; more
new-fangled than an ape; more giddy in nay

desires than a monkey
:
#wtll weep for nothing,

like Diana in the fountain, and I will do that

when vou are disposed to be merry; I will

laugh like a hyen, and that when thou art in-

clined to sleep.

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so?
Ros. By my life, she will do as I do.
Orl. 0, but she is wise.
Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to

do this: the wiser, the waywarder: make the
doors upon a woman’s wit, and it will out at

the casement; shut that, and it will out at the
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keyliole; stop that, ’twill fiy with the smoke
out at the chimney.
OrL A man that had a wife with such a wit,

he might say,

—

Wtt, whither wilt?

Ros* Nay, you might keep that check for it,

till you met your wife’s wit going to your neigh-
bour’s bed. [that?

Orl, And what wit could wit have to excuse
Ros. Marry, to say,—he came to seek you

there. You shall never take her without her
answer, unless you take her without her tongue.
0, that woman that cannot make her fault her
husband’s occasion, let her never nurse her
child herself, for she WiH breed it like a fool.

Orl, For these two hours, Rosalind, I will

leave thee.

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two
hours!

Orl, I must attend the duke at dinner: by
two o’clock I will be with thee again.

I

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I

knew what you would prove; my friends told

!

me as much, and I thought no less:—that,
flattering tongue of yours won me:—’tis but
one cast away, and so,—come, death!—Two
o’clock is your hour?

Orl, Ay, sweet Rosalind.
Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and

so God mend me, and by all pretty oaths that

are not dangerous, if you break one jot of your
promise, or come one minute behind your hour,

I will think you the most pathetical break-
promise, and the most hoEow lover, and the

most unworthy of her you call Rosahnd, that

may be chosen out of the gro ss band of the un-
faithful: therefore beware my censure, and
keep your promise.

Orl. Wi'& no less religion than if thou wert
indeed my Rosalind: so, adieu!

Ros. Well, time is the old justice that ex-

amines all such offenders, and let time try:

adieu! [Exit Orlando.
Cel. You have simply misus’d our sex in

your love-prate: we must have your doublet

and hpse plucked over your head, and show
the world what the bird hath done to her own
nest.

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz,

that thou didst know how many fatiiom deep I

am in love! But it cannot be sounded: my
affection hath an unknown bottom, like the

bay of Portugal.

Cel. Or rather, bottomless; that as fast as

you pour affection in, it runs out.

Ros. No; that same wicked bastard of

Venus, that was begot of thought, conceived of

spleen, and born of madness; that blind ras-

cally boy, that abuses every one’s eyes, because
his own are out, let bim be judge how deep I

,

am in love:—I’ll tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be
out of the sight of Orlando : I’ll go ind a shad-
ow, and sigh tiH he come.

Cel. And I’ll sleep. [Exeunt,

Scene It—Another pari of the Forest.

Enter Jaqvbs and Lords, in the habit of
Foresters.

Jaq,. Which Is he that killed the deer?
1 Lord. Sir, it was L

Jog. Let’s present him to the duke, like a
Roman conqueror; and it would do well to set

the deer’s horns upon Ms head for a branch of

victory.—Have you no song, forester, for this

purpose?
2 Lord. Yes, sir.

Jaq. Sing it; ’tis no matter how it be in

tune, so it make noise enou^.

SONG.

t. What shall he have that kill’d the deer?
2. His leather skm and horns to wear.

I. Then smg hun home

:

[The rest shall bear this burden.
Take thoii no scorn to wear the horn;
It was a crest ere thou wast bom.

1. Thy father’s falher wore it;

2. And thy father bore it

:

AVI. The horn, the horn, the lusty hom,
Is not a thmg to laugh to scorn. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Another part of the Forest.

Enter Rosalind and Celia.

Ros. How say you now? Is it not past two
o’clock? And here much Orlando!
Cel I warrant you, with pure love and

troubled bram, he hath ta’en Ms bow and
arrows, and is gone forth—to sleep. Look,
who comes here.

Enter SiLvius.

Sii. My errand is to you, fair youth;—
My gentle Phebe bid me give you tMs;

[Giving a letter.

1 know not the contents; but, as I guess
By the stem brow and waspish action
WMch she did use as she was writing of it,

It bears an angry tenor: pardon me,
X am but as a giMtless messenger. [letter,

Ros. Patience herself®would startle at tMs
And play the swaggerer; bear tMs, bear all:

She says I am not fair; that I lack manners;
She cfiUs me proud, and that she could not

love me,
Were man as rare as Phoenix. Od’s my will!

Her love is not the hare that I do hunt:
Why writes she so tome?—Well, shepherd, well,

TMs is a letter of your own device.

Sil No, I protest, I know not the contents:

Phehe did write it.

Ros. Come, come, you are a fool,

And turn’d into the extremity of love.

I saw her hand: she has a leathern hand,
A freestone-colour’d hand: I verily did think

That her old gloves were on, but ’twasher
hands;

She has a huswife’s hand : but that’s no matter:

I say she never did invent tMs letter:

TMs is a man’s invention, and Ms hand.

Sil. Sure, it in hers.

Ros. Why, ’tis a boisterous and a cruel style;

A style for challengers: why, she defies me,
Like Turk to Christian; woman's gentle brain

Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention.

Such EtMop words, blacker in their effect

Than in their countenance.—Will you hearthe

letter?

SU. So please you, for I never heard it yet;

Yet heard too much of Phebe’s cruelty.
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J?05. She Phebes me: mark how the tyrant

writes. [Reads.]

Art thou god to shepherd turn’d,

That a maiden’s heart hath bum’d?

Can a woman rail thus?

SU. Call you this railing?

Ho3. Why, thy godhead laid apart,

Warr’st thou with a woman’s heart?

Bid you ever hear such railing?

Whiles the eye of man did woo me,
That could do no vengeance to me.

—

Meaning me a beast.

—

H the scorn of your bright eyne
Have power to raise such love m mine
Alack, m me what strange eSect
Would they work m mild aspect?
Whiles you chid me I did love;

How then might your prayers move?
He that brmgs this love to thee
Xittle knows this love in me:
And by him seal up thy mind;
Whether that thy youth and kind
Will the faithful offer take
Of me, and all that I can make;
Or else by him my love deny.
And then I’ll study how to die.

Sit. Call you this chiding?

Cel. Alas, poor shepherd!
JRos. Do you pity him? no, he deserves no

pity.—Wilt thou love such a woman’—What,
to make thee an instrument, and play false

strains upon thee ! Not to be endured !—^Well,

go your way to her,—for I see love hath made
Siee a tame snake,—and say this to her;—that
if she love me, I charge her to love thee; if she
will not, I will never have her, unless thou en-
treat for her.—If you be a true lover, hence,
and not a word; for here comes more company.

[^Xif SlLVItJS.

Enter Oliver.

OH. Good-morrow, fair ones: pray you, if

you know
Where in the purlieus of this forest stands
A sheep-cote fenc’d about with olive trees?

Cel. West of this place, down in the neigh-
bour bottom:

The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream.
Left on your right hand, brings you to the place.

But at this hour the house doth keep itself;

There’s none withm.
Oli. Ji that an eye may profit by a tongue,

Then should I know you by description;

Such garments, and such years. Theboy isfair,

Offemalefavour, and bestows himself
Like a ripe sister: the woman low,

And browner than her brother. Are not you
The owner of the house I did inquire for?

Cel. It is no boast, being ask’d, to saywe are.

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both;
And to that youth he calls his Hosalind
He sends this bloody napkin#-are you he?
Ros. I am: what must we understand by

this?

OH. Some of my shame; if you will know of

me
Whatman I am, and how, and why, and where
This handkerchief was stain’d.

Cel. I pray you, tell it.

Oli. When last the young Orlando parted
from you,

He left a promise to return again
Within an hour, and, pacing through the forest,
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy,
Lo, what befell! he threw his eye aside,

And, mark, what object did present itself!

Under an oak, whose boughs were moss’d with
age,

And high top bald with dry antiquity,

A wretched ragged man, o’ergrov/n with hair.
Lay sleeping on his back: about his neck
A green and gilded snake had wreath’d itself.

Who, with her head, mmble in threats, ap-
proach’d

The opening of his mouth; but suddenly,
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself,

And with indented glides did shp away
Into a bush: under which bush’s shade
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry,

Lay couching, head on-ground, with cat-like
watch, [’tis

When that the sleeping man should stir; for
The royal disposition of that beast
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead:
This seen, Orlando did approach the man,
And found it was his brother, his elder brother.

Cel. O, I have heard him speak of that same
brother;

And he did render him the mosi unnatural
That liv’d ’mongst men.

Oli. And well he might so do,
For well I Imow he was unnatural.
Ros, But,' to Orlando:—did he leave him

there,

Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness?
Oh. Twice did he turn his back, and pur-

pos’d so;

But kindness, nobler ever than revenge,
And nature, stronger than his just occasion,
Made him give battle to the lioness,

Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling
From miserable slumber I awak’d.

Cel. Are you his brother?
Ros. Was it you he rescued?
Cel. Was’t you that did so oft contrive to

kill him?
Oli. ’Twas I; but ’tis not I: I do not shame

To tell you what I was, since my conversion
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am.

J?os. But, for the bloody napMn?

—

Oli. By and by.
When from the first to last, betwixt us two,
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath’d.
As, how I came mto that desert place;—
In brief, he led me to the gentle duke,
Who gave me fresh array and entertainment,
Committing me unto my brother’s love,
Who led me instantly unto his cave.
There stripp’d himself, and here upon his arm
The lioness had tom some flesh away,
Which all this while had bled; and now he

fainted.

And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind.
Brief, I recover’d him, bound up his wound,
And, after some small space^ being strong at

heart,

He sent me hither, stranger as I am,
To tell this story, that you might excuse
His broken promise, and to giv^ this napkin,
Dy’d in his blood, unto the shepherd-youth
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind.
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CeL Why, how now, Ganymede’ sweet
Ganymede! [Rosalind /cfnifs.

OIL Many will swoon when they do look on
blood.

CeL There is more in it:—Cousin—Gany-
mede!

^

OIL Look, he recovers.
Ros. 1 would I were at home.
Cel, We’ll lead you thither:

—

I pray you, will you take him by the arm’
Oh. Be of good cheer, youth:—you aman?—

You lack a man’s heart.

Ros. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sir, a body
would think this was well counterfeited . I pray
you, tell your brother how well I counterfeited.

-Heigh-ho!

—

OIL This was not counterfeit, there is too
great testimony in your complexion that it was
a passion of earnest.

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you.

Oh. Well, then, take a good heart, and
counterfeit to be a man.

Ros. So I do: but, 1’ faith, I should have
been a woman by nght,

CeL Come you look paler and paler: pray
you, draw homewards.—Good sir, go with us.

Ob. That will I, for I must bear answer back
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind.

Ros. I shall devise something: but, I pray
you, commend my counterfeiting to him.—^WiU

you go? [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene L—The Forest of Arden.

Enter Touchstone and Audrey.

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey;
patience, gentle Audrey.

Aud, Faith, the pnest was good enough, for

all the old gentleman’s saying.

Touch. A most wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a
most vile Martext. But, Audrey, there is a
youth here in the forest lays claim to you.

Aud. Ay, I know who ’’’isl he hath no in-

terestm me in the world: here comes the man
you mean.

Enter William.

Touch. It is meat and dnnk to me to see a
clown: By my troth, we that have good wits
have much to answer for; we shall be flouting;

we cannot hold.

Will. Good even, Audrey.
Aud. God ye good even, William.
Will. And good even to you, sir.

Touch. Good even, gentle fnend. Cover
thy head, cover thy head; nay, pr’ythee, be
covered. How old are you, fnend?

Will. Five-and-twenly, sir.

Touch. A ripe age. Is thy name William?
Will. William, sir.

Touch. A fair name. Wast bom 1’ the forest

here?
Will. Ay, sir, I thank God. [rich?

Touch. Thank God;—a good answer. Art
Will. Faith, sir, so-so.

Touch. So-so IS good, very good, very excel-
lent good'—and yet it is not; it is but so-so.

Art thou wjse?
Will. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit

Touch. Why, thou say’st well. I do now re-
I member a saying, Thefooldoth think he is mise^

but the wise man knows himself to be a foot.

The heathen philosopher, when he had a desire
to eat a grape, would open his lips when he put
it into his mouth, meaning thereby that grapes
were made to eat and bps to open. You do
love this maid^

Will. I do, sir.

Touch. Givemeyourhand. Artthouleamed?
Will. No, sir.

Touch. Then learn this of me:—to have is

to have; for it is a figure in rhetoric that drink,

being poured out of a cup into a glass, by filling

the one doth empty the other; for all your
writers do consent that ipse is he, now, you are
not ipse, for I am he.

Will. Which he, sir?

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman.
Therefore, you clown, abandon,—which is in

the vulgar, leave,—the society,—which in the

boorish is company,—of this female,—which in

the common is woman,—which together is

abandon the society of this female; or, clown,

thou penshest; or, to thy better understanding,
diest; or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee away,
translate thy life into death, thy liberty into

bondage: I will deal m poison with thee, or in

bastmado, or m steel; I wfil bandy with thee
m faction; I will o’er-run thee with policy; I

will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways; there-

fore tremble, and depart.

Aud. Do, good William.
Will. God rest you merry, sir. [Exit,

Enter Corin.

Cor. Our master and mistress seek you;

come away, away!
Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey,—I at-

tend, I attend. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—Another part of the Forest.

Enter Orlando and Oliver.

Orl. Is’t possible that, on so little acquaint-

ance, you should like her? that, but seeing,

you should love her? and, loving, woo? and,

wooing, she should grant? and will you per-

sever to enjoy her?
OIL Nei&er call the giddiness of it in ques-

tion, the poverty of her, the small acquaintance,

my sudden wooing, nor her sudden consenting;

but say with me, I love Aliena; say, with her,

that she loves me; consent with both, that we
may enjoy each other; it shall be to your good;
for my father’s house, and ail the revenue that

was old Sir Rowland’s, will I estate upon you,
and here live and die a shepherd.

Orl. You have my consent. Let your wedding
be to-morrow: thither wfll I invite the duke
and all his contented followers. Go you and
prepare Aliena, for, look you, here comes my
Rosahnd.

Enter Rosalind.

Ros. God save you, brother.

Oh. And you, fair sister. [Exit.

Ros. 0 , my dear Orlando, how it grieves me
to see thee wear thy heart in a scarf.

OtL It is my .arm.
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Ro$, I thought thy heart had been wounded
•with the claws of a hoc.

Orl. Woimded it is, hut with the eyes of a
lady.

Jitos. Did your brother tell you how I coun-

terfeited to swoon when he show’d me your

handhercher.
OtU Ay, and greater wonders than that.

Ros. 0, I know where you arc:—nay, ’tis

true: there was neyer anything so sudden but

the fight of two rams and Caesai’s thrasonical

Wg of—/ came, saw, and overcame: for your

broSier and my sister no sooner met, hut they

looked; no sooner looked, hut they loved; no
sooner loved, butthey sighed; no sooner sighed,

but &ey asked one another the reason; no
sooner knew the reason, but they sought the

remedy: and in these de^ees have they made
a pair of stairs to marriage, which they will

climb incontinent, or else be incontinent be-

fore marriage: they are in the very wrath of

love, and they will together: clubs cannot part

them.
OtU They shall be married to-morrow; and

I will bid the duke to the nuptial. But O, how
bitter a thing it is to look into happiness through
another man’s eyes! By so much the more shall

I to-morrow he at the height of heart-heaviness,

by how much I shall think my brother happy
in having what he wishes for.

Ros, Why, then, to-morrow I cannot serve
your turn for Rosalind?

OrU I can hve no longer by thinking.

Ros, I will weary you, then, no longer with
idle talking. Know of me, then,—for now I

speak to some purpose,—that I know you are a
gentleman of good conceit: 1 speak not this that

you should bear a good opinion of my know-
ledge, insomuch I say I know you are; neither

do I labour for a greater esteem than may in

some little measure draw a belief from you, to

do yourself good, and not to grace me. Believe,

then, if you please, that 1 can do strange things:

I have, since 1 was three year old, conversed
with a magician, most profound in his art, and
yet not damnable. If you do love Rosalind so
nearthe heart as your gesture cries it out, when
your brother marries Aliena, shall you marry
her:—I know into what straits of fortune she is

driven; and it is not impossible to me, if it ap-
pear not inconvenient to you, to set her before
your eyes to-morrow, human as she is, and
without any danger.

Orl. Speak’st thou in sober meanings?
Ros. By my life, I do; which I tender dearly,

though I say I am a magician. Therefore, put
you in your best array, bid your friends; for if

you will be married to-morrow, you shall; and
to Rosalind, if you 'will. Look, here comes a
lover of mine, and a lover of hers.

Rnter Smnus and Peebe.

?/ie. Youth, you have done me much un-
geatieness,

To show the letter that I writ to you.
Ros. I care not, if I have: it is my study

To seem despiteful and ungentle to you;
You are there follow’d by a faithful shepherd;
Look upon him, love Mm; he worsMps you.

IIKEIT [Acxv.

Rhe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what ’tis
"^0 love.

SiU It is to be all made of sighs and
tears;

—

And so am I for Phebe.
Phe. And I for Ganymede.
Orl. And I for Rosahnd.
Ros. And I for no woman.
SiU It is to be all made of faith and service;—

And so am I for Phebe.
Phe. And I for Ganymede.
OrU And I for Ros^nd.
Ros. And I for no woman.
SiU It is to be all made of fantasy,

All made of passion, and all made of wishes;
All adoration, duty, and obedience.
All humbleness, all patience, and impatience,
All punty, all trial, aU observance;

—

And so am I for Phebe.
Phe, And so am I for Ganymede.
OrU And so am I for Ros^nd.
Ros. And so am I for no woman.
Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to

love you? [To Rosalind.
SiU If this be so, why blame you me to

love you? [To Phebe.
OrU If this be so, why blame you me to

love you?
Ros. Why do you speak too,—Why blame

you me to love you? [hear.
OrU To her that is not here, nor doth not
Ros. Pray you, no more of this; ’tis like the

howling of Irish wolves against the moon.—

I

will help you [to SiLVius] if I can:—I would
love you [to feEBE] if I could.—To-morrow
meet me aU together.—I will marry you [<o

Phebe] if ever I marry woman, and I’ll be
married to-morrow:—I will satisfy you [<o Or-
lando] if ever I satisfied man, and you shMl
be married to-morrow:—I will content you [fo

SiLViDS] if what pleases you contents you, and
you shall be married to-morrow,—As you [to

Orlando] love Rosalind, meet;—as you [<o

Selvius] love Phebe, meet; and as I love no
woman. I’ll meet.—So, fare you well; I have
left you commands.

Sil. I’ll not fail, if I live.

Phje. Kor I,

OrU Koi I.

[Exeunt

Scene III,

—

Another part of the Forest.

Enter Touchstone and Audrey.

Touch. To-monow is the joyful day, Audrey;
to-morrow will we be married.
Aud. I do desire it with aU my heart; and

I hope it is no dishonest desire to desire to be
a woman of the world. Here come two of the
banished duke’s pages.

Enter two Pages,

I Page. Well met, honest gentleman.
Touch, By my troth, well met. Come sit,

sit, and a song.
z Page. We are for you: sit i’ the middle.
r Page. Shall we clap into’t roundly, with-

out hawking, or spitting, or saying we are
hoarse, wMch are the only prologues to a bad
voice?
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2 Page, P faith, faith; and both in a tune,

like two gypsies on a horse.

SONG.

It was a lover and his lass.

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
That o’er the green corn-field did pass

In the spring tune, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey dmg a dmg, dmg:

Sweet lovers love the sprmg.

n.

Between the acres of the rye,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

These pretty country folks would he.
In the sprmg time, &c,

m.
This carol they began that hour,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

How that a hfe was out a flower
In the spring time, &c.

IV.

And therefore take the present time,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino.

For love is crowned with the prime
In the sprmg time, Be.

Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though
there was no great matter in the ditty, yet the

note was very uatimeable.
I Page. You are deceived, sir; we kept

time, we lost not our time.
^ Touch. By my troth, yes; I count it but
time lost to hear such a foolish song. God be
with you; and God mend your voices! Come,
Audrey, [PxeunL

Scene IV.-^Anoiher part of ike Forest.

Enter Bxjxe Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Or-
lando, Oliver, and Celia.

Duke S. Dost thou beheve, Orlando, that

the boy
Can do all this that he hath promised?
OtL I sometimes do believe and sometimes

do not; [fear.

As those that fear they hope, and know they

Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and Pkebe.

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our com-
pact is urg’d: r

You say, if I bring m your Rosalind,
• [To the Duke,

You Will bestow her on Orlando here?
Duke S. That would i, had I kingdoms to

give With her.

Ros. And you say you will have her, when
I bring her? [To O^ando.

OrL That would I, were I of all kingdoms
king.

iJos. You say you’ll marry me if I be willing?

[To Phebe.
Phe, That will I, should I die the hour after.

Ros. But if you do refuse to marry me,
You’ll give yourself to this most faithful shep-

herd?
Phe, So is the bargain.

Ros, You say that you’ll have Phebe, if she
will? [To SlLVIDS.

Sil. Though to have her and death were
both one thing.

Ros. I have promis’d to make all this matter
even.

Keep you your word, O duke, to give your
daughter;

—

You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter;

—

Keep you your word, Phebe, that you’ll

marry me;
Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd:

—

Keep your word, Silvius, that you’ll marry her
If she refuse me;—and from hence I go.
To make these doubts all even.

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celia.
Duke S. I do remember in this shepherd-

boy
Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour.

Ori, My lord, the first tune that I ever saw
him,

Methought he was a brother to your daughter:
But, my good lord, this boy is forest-bom,
And hath been tutor’d m the rudiments
Of many desperate studies by his uncle,

Whom he reports to be a great mapeiaa,
Obscured in the circle of this forest.

Jag, There is, sure, another flood toward,
and these couples are coming to the ark. Here
comes a pair of very strange beasts, which in
ail tongues are called fools.

Enter Touchstone and Audrey.

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all!

Good my lord, bid him welcome. This
is the motley-minded gentleman that I have so
often metin the forest: he hath been a courtier,

he swears.
Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put

me to my purgation. I have trod a measure,
I have flattered a lady; I have been politic with
my fnend, smooth with mine enemy; I have
undone three tailors; I have had four quarrels,

and like to have fought one,
Jaq. And how was that ta’en up?
Touch. Faith, we met, and found the quarrel

was upon the seventh cause.
Jaq. How seventh cause? Good my lord,

like this feiiow.

Duke S. 1 like him very well.

Touch. God ’ild you, sir; I desire you of the
like. I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of

the country copulatives, to swear and to for-

swear; according as marriage binds and blood
breaks:—A poor virgin, sir, an ill-favoured

thing, sir, but mine own; a poor humour of

mine, sir, to take that that no man else will:

rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor-
house; as your pearl m your foul oyster.

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and
sententious.

Touch. According to the fool’s bolt, sir, and
such dulcet diseases.

Jag, But, for the seventh cause; how did
you find the quarrel on the seventh cause?

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed;—
bear your body more seeming, Audrey:—as

thus, sir, I did dislike the cut of a certain

courtier’s beard; he sent me word, if I said his

beard was not cut well, he was in the mind it

was; this is called the Retort courteous. If I
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sent Mm word again, it was not well cut, hi

would send me word he cutit to please himself

tMs is called the Quip modest. If again, it was
not well cut, he disabled my judgment: this is

called the Replif churltsk. If agam, it was no
well cut, he would answer, I spake not true

tMs is called the Reproof valiant If again, i

was not well cut, he would say, I he: this is

called the Countercheck quarrelsome: and so

to the Lie circumstantiaU and the Lie direct.

Jag. And how oft did you say Ms beard was
not well cut?

Touch. I durst go no farther than the Lie

circumstantial, not he durst not give me the

Lie direct; and so we measured swords and
patted.

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the de-

grees of the lie?

Touch. 0, sir, we quarrel in print by the

book, as you have books for good manners:!
will name you the degrees. The first, the Re-
tort courteous; the second, the Quip modest;

the third, the Reply churlish; the fourth, the

Reproof valiant; the fifth, the Countercheck

quarrelsome; the sixth, the Lie with circum-

stance; the seventh, the Lie direct. All these

you may avoid but the lie direct; and you may
avoid that too with an If. I knew when seven

justices could not take up a quarrel; but when
the parties were met themselves, one of them
thought but of an If, as If you said so, then I
said so; and they shook hands, and swore
brothers. Your If is the only peace-maker:

—

much virtue in If.

Jag, Is not tMs a rare fellow, my lord? he’s

as good as anything, and yet a fool.

Duke S. He uses Ms folly hke a stalking-

horse, and under the presentation of that he
shoots Ms wit.

Enter Hymen leading Rosalind in ivoinan*s

clothes; and Celia,

Still Music.

Hym. Then is there mirth m heaven,
When earthly things made even

Atone together.

Good duke, receive thy daughter:
Hymen from heaven brought her.

Yea, brought her hither,

That thou mightst 30m her hand with his,

Whose heart within her bosom is.

Itos, To you I give myself, for I am yours.

[To HukeS.
To you I give myself, for I am yours.

[To Orlando.
Duke S. If there be truth in sight, you are

my daughter.
Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my

Rosalind.

Rhe. If sight and shape be true,

Why, then, my love, adieu!

Mos. I’ll have no father, if you be not he:

—

^ [To Duke S.

I’ll have no husband, if you be not he:

—

[To Orlando.
Kor e’er wed woman, if you be not she.

' [To Phebe.
Eym. Peace, ho! I bar confusion:

’Tis I must make conclusion
Of these most strange events:

Here’s eight that must take hands,
To jom in Hymen’s bands,

If truth holds true contents.

You and you no cross shall part.

[ To Orlando and Rosalind.
You and you are heart m heart:

[To Oliver and Celia.
You to Ms love must accord, [To Phebe.
Or have a woman fo your lord:

—

You and you are sure together,

[ To Touchstone and Audrey.
As the winter to foul weather.
Whiles a wedlock-hymn we smg,
Reed yourselves with questioning,
That reason wonder may dimmish,
How thus we met, and these things finish.

SONG.
Wedding is great Juno’s crown;
O blessed bond of board and bed!

’Tis Hymen peoples every town;
High wedlock, then, he honoured;

Honour, high honour and renown,
To Hymen, god of every town!

Duke S. 0 my dear niece, welcome thou art

to me!
Even daughter, welcome in no less degree.
Rhe, I will not eat my word, now thou art

mine;
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.

[To SiLVIUS.

Enter Jaquesde Bois.

Jag. de B, Let me have audience for a word'
or two;

I am the second son of old Sir Rowland,
Thatbring these tidings to this fairassembly:—
Duke Fredenck, hearing how that every day
Men of great worth resorted to this forest,

Address’d a mighty power; wMcJi were on
foot,

In Ms own conduct, purposely to take
His brother here, and put Mm to the sword:
And to the skirts of tMs wild wood he came;
Where, meeting with an old rehgious man,
After some question with Mm, was converted
Botii from his enterprise and from the world;
His crown bequeatMng to his banish’d brother,
And aU their lands restored to them again
That were with him exil’d. TMs to be true
I do engage my hfe.

Duke S. Welcome, young man:
Thou offer’st fairly to thy brother’s wedding;
To one, his lands withheld, and to the other,
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom.
First, in tMs forest, let us do those ends
That here were well begun and well begot:
And after, every of tMs happy number,
Thathave endur’d shrewd days and nights with

us,

Shall share the good of our returned fortune,
Accordmg to the measure of their states.

Meantime, forget this new-fall’n dignity.

And fall into our rustic revelry.— [all,

Play, music!—and you, brides and bridegrooms
With measure heap’d enjoy, to the measures

[nghtly,

Jag. Sir, by your patience. If I heard you
The duke hath put,on a rehgious life,

And thrown into neglect the pompous court?
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Jaq, de B. He hath.

Jaq. To him will I: out of these convertites

There is much matter to be heard and leamM.

—

You to your former honour I bequeath;
[To Duke S.

Your patience and your virtue well deserves
It:—

You [to Orlando] to a love that your true
faith doth merit:—

You [to Oliver] to your land, and love, and
great allies:—

You [to SiLvius] to a long and well-deserved
bed:—

And you [to Touchstone] to wranglmg; for

thy loving voyage
Is but for two months victual’d.—So to your

pleasures;

I am for other than for dancing measures.
Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay.

Jaq* To see no pastime I: what you would
have

I’ll stay to know at your abandon’d cave.

[Exit.

Duke S. Proceed, proceed, we will begin
these rites,

As we do trust they’ll end, in true delights.

[A dance*

EPILOGUE.
Ros* It is not the fashion to see the lady the

epilogue; but it is no more unhandsome than
to see the lord the prologue. If it be true that

good wine needs no bush, ’tis true that a good
play needs no epilogue. Yet to good wine
they do use good bushes; and good plays prove
the better by the help of good epilogues. What
a case am I in, then, that am neither a good
epilogue nor cannot insinuate with you in the
behalf of a good playl I am not furnished like

a beggar; therefore to beg will not become me:
my way is to conjure you; and I’ll begin with
the women. I charge you, O women, for the
love you bear to men, to hke as much of this

play as please you: and I charge you, 0 men,
for the love you bear to women,—as I perceive

by your simpering, none of you hates them,

—

that between you and the women the play may
please. If I were a woman, I would kiss as
many of you as had beards that pleased me,
complexions that liked me, and breaths that I

defied not: and, I am sure, as many as have
good beards, or good faces, or sweet breaths,
will, for my kind offer, when I make curtsy,

bid me farewell.

[Exeunt*
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Scene,—Partly in France^ and partly in Tuscany.

ACT I.

Scene L—Rousielon, A Room in the

Countess’ Paiace.

Enter Bertram, the Countess of Rousil-
lon, Helena, and Lafeu, in mourning.

Count. In delivering my son from me, I bury
a second husband.

Ber. And I, in going, madam, weep o’er my
father’s death anew: but I must attend his
majesty’s command, to whom I am now in
ward, evermore in subjection.

laf* Tou shall find of the Mng a husband,
madam;—you, sir, a father: he that so gener-
ally is at all times good, must of necessity hold
his virtue to you; whose worthiness would stir
it up where it wanted, rather than lack it
where there is such abundafice.

Count. What hope is there of his majesty’s
amendment?

Laf. He hath abandoned bis physicians,
madam; under whose practices he hath perse-
cuted time with hope; and finds no other ad-
vantage in the process but only the losing of
hope by tune.

Count. This young gentlewoman had a
father—0, that had/ how sad a passage ’tisi

—

whose skill was almost as great as his honesty;
had it stretched so far, would have made nature
immortal, and death should have play for lack
of work. Would, for the Mag’s sdke, he were
living! I think it would be the death of the
king’s disease.

Laf. How called you the man you speak of,

madam?
Count. He was famous, sir, in his profession,

and it was his great right to be so,—Gerard de
Narbon.
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lAif, He was excellent, indeed, madam: the
king very lately spoke of him admiringly and
mourningiy: he was skilful enough to have
lived still, if knowledge could be set up against
mortality.

Ber. What is it, my good lord, the king lan-
guishes of?

Laf. A fistula, my lord.

Ber. I heard not of it before.

Laf. I would it were not notorious.—^Was
this gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de
Narbon?
Count. His sole child, my lord; and be-

queathed to my overlooking. I have those
hopes of her good that her education promises;
her dispositions she inherits, which make fair

gifts fairer; for where an unclean mind carries
virtuous quahties, there commendations go
with pity,—they are virtues and traitors too:
in her they are the better for their simpleness;
she derives her honesty, and achieves her good-
ness.

Laf, Your commendations, madam, get from
her tears.

Count. ’Tis the best brine a maiden can
season her praise in. The remembrance ofher
father never approaches her heart but the tyr-

anny of her sorrows takes all hvelihood from
her cheek. No more of this, Helena,—go to,

no more; lest it be rather thought you affect a
sorrow than to have.

Hel. I do affect a sorrow indeed; but I have
it too.

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of
the dead; excessive grief the enemy to the
living.

Count. If the living be enemy to the grief,

the excess makes it soon mortal.
Ber. Madam, I desire your holy wishes.
Laf. How imderstand we that?
Count. Be thou blest, Bertram! and succeed

thy father

In manners, as m shape! thy blood and virtue

Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodness
Share with thy birthright! Love all, trust a few,
Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy
Rather in power than use; and keep thy friend
Under thy own hfe’s key: be check’d for silence.

But never tax’d for speech. Whatheaven more
will, [down.

That thee may furnish and my prayers pluck
Fall on thy head ! Farewell,—My lord,

’Tis an unseason’dxourtier; good my lord,

Advise him.
Laf. He cannot want the best

That shall attend his love.

Count. Heaven bless him!—Farewell, Ber-
tram. [Exit Countess.

Ber. The best wishes that can be forged in
your thoughts [to Helena] be servants to you!
Be comfortable to my mother, your mistress,
and make much of her.

Laf, Farewell, pretty lady: you must hold
the credit of your father.

[Exeunt Ber. and Laf, '

HeL O, were that all!—I think not on my
father; [more

And these great tears grace his remembrance
Than those I shed for him. What was he like?

I have forgot him; my imagination

, - L

Carries no favour in’t but Bertram's.
I am undone: there is no hvmg, none.
If Bertram be away. It were all one
That I should love a bright particular star.
And think to wed it, he is so above me:
In his bright radiance and collateral light

Must I be comforted, notm his sphere.
The ambihon m my love thus plagues itself:

The hind that would be mated by the lion

Must die for love. ’Twas pretty, though a
plague,

To see him every hour; to sit and draw
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls.

In our heart’s table,—heart too capable
Of every hne and trick of his sweet favour:
But now he’s gone, and my idolatrous fancy
Must sanctify his rehcs. Who comes here?
One that goes with him: I love him for his

sake;
And yet I know him a notorious liar.

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward.
Yet these fix’d evils sit so fit m him
Thatthey take place when virtue’s steely bones
Look bleak i’ the cold wind: withal, full oft

we see
Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly.

Enter Parolles.

Par. Save you, fair queen!
Hel. And you, monarch!
Par. No.
Hel. And no.
Par. Are you meditating on virginity?

Hel. Ay. You have some stain of solaier in
you: let me ask you a question. Man is enemy
to virginity; how may we barricado it against
him?

Par, Keep him out.

Hel. But he assails; and our virginity, though
vahant in the defence, yet is weak: unfold to

us some warlike resistance.

Par. There is none: man, sitting down be-
fore you, will undermine you, and blow you up,

Hel. Bless our poor virginity from under-
miners and blowers-up!—Is there no nuhtary
policy how virgins might blow up men?

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will

qmckher be blown up: marry, m blowing him
down again, with the breach yourselves mads,
you lose your city. It is not pohtic in the
commonwealth of nature to preserve virginity.

Loss of virgimty is rational mcrease; and there
was never virgin got till virgimty was first lost.

That you were madeofis metal to make virgins.
Virgimty, by being once lost, may be ten times
found; by being ever kept, it is ever lost: ’tis

too cold a compamon; away with it!

Hel. I will stand for’t a little, though there-
fore I die a virgin.

Par. There’s httle can be said in’t, ’tis

against the rule of nature. To speak on the
part of virgimty is to accuse your mothers;
which is most infallible disobedience . He that
hangs himself is a virgin: virginity murders
itseff; and should be buned in highways, out
of all sanctified limit, as a desperate offendress
against nature. Virginity breeds mites, much
like a cheese; consumes itseh to the very par-
ing, and so dies with feeding his own stomach.
Besides, virginity is peevish, proud, idle, made
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of self-love; which is the most inhibited sin in

the canon. Keep it not; you cannot choose

but lose by’t: out with’t* within ten years it

will make itself ten, which is a goodly increase;

and the principal itself not much the worse:

away with it!

Hel. How might one do, sir, to lose it to her

own liking^

Par. Let me see: marry ill, to like him that

ne’er it likes. ’Tis a commodity will lose the

gloss with lying; the longer kept, the less worth:

off with’t while ’tis vendible: answer the time

of request. Virginity, hke an old courtier,

wears her cap out of fashion; richly suited, but
tmsuitable: just like the brooch and the tooth-

pick which wear not now. Your date is better

inyour pie and your porridge than in your cheek.

And your virginity, your old virginity, is like

one of our French withered pears; it looks ill,

it eats drily; marry, *tis a withered pear; it was
formerly better; marry, yet ’tis a withered pear.

Will you anything with it?

Hel. Not my virginity yet.

There shall your master have a thousand loves,

A mother, and a mistress, and a friend,

A phoenix, captain, and an enemy,
A gmde, a goddess, and a sovereign,

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear;

His humble ambition, proud humihty,
His jamng concord, and his discord dulcet.

His faith, his sweet disaster; with a world
Of pretty, fond, adoptions Christendoms,

That blinking Cupid gossips. Now sh«dl he

—

I know not what he shall:—-God send him
weU!—

The court’s a learning-place;—and he is one,

—

Par. What one, i’ faith?

Hel. That I wish well.
—

’Tis pity—
Par. What’s pity?

Hel, That wishing well had not a body in’t

Which might be felt; that we, the poorer bom.
Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes.

Might with effects of them follow our friends.

And show what we alone must tSiink; which
never

Returns us thanks.

Enter a Page.

PfiKirc. Monsieur ParoUes, my lord calls for

you. [Exit Page.
Par. Little Helen, farewell: if I can remem-

ber thee, 1 will think of thee at court.

Hel. Monsieur ParoUes, you were bornunder
a charitable star.

Per. Under Mars, I.

Hel. 1 especially think, under Mars.
Par, Why under Mars?
Eel. The wars have so kept you under that

you must needs be bom under Mars.
Par. When he was predominant.
Hel. When he was retrograde, I think, rather.

Par. Why think you so? [fight.

HeU You go so much backward when you
Par, That’s for advantage.
Hel. So is running away, when fear proposes

the safety: but the composition that your valour
and fear makes in you is a virtue of a good wing,
and I like the wear well.

Par. I am so full of businesses I cannot an-
swer thee acutely. I will return perfect cour-

tier; in the which my instruction shall serve to
naturalize thee, so thou wilt be capable of a
courtier’s counsel, and understand what advice
shall thrust upon thee, else thou diest in thine
unthankfulness, and thine ignorance makes
thee away: farewell. When thou hast leisure,
say thy prayers; when thou hast none, remem-
ber thy friends: get thee a good husband, and
use him as he uses thee; so, farewell. [Exit.

Hel. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie.

Which we ascribe to heaven; the fated sky
Gives us free scope; only doth backward pull
Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull.

What power is it which mounts my love so
high —

That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye?
The mightiest space in fortune nature brings
To join like hkes, and kiss like native things.

Impossible be strange attempts to those
That weigh their pains in sense, and do suppose
What hath been cannot be: who ever strove

To show her merit that did miss her love? [me,

The king’s disease,—my project may deceive
But my intents are fix’d, and will not leave me.

[Exit.

ScEitE IL—Paris. A Room in the King’s
Palace.

Flourish of cornets. Enter the King of
France, with Letters; Lords end others
attending.

King. The Florentines and Senoys are by the
ears;

Have fought with equal fortune, and continue
A braving war.

I Lord. So ’vis reported, sir. [ceive it

King. Nay, ’tis most credible; we here re-
A certainty, vouch’d from our cousin Austna,
With caution that the Florentine will move us
For speedy aid; wherein our dearest friend
Prejudicates the business, and would seem
To have us make denial.

I Lord. His love and wisdom,
Approv’d so to your majesty, may plead
For amplest credence.
King. He hath arm’d our answer.

And Florence is demed before he comes:
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to see
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave
To stand on either past.

3 Lord. It well may serve
A nursery to our gentry, who are sick
For breathing and exploit.

King. What’s he comes here?

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles,

I Lord. It is the Count Rousillon, my good
lord,

Young Bertram.
King. Youth, thou bear’st thy father’s face;

Frank nature, rather eurious than in haste,

Hath well compos’d thee. Thy father’s moral
parts

MaySt thou inherit too ! Welcome to Pans.
Ber, My thanks and duty are your majesty’s.

King. 1 would 1 had that corporal soundness
now,

As when thy father and myself in friendsM|)
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First tried our soldiership! He did look far

Into the service of the time, and was
Discipled of the bravest: he lasted long;

But on us both did haggish age steal on.

And wore us out of act. It much repairs me
To talk of your good father. In bis youth
He had the wit which I can well observe
To-day m our young lords, but they may jest

Till their own scorn return to them unnoted.
Ere they can hide their levity in honour
So like a courtier: contempt nor bitterness

Were in his pnde or sharpness; if they were.
His equal had awak’d them; and his honour.
Clock to itself, knew the true minute when
Exception bid him speak, and at this time
His tongue obey’d his hand: who were below

him
He us’d as creatures of another place;

And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks,
Making them proud of his humihty,
In their poor praise he humbled. Such a man
Might be a copy to these younger times; [now
Which, follow’d well, would demonstrate them
But goers backward.

Ber. His good remembrance, sir.

Lies richer in your thoughts than on his tomb;
So in approof lives not his epitaph

As m your royal speech. [always say,

—

King. Would I were with him! He would
Methinks I hear him now; his plausive words
He scatter’d not in ears, but grafted them,
To grow there, and to bear,—Let me not hve»

—

Thus his good melancholy oft began.
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime,
When it was out,—Let me not live, quoth he,

After myflame lacks oil, to be the snuff

Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses

All but new things disdain; whose judgments
are [stancies

Mere fathers of their garments; whose con-
Expire before their fashions:—This he wish’d:
I, after him, do after him wish too,

Since I nor vraot nor honey can bring home,
I quickly were dissolv’d from my hive.

To give some labourers room.
2 Lord. You are lov’d, sir:

They that least lend it you shall lack you first.

King, I fill a place, I know’t.—^How long
is’t, count,

Since the physician at your father’s died?
He was much fam’d.

Ber, Some six months since, my lord.

King. If he were hving I would try him yet;

—

Lend me an arm;—the rest have worn me out
With several applications:—^nature andsickness
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count;
My son’s no dearer.

Ber. Thank your majesty.
[Exeunt. Flourish.

Scene III.—Rotjsillon. A Room m the

Palace.

Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown.

Count I will now hqar: what say you of this

gentlewoman?
Stew, Madam, the care I have had to even

your content, I wish might be found in the
calendar of my past endeavours; for then we
wound our modesty, and make foul the clear-

ness of our deservings, when of ourselves we
publish them.

Count. What does this knave here’ Get
you gone, sirrah: the complaints I have heard
of you I do not at all believe, ’tis my slowness
that I do not, for I know you lack not folly to

commit them, and have abihty enough to make
such knavenes yours.

Clo. ’Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am
a poor fellow.

Count Well, sir.

Clo. No, madam, ’tis not so well that I am
poor; though many of the rich are damned:
but if I may have your ladyship’s good will to

go to the world, Isbel the woman and I will do
as we may.

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar?
Clo. 1 do beg your good will in tfis case.

Count In what case?

Clo, In Isbel’s case and mine own. Service
IS no hentage: and I think I shall never have
the blessing of God till I have issue of my body;
for they say bairns are blessings. [marry.

Count. Tell me thy reason why thou wilt

Clo, My poor body, madam, requires it: I

am dnven on by the flesh; and he must needs
go that the devil drives.

Count Is this all your worship’s reason?
Clo. Fath, madam, I have other holy

reasons, such as they are.

Count May the world know them?
Clo, I have been, madam, a wicked creature,

as you and all flesh and blood are; and, in-

deed, I do marry that I may repent.

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wick-
edness.

Clo. I am out of fnends, madam, and I hope
to have fnends for my wife’s sake.

Count Such friends are thine enemies, knave.
Clo. You are shallow, madam, in great

friends: for the knaves come to do that for me
which I am a-weary of. He that ears my land
spares my team, and gives me leave to inn the
crop; if I be his cuckold, he’s my drudge: he
that comforts my wife is the cherisher of my
flesh and blood; he that cherishes my flesh
and blood loves my flesh and blood; he that
loves my flesh and blood is my friend; ergo,

he that kisses my wife is my friend. If men
could be contented to be what they are, there
were no fear in mamage; for young Charbon
the puritan and old Poysam the papist, how-
some’er their hearts are severed in religion,

their heads are both one; they may joll horns
together hke any deer i’ the herd.
Count Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and

calumnious knave?
Clo. A prophet I, madam; and I speak the

truth the next way:

For I the ballad will repeat,
Which men full true shall find;

Your marriage comes by destiny,

.

Your cuckoo sings by kind.

Count Get you gone, sir; I’ll talk with you
more anon.

Stew. May it please you, madam, that he
bid Helen come to you; of her I am to speak.
Count Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would

speak with her; Helen I mean.
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Clo [Singing { Was tins fair face the cause, quoth
she,

Why the Greciaas sacked Troy?
Pond done, done fond,
Was this King Pnanx’s joy?

With that she sighed as she stood,

With that she sighed as she stood,
And gave this sentence then —

Among nine bad if one be good.
Among nine bad if one be good.

There’s yet one good in ten.

Count, What, one good m ten? you corrupt

the song, sirrah.

Clo, One good woman in ten, madam, which
is a purifying o’ the song: would God would
serve the world so all the year! we’d find no
fault with the tithe-woman if I were the parson:

one in ten, quoth a’! an we might have a good
woman bom but for every blazing star, or at an
earthquake, ’twould mend the lottery well: a
man may draw his heart out ere he pluck one.

Count. You’ll be gone, sir knave, and do as
I command you!

Clo. That man should be at woman’s com-
mand, and yet no hurt done’—Though honesty
be no puntan, yet it will do no hurt; it will wear
the surplice of humility over the black gown of

a big heart.—-I am going, forsooth: the bus-
iness IS for Helen to come hither.

[Exit.

Count. Well, now.
Stew. I know, madam, you love your gentle-

woman entirely.

Count. Faith, I do; her father bequeathed
her to me, and she herself, without other ad-
vantage, may lawfully make title to as much
love as she finds: there is more owing her than
IS paid, and more shall be paid her &an she’ll

demand.
Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her

than I think she wished me: alone she was,
and did communicate to herself her own words
to her own ears; she thought, I dare vow for

her, they touched not any stranger sense. Her
matter was, she loved your son: Fortune, she
said, was no goddess, that had put such differ-

ence betwixt their two estates; Love no god,
that would not extend his might only where
qualities were level. Diana no queen of virgins,

that w?ould suffer her poor kmght surprise, with-

out rescue in the first assault, or ransom after-

ward. This she delivered in the most bitter

touch of sorrow that e’er I heard virgin ex-
claim m: which I held my duty speedily to ac-
quaint you withal; sithence, in the loss that
may happen, it concerns you something to know
it.

Count. You have discharged this honestly;
keep It to yourself: many likelihoods informed
me of this before, which hung so tottering in

the balance that I could neither believe not
misdoubt. Pray you, leave me: stall this in

your bosom; and I thank you for your honest
care: I will speak with you further anon.

[Exit Steward.
Count. Even so it was with me when I was

young; (thorn
If ever we are nature’s, these are ours; this

Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong;
Our blood to us, this to our blood is bom;

It IS the show and seal of nature’s truth,

Where love’s strong passion is impress’d ia
youth:

By our remembrances of days foregone,
Such were our faults:—or then we thought

them none.

Enter Helena.

Her eye is sick on’t;—I observe her now.
Hel. What is your pleasure, madam?
Count. You know, Helen,

I am a mother to you,
Hel. Mine honourable mistress.

Count. Nay, a mother:
Why not a mother? When I said a mother,
Methought you saw a serpent: what’s in

mother,
That you start at it? I say I am your mother;
And put you in the catalogue of those
That were emwombed mine. ’Tis often seen
Adoption strives with nature; and choice breeds
A native slip to us from foreign seeds:
You ne’er oppress’d me with a mother’s groan.
Yet I express to you a mother’s care:

—

God’s mercy, maiden! does it curd thy blood
To say I am thy mother^ What’s the matter,
That this distemper’d messenger of wet,
The many-colour’d iris, rounds thine eye?
Why,—^that you are my daughter?

Hel. That I am not.
Count. I say, I am your mother.
Hel. Pardon, madam;

The Count Rousillon cannot be my brother:
I am from humble, he from honour’d name;
No note upon my parents, his all noble;
My master, my dear lord he is; and 1

His servant live, and will his vassal die:

He must not be my brother,

Count. Nor I your mother?
Hel, You are my mother, madam; would

you were,

—

So thatmy lord your son were not my brother,—
Indeed my mother!—or were you both our

mothers,
I care no more for than I do for heaven.
So I were not his sister. Can’t no other,
But, I your daughter, he must be my brother?

Count. Yes, Helen, you imght be my
daughter-in-law: [mother

God shield you mean it not! daughter and
So stnve upon your pulse. What! pale again?
My fear hath catch’d your fondness: now I see
The mystery of your loneliness, and find
Your salt tears’ head. Now to all sense ’tis

gross

You love my son; invention is asham’d,
Against the proclamation of thy passion,

To say thou dost not: therefore tell me true;

But tell me then, ’tis so;—for, look, thy cheeks
Confess it, one to the other, and thme eyes
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours,
That in their kind they speak it; only sin

And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue, [so?

That truth should be suspected. Speak, is’t

If it be so, you have wound a goodly clue,

If it be not, forswear’t: howe’er, I charge thee,

As heaven shall work in me for thine avail,

To tell me truly.

Hel. Good madam, pardon me!
Count. Do you love my son?
Hel. Your pardon, noble mistress f
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Count. Love you my son?
Hel. Do not you love iiim, madam^
Count. Go not about; my love hath in’t a

bond, [disclose

Whereof the world takes note: come, come,
The state of your afiection; for your passions
Have to the full appeach’d.

Hel. Then I confess,

Here on my knee, before high heaven and you,
That before you, and next unto high heaven,
I love your son:

—

My friends were poor, but honest; so’s my love:

Be not ofiended; for it hurts not him
That he is lov’d of me: I follow him not
By any token of presumptuous suit;

Nor would I have him till I do deserve hiin;

Yet never know how that desert should be.

I know I love in vain, strive against hope;
Yet in this captious and intenible sieve

I still pour in the waters of my love,

And lack not to lose still: thus, indian-like,

Rehgious in mine error, I adore
The sun, that looks upon his worshipper,

But knows of him no more. My dearest
madam,

Let not your hate encounter with my love,

For lovmg where you do; but, if yourself,

Whose aged honours cites a virtuous youth,

Did ever, in so true a frame of liking,

Wish chastely, and love dearly, that your Dian
Was both herself and love; O, then, give pity

To her whose state is such that cannot choose
But lend and give where she is sure to lose;

That seeks not to find that her search implies.

But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies!

Coimt. Had you not lately an intent,—speak
truly,

—

To go to Pans?
Hel, Madam, I had.
Count Wherefore? tell true.

Hel. I will tell truth; by grace itself I swear.
You know my father left me some prescriptions

Of rare and prov’d effects, such as his reading
And manifest expenence had collected

For general sovereignty; and that he willM me
In heedfulest reservation to bestow them.
As notes whose faculties inclusive were
More than they were m note: amongst the rest

There is a remedy, approv’d, set down,
To cure the desperate languishings whereof
The king is render’d lost.

Count. This was your motive
For Paris, was it? speak. [this;

Set. My lord your son made me to think of

Else Paris, and ike medicine, and the king.

Had from the conversation of my thoughts
Haply been absent then.

Count. But thmk you, Helen,
If you should tender your suppos’d aid,

He would receive it? He and his physicians

Are of a mind; he, that they cannot help him.
They, that they cannot help: how shall they

credit

A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools,

Emboweli’d of their doctrine, have left ofi

The danger to itself?

Hel, There’s something in’t

More than my father’s skill, which was the
greatest

Of his profession, that Ms good receipt

Shall, for my legacy, be sanctified
By the luckiest stars in heaven: and, would

your honour
But give me leave to try success, I’d venture
The well-lost life of mine on his grace’s cure
By such a day and hour.

Count. Dost thou believe’!?
Hel. Ay, madam, knowingly.
Count. Why, Helen, thou shalt have my

leave, and love,

Means, and attendants, andmyloving greetings
To those of mine in court: I’ll stay at home,
And pray God’s blessings into thy attempt:
Be gone to-morrow; and be sure of this,

What I can help thee to thou shalt not miss.
\Exevnt,

ACT IL

Scene I.

—

^Paris. A Room in tiie King’s
Palace.

Flomish. Enter King, with yomg Lords
taking leave for the Florentine war; Ber-
tram, Parolles, and Attendants.

Kmg. Farewell, young lord; these warlike
pnnciples [farewell:

—

Do not throw from you:—and you, my lord,
Share the advice betwixt you; if both gain all,

The ^ft doth stretch itself as ’tis received.
And is enough for both.

1 Lord. It is our hope, sir,

After well-enterid soldiers, to return
And find your grace in heMth.

King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart
Will not confess he owes the malady
Thatdothmylifebesiege. Farewell,youaglords;
Whether I live or die, be you the sons
Of worthy Frenchmen; let Mgher Italy,—
Those bated that inherit but the fall

Of the last monarchy,—see that you come
Not to woo honour, but to wed it; when
The bravest questaat shrinks, ^d what you

seek.

That fame may cry you loud: I say, farewell,

2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, serve your
majesty!

King. Those girls of Italy, take heed of them;
They say our French lack language to deny,
If they demand: beware of bemg captives
Before you serve.

Both. Our hearts receive your warnings.
King. Farewell.—Come hither to me.

[The King retires to a couch,
z Lord. O my sweet lord, that you will stay

behind us!
Par. ’Tis not his fault; the spark
2 Lord. 0 , ’tis brave wars!
Par. Most admirable; I have seen those

wars. [with,

Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil

Too young

t

and the next year, and His too early.

Par. An thy mind stand to it, boy, steal

away bravely. [smock,
Set. I shall stay here the forehorse to a

Cr#‘<'iking my shoes on the plain masonry,
Tin honour be bought up, and no sword worn
But one to dance with! By heaven, I’E steal

away.
X Lord. There’s honour in the theft.

Par. Commit it, count.
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2 Lord. 1 am yoar accessory; and so fare-

well. [taxed body.

Ber. I grow to you, and oar partmg is a tor-

1 Lord. Farewell, captain.

2 lA>rd. Sweet Monsiear ParoHes!

Far. Noble heroes, my sword and yours are

kin. Good sparks and lustrous, a word, good
metals.—You shall find m the repment of the

Spmii one Captain Spuno, with his cicatrice, an
emblem of war, here on his sinister cheek; it

was this very sword entrenched it: say to him
I live; and observe his reports for me.

2 Lord. We shall, noble captain.
^

Par. Mars dote on you for his novices!

[Exeunt Lords.] What will ye do?
Ber. Stay; the king
Par. Use a more spacious ceremony to the

noble lords; you have restrained yourself with-

in the list of too cold an adieu: be more ex-

pressive to them; for they wear themselves in

the cap of the time, there do muster true gait,

eat, speai, and move under the influence of the

most received star; and though the devil lead

the measure, such are to be followed: after

them, and take a more dilated farewell.

Ber, And I will do so.

Par. Worthy fellows, and hke to prove most
sinewy sword-men.

[Exeunt Bertram and Parolles.

Enter Lafed.

taf. Pardon, my lord [kneeling^ for me
and for my tidings.

King. HI fee thee to stand up.

Ltd. Then here’s a man stands that has
bought his pardon. {mercy;

I would you had Reel’d, my lord, to ask me
And that, at my bidding, you could so stand up.

Kmg, I would I had; so I had broke thy
pate,

And ask’d thee mercy for’t.

Laj, Good faith, across;

But, my good lord, ’tis thus: Will you be cured
Of your infirmity?

King. No.
Laj. 0

,
will you eat

No grapes, my royal fox? yes, but you will

My noble grapes, and if my royal fox
Could reach them: I have seen a medicine
That’s able to breathe life into a stone,

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary
With spntely fire and motion; whose simple

touch
Is powerful to araise King Pipin, nay,
To pve great Charlemain a pen in his hand
And write to her a love-Iine.

King. What her is that?

Xu/. Why, doctor she: my lord, there’s one
arriv'd, {honour.

If you will see her,—now, by my faith and
If seriously I may convey my thoughts
In this my light dehverance, I have spoke
With one that in her sex, her years, profession,

Wisdom, and constancy hath amaz’d me more
Than I dare blame my weakness: will you see

' her,— {ness?
For that is her demand,—and know her busi-
That done, laugh well at me.

King, Now, good Lai&u,
Bring in the admiration; that we with thee

May spend our wonder too, or take off thine
By wondering how thou took’st it.

Laf. Nay, I’ll fit you,
And not be all day neither. [Exit Lafeu.

King, Thus he his special nothing ever pro-
logues.

Re-enter Lafeu with Helena.

Laf. Nay, come your ways.
King. This haste hath wings indeed,
Laf. Nay, come your ways;

This IS his majesty: say your mmd to him:
A traitor you do look like; but such traitors

His majesty seldom fears: I am Cressid’s uncle,
That dare leave two together: fare you well.

King, Now, fair one, does your business
follow us? [was

Hel. Ay, my good lord. Gerard de Narbon
My father, in what he did profess well found.

King. I knew him.
Hel. The rather will I spare my praises to-

wards him.
Knowing him is enough. On his bed of death
Many receipts he gave me; chiefly one,
Which, as the dearest issue of this practice,

And of his old experience the only darhng,
He bade me store up as a triple eye, [so
Safer than mine own two, more dear: I have
And, hearing your high majesty is touch’d
With that malignant cause wherein the honour
Of my dear father’s gift stands chief in power,
I come to tender it, and my appliance,

With all bound humbleness.
King. We thank you, maiden:

But may not be so credulous of cure,

—

When our most learned doctors leave us, and
The congregated college have concluded
That labouring art can never ransom nature
From her inaidable estate,—I say we must not
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope.
To prostitute our past-cure malady
To empirics; or, to dissever so

Our great self and our credit, to esteem
A senseless help,whenhelp past sense we deem.
Hel. My duty, then, shall pay me for my

pains:

I will no more enforce mine office on you;
Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts
A modest one to bear me back again.

King. I cannot give thee less, to be call’d

grateful. [I give
Thou thought’St to help me, and such thanks
As one near death to those that wish him live:

But what at full I know, thou know’st no part;

I knowing all my peril, thou no art.

Hel. What I can do can do no hurt to try,

Since you set up your rest ’gainst remedy.
He that of greatest works is finisher

Oft does them by the weakest minister:

So holy wnt in babes hath judgment shown,
When, judges have been babes. Great floods

have flown
From simple sources; and great seas have dried
Whenmiracies havebythe greatestbeendenied.
Oft expectation fails, and most oft there
Where most it promises; and oft it hits

Where hope is coldest, and despair most fits.

King. I must not hear thee: fare thee well*

kind maid;
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Thy pains, not used, must hy thyself be paid: Though more to know could not be more ‘to

Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward. trust,

—

Jlel. Inspired merit so by breath is barred:
It is not so with Him that all things knows.
As ’tis with us that Square our guess by shows:
But most it is presumption in us when
The help of heaven we count the act of men.
Bear sir, to my endeavours give consent:
Of heaven, not me, make an expenment.
I am not an imposter, that proclaim
Myself against the level of mine aim;
But know I think, and think I know most sure.

My art is not past power nor you past cure.

JSTmp. Art thou so confident? Within what
space

Hop’ St thou my cure?
Hel. The greatest grace lending grace.

Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring
Thetr fiery torcher his diurnal ring;

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp
Moist Hesperus hath quench’d his sleepy lamp;
Or four-and-twenty times the pilot’s glass

Hath told the thievish minutes how they pass;

What is infirm from your sound parts shall

ffy.

Health shall live free, and sickness freely die.

iST/ny. Upon thy certainty and confidence.
What dar’st thou venture?

Bel. Tax of impudence,

—

A strumpet’s boldness, a divulged shame,

—

Traduc’d by odious ballads; my maiden’s name

Sear’d otherwise; ne worse of worst extended,
With vilest torture let my life be ended.

Bznff. Methinks m thee some blessed spirit

doth speak;
ffis powerful sound within an organ weak:
And what impossibility would slay
In common sense, sense saves another way.
Thy life is dear; for all that life can rate

Worth name of life in thee hath estimate;
Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, all

That happiness m prime can happy call;

Thou this to hazard needs must intimate
Skill infinite, or monstrous desperate.
Sweet practiser, thy physic I will try:

That ministers thine own death if I die.

Bel, If I break time, or flinch in property
Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die;

And well deserv’d. Not helping death’s my
fee;

But, if I help, what do you promise me?
King. Make thy demand.
Bel. But will you make it even?
King. Ay, by my sceptre and my hopes of

heaven. [hand,
Bet. Then shalt thou give me, with thy kingly

What husband in thy power I will command:
Exempted be from me the arrogance
To choose from forth the royal blood of France,
My low and humble name to propagate
With any branch or image of thy state:

But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know
Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow.
King. Here is my hand; the premises ob-

serv’d,

Thy will by my performance shall be serv’d;

So make the choice of thy own time, for I,

Thy resolv’d patient, on thee still rely,

jdore should I question thee, and more I

must,

—

From whence thou cam’st, how tended on.

—

but rest

Unquestion’d welcome and undoubted blest.

—

Give me some help here, ho!—If thou proceed
As high as word, my deed shall match thy deed.

[Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene IL—Rottsillon. A Room in the

Countess’s Palace.

Enter Countess and Clown.

Count. Come on, sir; I shall now put you to

the height of your breeding.
Clo. I will show myself highly fed and lowly

taught: I know my business is but to the court.

Count. To the court! why, what place make
you special, when you put off that with such
contempt? But to the court!

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man
any manners, he may easily put it off at court:

he that cannot make a leg, put off’s cap. Mss
his hand, and say nothing, has neither leg,

hands, lip, nor cap; and, indeed, such a fellow,

to say precisely, were not for the court: but,

for me, I have an answer will serve all men.
Count. Marry, that’s a bountiful answer that

fits all questions.

Clo. It is like a barber’s chair, that fits all

buttocks,—^the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock,

the brawn-buttock, or any buttock.

Count. Will your answer serve fit to all

questions?
Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an

attorney, as your French crown for your taffeta

punk, as Tib’s rush for Tom’s forefinger, as a
panc^e for Shrove-Tuesday, amoms for May-
day, as the nail to his hole, the cuckold to his
horn, as a scolding quean to a wrangling knave,
as the nun’s lip to the friar’s mouth; nay, as the
pudding to his skin.

Count. Have you, I say, an answer of such
fitness for all questions?

Clo. From below your duke to beneath your
constable, it will fit any question.

Count. It must be an answer of most mon-
strous size that must fit all demands.^

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faifli, if the
learned should speak truth of it: here it is, and
all that belongs to’t. Ask me if X am a
courtier: it shall do you no harm to learn.

Count. To be young agam, if we could: I
wili be a fool in question, hoping to be the wiser
by your answer. I pray you, sir, are you a
courtier?

Clo. 0 Lord, sir!—There’s a simple putting
off;—^more, more, a hundred of them.

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that
loves you. [me.

Clo. O Lord, sir!—Thick, thick; spare not
Count. I think, sir, you can eat none of this

homely meat.
Clo. O Lord, sir!—Nay, put me to’t, I

warrant you.
Count. You were lately whipped, sir, as I

think.

Clo. O Lord, sir!—spare not me.
Count, Do you cry, O Lord, sir! at your

whipping, and spare not me? Indeed, your O
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Lord, sir! is very sequent to your whipping
you would answer very well to a whipping, if

you were but bound to’t.

Clo. I ne’er had worse luck in my life in my
—0 Lordt sit! I see things may serve long, but
not serve ever.

Count. 1 play the noble housewife with the
time, to entertain it so merrily with a fool.

Clo. 0 Lord, sirl—Why, there’t serves well

again.

Count. An end, sir, to your business. Give
Helen this,

And urge her to a present answer back;

Commend me to my kinsmen and my son:

This is not much.
Clo, Not much commendation to them.
Count. Not much employment for you: you

understand me? [legs

Clo. Most fruitfully; I am there before my
Count Haste you again. [Exeunt severally.

Scene III.

—

Paris A Room in the King’s
Palace.

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles.

Laf, They say miracles are past; and we have
our philosophical persons to make modern and
famUiar things supernatural and causeless.

Hence is it that we make tnfies of terrors, en-
sconcing ourselves into seeming knowledge
when we should submit ourselves to an un-
known fear.

Par. Why, ’tis the rarest argument ofwonder
that hath shot out in our latter times.

Ber. And so ’tis.

Laf. To be relinquish’d of the artists,

—

Par. So I say, both of Galen and Paracelsus.

Laf. Of all the learned and authentic fel-

lows,-—
Par, Right; so I say.

Laf, That gave him out incurable,—
Par. Why, there ’tis; so say I too.

Laf. Not to be helped,

—

Par. Right; as ’twere a man assured of a,

—

Laf. Uncertain life and sure death. [said.

Par. just; you say well: so would I have
Lcf. I may truly say, it is a novelty to the

world.
Par. It IS indeed: if you will have it in show-

ing, you shall read it m,—What do you call

there?—-

Laf. A showing of a heavenly effect in an
earthly actor. [same.

Far. That’s it I would have said; the very
Laf. Why, your dolphin is not lustier: ’fore

me, I speak in respect,™
Far. Nay, ’tis strange, ’tis very strange; that

is the brief and the tedious of it; and he is of a
most facinorous spirit that will not acknowledge
it to be the,

—

Laf, Very hand of heaven.
Far. Ay; so I say.

Laf. In a most weak,

—

Par. And debile minister, great power, great
transcendence: which should, indeed, &ve us
a further use to be made than alone the recov-
ery of the king, as to be,

—

Laf. Generally thankful.

Par. I would have said it; you say well.

Here comes the king.

Enter King, Helena, and Attendants.

Laf. Lustic, as the Dutchman says: I’ll* like

a maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my
head: why, he’s able to lead her a coranto.

Far. Mort du Vmatgre! is not this Helen?
Laf. ’Fore God, I think so.

King. Go, call before me all the lords in

court.— [Exit an Attendant.
Sit, my preserver, by thy patient’s side;

And with this healthful hand, whose banish’d
sense

Thou hast repeal’d, a second time receive
The confirmation of my promis’d gift,

Winch but attends thy naming.

Enter several Lords.

Fair maid, send forth thine eye* this youthful
parcel

Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing,
O’er whom both sovereign power and father’s

voice

I have to use: thy frank election make;
Thou hast power to choose, and they none to

forsake. [mistress

Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous

Fall, when love please!—marry, to each, but
one!

Laf. I’d give bay Curtal, and his furmture,
Mymouthno more were brokenthanthese boys’

,

And wnt as little beard.

King. Peruse them well:

Not one of those but had a noble father.

Hel. Gentlemen,
Heaven hath, through me, restor’d the king to

health. [you.

All. We understand it, and thank heaven for

Hel, I am a simple maid, and therein
wealthiest

That I protest I simply am a maid.

—

Please it, your majesty, I have done already:

The blushes in my cheeks thus whisper me

—

We blush that thou shouldst choose; but, be re-

fused,

Let the white death sit on thy cheek for ever;

WeHl ne'er come there again.

King. Make choice; and, see,

Who shuns thy love shuns all his love in me.
Hel, Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly,

And to imperial Love, that god most high,

Do my sighs stream.—Sir, will you hear my
suit?

1 Lord. And grant it.

Hel. Thanks, sir; all the rest is mute.
Laf. I had rather be in this choice than

throw ames-ace for my life. [eyes,

Hel. The honour, sir, that flames in your fair

Before I speak, too threaterungiy replies:

Love make your fortunes twenty times above
Her that so wishes, and her humble love!

2 Lord. No better, if you please.

Hel. My wish receive,

Which great Love grant! and so I take my
leave.

Laf. Do all they deny her? An they were
sons of mine I’d have them whipped; or I

would sent them to the Turk to make eunuchs
of.

Hel, [To third Lord.] Be not afraid that I

your hand should take;
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I’ll never do you wrong for your own sake:
Blessing upon your vows! and in your bed
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed!

Laf. These boys are boys of ice; they’ll none
have her: sure, they are bastards to the Eng-
hsh; the French ne’er got them. {good

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too

To make yourself a son out of my blood.

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not so.

Laf. There’s one grape yet,—I am sure thy
father drank wine.—But if thou beest not an
ass, I am a youth of fourteen; I have known
thee already.

HeL [To BERraAM.] I dare not say I take
you; but I give

Me and my service, ever whilst I live.

Into your guidmg power.—This is the man.
King. Why, then, young Bertram, take her;

she’s thy 'v^e.

Ber. My wife, my liege ! I shall beseech your
highness.

In such a business give me leave to use
The help of mine own eyes.

King. Emow’st thou not, Bertram,
What she has done for me?

Ber. Yes, my good lord:

But never hope to know why I should marry
her.

King. Thou know’st she has rais’d me from
my sickly bed.

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me
down

Must answer for your raising? I know her well;

She had her breeding at my father’s charge:

A poor physician’s daughter my wife!—Disdain
Rather corrupt me ever! [the which
King. ’Tis only title thou disdain’ st in her,

I can bmld up. Strange is it that our bloods.

Of colour, weight, and heat, pour’d all together,

Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off

In differences so mighty. If she be
All that is virtuous,—save what thou dislik’st,

A poor physician’s daughter,-—thou dislik’st

Of virtue for the name: but do not so:

Fromlowest placewhenvirtuous things proceed,
The place is dignified by the doer’s deed:
Where great additions swell’s, and virtue none.
It IS a dropsied honour: good alone

Is good without a name; vileness is so:

The property by what it is should go,

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair;

In these to nature she’s immediate heir;

And these breed honour: that is honour’s scorn
Which challenges itself as honour’s bora,

And is not like the sire; honours thrive,

When rather from our acts we them derive

Than our fore-goers: the mere word’s a slave,

Debauch’d on every tomb; on every grave
A lying trophy; and as oft is dumb
Where dost and damn’d oblivion is the tomb
Of hdihwu^dbones indeed. What should be

If thou canst like this creature' aejamaid,
I can create the rest: virtue and she'“ ^

Is her own dower; honour and wealth from me.
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to'tlqjt.

King. Thou wrong’ stthyself, if thou should^v
strive to choose. [am glad:

Eel. That you are well restor’d, my lord, I

Let the rest go.

King. My honour’s at the stake; which to

defeat, [hand,

I must produce my power. Here, take her
Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift;

That dost m vile misprision shackle up
My love and her desen; that canst not dream
We, poising us in her defective scale,

Shall weigh thee to the beam; that wilt not
know

It is in us«to plant thine honour where
We please to have it grow. Check thy con-

tempt:
Obey our will, which travails in thy good;
Beheve not thy disdain, but presently
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right

Which both thy duty owes and ourpower claims
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever.
Into the staggers and the careless lapse [hate

Of youth and ignorance; both my revenge and
Loosing upon thee in the name of justice,

Without all terms of pity. Speak!—^thine

answer!
Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord; for I submit

My fancy to your eyes, when I consider
What great creation, and what dole of honour
Flies where you bid it, I find that she, which

late

Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now
The praised of the kmg; who, so ennobled.
Is as ’twere bom so.

King. Take her by the hand.
And tell her she is thine: to whom I promise
A counterpoise; if not to thy estate,

A balance more replete.

Ber. I take her hand.
King. Good fortune and the favour of the king

Smile upon this contract; whose ceremony
Shall seem expedient on the now-born brief.

And be perform’d to-night: the solemn feast
Shall more attend upon the coining space,
Expectmg absent friends. As thou lov’st her,
Thy love’s to me religious; else, does err.

[Exeunt King, Ber., Hel., Lords,
and Attendants.

La/. Do you hear, monsieur? a word with
you.

Par. Your pleasure, sir?

Laf. Your lord and master did well to make
his recantation.

Par. Recantation!—My lord! my master.
Laf. Ay; is it not a language I speak?
Par. A most harsh one, and not to be under-

stood without bloody succeeding. My master!
Laf. Are you compamon to the Count

Rousillon? [is man.
Par. To any count; to all counts; to what
Laf. To what is count’s man: count’s master

is of another style.

Par. You are too old sir; let it satisfy you,
you are too old.

Laf. I must tell thee, sirrah, I write man;
to which title age cannot bring thee.

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do.
Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to

be a pretty wise fellow; thou didst make toler-

able vent of thy travel; it might pass: yet the
scarfs and the bannerets about thee did mani-

ofWiffreat a burden. I have now founfinSser'
when Mqse thee again I care not: yet art thou
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good for nothing but taking np; and that thou
art scarce worth.

Par. Hadstthou not the privilege of antiqtuty

upon thee,-—

Laf. Bo not plunge thyself too far in anger,

lest thou hasten thy trial; which if—Lord have
mercy on thee for a heni So, my good window
of lattice, fare thee well: thy casement I need
not open, for I look through thee. Give me
thy hand. [indignity.

Per. My lord, you give me most egregious

laf. Ay, with all my heart; and thou art

worthy of it.

Par. I have not, my lord, deserved it.

Laf. Yes, good faith, every dram of it: and
I will not bate thee a scruple.

Par. Well, I shall be wiser.

Laf. E’en as soon as thou const, for thou hast

to pull at a smack o’ the contrary. If ever thou
beest bound in thy scarf and beaten, thou shalt

find what it is to be proud of thy bondage. I

have a desire to hold my acquaintance with

thee, or rather my knowledge, that I may say,

in the default, he is a man I Imow.
Per. My lord, you do me most insupportable

vexation.

Laf. I would it were hell-pains for thy sake,

and my poor doing eternal: for doing I am past;

as I will by thee, in what motion age will give

me leave. [Exit.

Par. Well, thou hast a son shall take this

disgrace ofi me; scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lord I

- -Well, I must be patient; there is no fettenng

of authority. I’ll beat him, by my life, if I can

meet him with any convemence, an he were
double and double a lord. I’ll have no more
pity of his age than I would have of —I’ll beat

him, an if I could but meet him again.

Re-enter Lafeu.

laf. Sirrah, your lord and master’s married,

therms news for you; you have a new mistress.

Par. I most unfeignedly beseech your lord-

ship to make some reservation of your wrongs:
he IS my good lord: whom I serve above is my
master.

La/. Who? God?
Par. Ay, sir.

Laf. The devil it is that’s thy master. Why
dost thou garter up thy arms o’ this fashion?

dost make hose of thy sleeves? do other ser-

vants so? Thou wert best set thy lower part

where thy nose stands. By mine honour, if I

were but two hours younger I’d beat thee: me-
think’st thou art a general offence, and every
man should beat thee. I think thou wast cre-

ated for men to breathe themselves upon thee.

Par. This is hard and undeserved measure,
my lord.

Laf. Go to, sir; you were beaten in Italy for

picking a kernel out of a pomegranate; you are
a vagabond, and no true traveller: you are more
saucy with lords and honourable personages
than the heraldry of your burth and virtue ^ves
you commission. You are not worth another
word, else I’d call you knave. I leave you.

[ExR.
Par. Gopd,-.very-geodrit1s so then.-—Good,

very^d/Iet it be concealed awhile.

Enter Bertram.

Ser. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever!
Par. What is the matter, sweet heart?
Ber. Although before the solemn priest I

have sworn,
I will not bed her.

Par. What, what, sweet heart?

Ber. 0 my Parolles, they have married me!

—

I’ll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her.
Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more

ments
The tread of a man’s foot:—to the wars!
Ber. There’s letters from my mother: what

the import is

I know not yet.

Par. Ay, that would be known. To the wars,
my boy, to the wars'

He wears his honour in a box unseen
That hugs his kicksy-wicksy here at home,
Spending his manly marrow in her arms,
Which should sustain the bound and high curvet
Of Mars’s fiery steed. To other regions!

France is a stable; we, that dwell in’t, jades.
Therefore, to the war! [house,

Ber. It shall be so; I’ll send her to my
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her,

And wherefore I am fled; write to the king
That which I durst not speak; his present gift

Shall furnish me to those Italian fields

Where noble fellows strike: war is no strife

To the dark house and the detested wife.

Par. Will this caprichio hold in thee, art

sure"? [me.
Ber. Go with me to my chamber and advise

I’ll send her straight away: to-morrow
I’ll to the wars, she to her single sorrow.

Par. Why, these balls bound, there’s noise
in it ’Tis hard,

A young man married is a man that’s marr’d*
Therefore away, and leave her bravely; go:

The king has done you wrong: but, hush! ’tis

so. [Exeunt

Scene IV.—The same. Another Room in the

same.

Enter Helena and Clown.

ffel. My mother greets me kindly: is she
weU?

Clo. She IS not well; but yet she has her
health; she’s very merry; but yet she is not
well: but thanks be given, she’s very well, and
wants nothing i' the world; but yet she is not
well.

jffel. If she be very well, what does she ail,

that she’s not very well?
Clo. Truly, she’s very well indeed, but for

two things. -

Bel. What things?

Clo. One, that she’s not in heaven, whither
God send her quickly! the other, that she’s m
earth, from whence God send her quickly!

. ^'^nrefP'A^OLLES.

Par. Bless you, my fortunate lady!
Ilei. I hope, sir, I have your good will to

have mine own good fortunes.
Par. You had my prayers to lead them on,

and to keep them on, have them still. 0, my
knave,—how does my old lady?
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Clo, So that you had her wrinkles and I her
money, I would she did as you say.

Pat. Why, I say nothing.

Clo. Marry, you are the wiser man; for many
a man’s tongue shakes out his master’s undoing:
to say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing,

and to have nothing, is to he a great part of your
title; which is within a very little of nothing.

Par. Away! thou’rt a knave.
Clo. You should have said, sir, before a

knave thou art a knave; that is, before me thou
art a knave: this had been truth, sir.

Pat. Go to, thou art a witty fool; I have
found thee.

Clo. Did you find me in yourself, sir? or

were you taught to find me? The search, sir,

was profitable; and much fool may you find in

you, even to the world’s pleasure and the in-

crease of laughter.

Par. A good knave, i’ faith, and well fed.

—

Madam, my lord will go away to-mght:

A very serious business calls on him.
The great prerogative and right of love.

Which, as your due, time claims, he does ac-

knowledge;
But puts it oS to a compell’d restraint;

Whose want and whose delay is strew’d with
sweets;

Which they distil now in the curbed time,

To make the coming hour o’erflow with joy.

And pleasure drown the brim.
Hel. What’s his will else?

Par. That you will take your instant leave o’

the king, [ing,

And make this haste as your own good proceed-
Strengthen’d with what apology you think
May make it probable need.

Hel. What more commands he?
Par. That, having this obtain’d, you pres-

ently

Attend his further pleasure.
Hel. In everything I wait upon his will.

Par. I shall report it so.

Hel. I pray you.—Come, sirrah.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.—Another Room in the same.

Enter Lapeu and Bertram.

Laf. But I hope your lordship thinks not him
a soldier. [proof.

Ber. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant ap-

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance.

Ber. And by other warranted testimony.
Laj, Then my dial goes not true: I took this

lark for a bunting.
Ber. I do assure you, my lord, he is very

great in knowledge, and accordingly valiant.

Laf. 1 have, then, sinned against his experi-

ence and transgressed against his valour; and
my state that way is dangerous, smce I cannot
yet find in my heart to repent. Here he comes:
I pray you, make us friends; I will pursue the
amity.

Enter Parolees.

Par. These things shall be done, sir,

[To Ber.
Laf. Pray you, sir, who’s his tailor?

Par. Sirl

Laf. 0, I know him well, I, sir; he, sir, is

a good workman, a very good tailor.

Ber. Is she gone to the king? [Aside to Par.
Par. She is.

Ber. Will she away to-night?

Pur. As you’ll have her. [treasure,

Ber. I have wnt my letters, casketed my
Given order for our horses; and to-mght.

When I should take possession of the bride.

End ere I do begin.

Laf. A good traveller is something at the
latter end of a dinner; but one that lies three-
thirds and uses a known truth to pass a thou-
sand nothings with, should be once heard and
thrice beaten.—God save you, captain.

Ber. Is there any unkindness between my
lord and you, monsieur?

Par. I know not how I have deserved to run
into my lord’s displeasure.

Laf. You have made shift to run into ’t, boots
and spurs and all, like him that leaped into the
custard; and out of it you’ll run again, rather
than suffer question for your residence, [lord.

Ber. It may be you have mistaken him, my
Laf. And shall do so ever, though I took him

at his prayers. Fare you well, my lord; and
beheve this of me, there can be no kernel in
this light nut; the soul of this man is his clothes

:

trust him not in matter of heavy consequence;
I have kept of them tame, and know their

natures.—Farewell, monsieur: I have spoken
better of you than you have or will deserve at
my hand; but we must do good against eviL

[Exit.

Par. An idle lord, I swear.
Ber. I think so.

Par. Why, do you not know him? [speech.

Ber. Yes, I do know him well; and common
Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog.

Enter Helena.

Hel. I have, sir, as I was commanded from
you, [leave

Spoke with the king, and have procur’d his
For present partmg; only, he desires

Some private speech with you.
Ber. I shall obey Ms wiU,

You must not marvel, Helen, at my course,
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does
The ministration and required office

On my particular. Prepared I was not
For such a business; therefore am I found
So much unsettled: this drives me to entreat

you
That presently you take your way for home.
And rather muse than ask why I entreat you:
For my respects are better than they seem;
And my appointments have m them a need
Greater than shows itself at the first view
To you that know them not. TMs to my

mother: [ Giving a letter.

’Twill be two days ere I shall see you; so
I leave you to your wisdom.

Hel. Sir, I can nothing say
But that I am your most obedient servant.

Ber. Come, come, no more of that.

Hel, And ever shall
With true observance seek to eke out that
Wherein towardme my homely starshave fail’d

To equal my great fortune.
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Ber. Let that go:

My haste is very great. Farewell; hie home.
HeL Pray, sir, your pardon.
Ber. W e!i, what would you say?
Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe,

Nor dare I say ^tis mine, and yet it is, {steal

But, like a timorous thief, most fain would
What law does vouch mine own.

Ber. What would you have?
Hel. Something; and scarce so much.—no-

thing, indeed. — j'aith, yes —
I would not tell you what I would, roy lord.

—

Strangers and foes do sunder and not kiss.

Ber. 1 pray you, stay not, but in haste to

horse. [my lord.

Hel. I shall not break your bidding, good
Ber. Where are my other men, monsieur'^’

—

Farewell, [Exit Helena.
Go thou toward home, where I will never come
Whilst I can shake my sword or hear the

onim:

—

Away, and for our flbght.

Par. Bravely, coragio! [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Florence. A Room in the

Duke’s Palace.

Flourish. Enter the Duke of Florence,
attended; two French Lords, and Soldiers,

Duke. So that, from point to point, now
have you heard

The fundamental reasons of this war;
Whose great decision hath much blood let forth,

And more thirsts after.

I Lord. Holy seems the quarrel

Upon your grace’s part; black and fearful

On the opposer. [France
Duke Therefore we marvel much our cousin

Would, m so just a business, shut his bosom
Against our borrowing prayers.

1 Lord. Good my lord,

The reasons of our state I cannot yield,

But like a common and an outward man
That the great figure of a council frames
By self-unable motion; therefore dare not
Say what I think of it, since I have found
Myself m my uncertain grounds to fail

As often as I guess’d.

Duke. Be It his pleasure.

2 Lord. But I am sure the younger of our
nature,

That surfeit on their ease, will day by day
Come here for physic.

Duke. Welcome shall they be,
And ail the honours that can fly from us
Shall on them settle. You know your places

well,

When better fall, for your avails they fell:

To-morrow to the field. [ffourisA. Exeunt.

Scene II.~~Rousillon. A Room in the
CoUNTE&s’s Palace.

Enter Countess and Clown.

Count. It hath happened all as I would have
had It, save that he comes not along with her.

Clo. By my troth, 1 take my young lord to
be a very melancholy man.
Count By what observance, I pray you?

Clo. Why, he wul look upon his boot and
smg, mend the ruff and sing, ask questions
and smg; pick his teeth and sing. I know a
man that had this trick of melancholy sold a
goodly manor for a song.

Count. Let me see what he writes, and when
he means to come. [Opening a letter.

Clo. 1 have no mind to Isbel, since I was at
court our old ling and our Isbels o’ the
country are nothing like your old ling and your
Isbels o’ the court: the brains of my Cupid’s
knocked out; and I begin to love, as an old
man loves money, with no stomach.

Count. What have we here?
Clo. E’en that you have there. [Exit.

Count. [Reads.] I have sent you a daughter-
in-law ' she hath recovered the king and undone
me. I have wedded her, not bedded her; and
sworn to make the not eternal. You shall hear
I am run away: know it before the report come.
If there be breadth enough in the world I will

hold a long distance. My duty to you.
Your unfortunate son,

Bertram.
This is not well, rash and unbridled boy,
To fly the favours of so good a king;

To pluck his indignation on thy head
By the misprizing of a maid too virtuous
For the contempt of empire.

Re-enter Clown.

Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within,
between two soldiers and my young lady.

Count, What is the matter?
Clo. Nay, there is some comfort in the news,

some comfort; your son will not be killed so
soon as I thought he would.

Count. Why should he be killed?

Clo. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I

hear he does: the danger is in standing to’t,

that’s the loss of men, though it be the getting

of childreh. Here they come will tell you
more: for my part, I only hear your son was
nm away. [Exit.

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen.

1 Gent. Save you, good madam.
Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone,
2 Gent. Do not say so. [gentlemen,—
Count. Think upon patience.—Pray you,

I have felt so many quirks of joy and gnef
That the first face of neither, on the start,

Can woman me unto’t.—^Where is my son, I

pray you? [of Florence:
2 Gent. Madam, he’s gone to serve the duke

We met him thitherward; for thence we came,
And, after some despatch in hand at court,

Thither we bend again. [passport.

Hel. Look on his letter, madam; here’s my
[Reads.] When thou const get the ring upon my
finger, which never shall come off, and show
me a child begotten of thy body that I am
father to, then call me husband; but in such
d then / write a never.

This is a dreadful sentence.
Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen?
I Gent. Ay, madam;

And, for the contents’ sake, are sorry for our
pains.
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Count. I pr’ytliee, lady, have a better cheer;

If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine.

Thou robb’st me of a moiety. He was my son:

But I do wash his name out of my blood,

And thou art all my child.—Towards Florence
IS he?

2 Gent. Ay, madam.
Count. And to be a soldier?

2 Gent. Such is his noble purpose: and, be-
heve’t,

The duke will lay upon him all the honour
That good convemence claims.

Count. Return you thither?

I Gent Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing
of speed.

Hel. [Reads.] Till I have no wife, I have no-

thing m France.

’Tis bitter.

Count. Find you that there?

Bel. Ay, madam.
I Gent. ’Tis but the boldness of his hand,

haply,

Which his heart was not consenting to.

Count. Nothing in France until he have no
wife!

There’s nothing here that is too good for him
But only she; and she deserves a lord

That twenty such rude boys might tend upon,
And call her hourly mistress. Who was with

him?
I Gent. A servant only, and a gentleman

Which I have sometime known.
Count, ParoUes, was’t not?

I Gent, Ay, my good lady, he.

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of

wickedness.
My son corrupts a well-derived nature
With his inducement.

1 Gent. Indeed, good lady.

The fellow has a deal of that too much,
Which holds him much to have.

Count. You are welcome, gentlemen,
I will entreat you, when you see my son,

To tell him that his sword can never win
The honour that he loses: more I’ll entreat you
Written to bear along.

2 Gent. We serve you, madam.
In that and all your worthiest affairs, [tesies.

Count. Not so, but as we change our cour-

Wiil you draw near?
[Exeunt Count, and Gentlemen.

Eel. Till I have no wife, I have nothmg in

France.
Nothing in France until he has no wife!

Thou shalthave none, Rousillon, nonem France;
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord! is’t I

That chase thee from thy country, and expose
Those tender limbs of thine to the event
Of the none-spanng war? and is it I [thou

That dnve thee from the sportive court, where
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark
Of smoky muskets? 0 you leaden messengers.
That nde upon the violent speed of fire,

Fly with false aim: move the still-peermg air.

That smgs with piercing; do not touch my lord!

Whoever shoots at him, I set him there;

Whoever charges on his forward breast,

I am the caitiff that do hold him to it;

And, though I kill him not, I am the cause
His death was so effected: better ’twere

I met the ravin hon when he roar’d

With sharp constraint of hunger; better ’twere
That all the miseries which nature owes
Were mine at once. No; come thou home,

Rousillon,

Whence honour but of danger wins a scar,

As oft it loses all. I will be gone:
My being here it is that holds thee hence:
Shall I stay here to do’t? no, no, although
The air of paradise did fan the house,
And angels offic’d all: I will be gone,
That pitiful rumour may report my flight.

To consolate thine ear. Come, night; end, day!
For with the dark, poor thief. I’ll steal away.

[Exit.

Scene III.—Florence. Before the Dtiee’s
Palace.

Flourish. Enter the Duke of Florence,
Bertram, Parolles, Lords, Officers,

Soldiers, and others.

Duke. The general of our horse thou art;

and we,
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence
Upon thy promising fortune.

Ber. Sir, it is

A charge too heavy for my strength, but yet

We’ll stnve to bear it, for your worthy sake.

To the extreme edge of hazard.
Duke. Then go thou forth;

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm,
As thy auspicious mistress!

Ber, This very day,
Great Mars, I put myself into thy file;

Make me but like my thoughts, and I shall prove
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Exeunt

Scene IV.

—

Rousillon. A Room in the
Countess’s Palace.

Enter Countess and Steward.

Count Alas! and would you take the letter

of her’’ (done,
Might you not know she would do as she has
By sending me a letter? Read it again.

Stew. [Reads.]I am St. Jaques* pilgrim,

thither gone:
Ambitious love hath so in me offended

That barefoot plod I the cold ground upon
With sainted vow myfaults to haveamended.

Write, write, thatfrom the bloody course of war
My dearest master, your dear son, may hie:

Bless him at home in peace, whilst Ifrom far
His name with zealous fervour sanctify:

His taken labours bid him me forgive;

I, kis despiteful Juno, sent himforth
From courtly friends, with campingfoes to live.

Where death and danger dog the heels of
worth:

He is too good andfairfor death and me;
Whom I myself embrace, to set him free.

Count. Ah, what sharp stmgs are in her
mildest words!

—

Rinaldo, you did never lack advice so much
As letting her pass so; had I spoke with her,

I could have well diverted her mtents,
Which thus she hath prevented.

Stew. Pardon me, madam;
If I had given you this at over-night,
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She might have beeE o’erta’en; and yet she
writes,

Ihirstiit wotJld be but vain.

CowiL What angel shall

Bless this unworthy husband? he cannot thnve.

Unless her prayers, whom heaven dehghts to

hear,

Andloves to grant, reprieve himfrom the wrath,

Of greatest justice.—Wnte, write, Rinaldo,

To this unworthy husband of his wife:

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth.

That he does weigh too light; my greatest

grief,

Though little he do feel it, set down sharply.

Despatch the most convenient messenger:

—

WTien, haply, he shall hear that she is gone
He will return; and hope I may that she,

Hearing so much, v^ill speed her foot again.

Led htfeer by pure love: which of them both

Is dearest to me I have ns skill in sense[ger:

—

To make distinction:—provide this messen-
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak;
Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me

speak. [Exeunt,

Scene V.—Without the Walls o} Florence.

Enter an old Widow of Florence^ Diana, Vio-
LENTA, Mariana, and other Citizens.

Wid. Nay, come; for if they do approach
the city we shall lose all the sight.

Dia, They say the French count has done
most honourable service.

Wid, It is reported that he has taken their

greatest commander; and that with his own
hand he slew the duke’s brother. [A tucket

afar off.} We have lost our labour; they are

gone a contrary way: harki you may know by
their trumpets.

Afar. Come, let’s return again, and suffice

ourselves witib the report of it. Well, Diana,
take heed of this French earl: the honour of a
naid is her name; and no legacy is so rich as
honesty.

Wid. I have told my neighbourhow you have
been solicited by a gentleman his companion.
Mar, I know that knave; hang him! one

ParoIIes; a filthy officer he is in those sugges-
tions for the young earl.—Beware of ^em,
Diana; their promises, enticements, oaths,

tokens, and all these engines of lust, are not
the things they go under: many a maid hath
been seduced by them; and the misery is,

example, that so terrible shows in the wreck of

maidenhood, cannot for all that dissuade suc-
cession, but that they are limed with the twigs
that threaten them. I hope I need not to ad-
vise you further; but I hope your own grace
will keep you where you are, though there
were no further danger known but the modesty
which is so lost.

Dia. You shall not need to fear me.
Wid, 1 hope so.—Look, here comes a pil-

grim: I know she will he at my house: thither
they send one another; I’ll question her.

—

Enter Helena, in the dress of a pilgrim,

God save you, pilgrim! Whither are you bound?
Jiel, To Saint Jaques-Ie-Grand.

Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech you?

Wtd, At the Saint Francis here, beside the
port.

ffel. Is this the way?
Wid, Ay, marry, is it.-—Hark you! They

come tins way. [A march afar off.

If you win tarry, holy pilgrim.

But till the troops come by,

I will conduct you where you shall be lodg’d;

The rather for I think I know your hostess
As ample as myself.
Hel. Is it yourself?

Wid. If you shall please so, pilgrim.

Hel. I thank you, and will stay upon your
leisure.

Wid. You came, I think, from France?
Hel. I did so.

Wid. Here you shall see a countryman of
yours

That has done worthy service.

Hel. His name, I pray you.
Dia. The Count Rousillon: know you such

a one? [of him:
Hel, But by the ear, that hears most nobly

His face I know not.

Dia. Whatsoe’er he is,

He’s bravely taken here. He stole from
France,

As *tis reported, for the king had married him
Against his liking: think you it is so?
Hel. Ay, surely, mere the truth; I know

his lady. [count
Dm. There is a gentleman that serves the

Reports but coarsely of her.

Hel. What’s his name?
Dia. Monsieur ParoIIes.

Hel. O, I believe with him,
In argument of praise, or to the worth
Of the great count himself, she is too mean
To have her name repeated; all her deserving
Is a reserved honesty, and that

I have not heard examin’d.
Dia. Alas, poor lady!

’Tis a hard bondage to become the wife
Of a detesting lord.

Wid, Ay, right; good creature, whereso-
e’er she IS

Her heart weighs sadly: this young maid
might do her

A shrewd turn if she pleas’d.

Hel. How do you mean?
May be, the amorous cotmt sohcits her
In the unlawful purpose.

Wtd. He does, indeed;
And brokes with all that can in such a suit

Corrupt the tender honour of a maid;
But she is arm’d for him, and keeps her guard
In honestest defence.
Mar. The gods forbid else!

Wid, So, now they come:

—

Enter with a drum and colours, a party of the
Florentine army, Bertram, and Parolles.

That is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son;
That, Escalus.
Hel. Which is the Frenchman?
Dia. He;

That with the plume: ’tis a most gallant fellow.
Iwould he lov’d his wife : if he were honester
He were much goodlier:—is’t not a handsome

gentlematt?



SCENE V.J ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL 349

Reh I like Mm wen. [same knave
JM. ’Tis pity he is not honest? yond’s that

That leads him to these places; were I Ms lady

Pd poison that vile rascM.
Hel. WMch is he?
Dia, The jack-an-apes with scarfs. Why is

he melancholy?
Hel. Perchance he’s hurt i’ the battle.

Par. Lose our drum I well.

Mar. He’s shrewdly vexed at something:
look, he has spied us.

Wid. Marry, hang you!
Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier!

[Exeunt Ber., Par., Officers, and Soldiers.

Wid, The troop is past. Come, pilgrim, I

will bring you
Where you shall host: of enjoin’d penitents

There’s four or five, to great Saint Jacques
bound,

Already at my house.
Hel. I humbly thank you:

Please it tMs matron and tMs gentle maid
To eat with us to-night; the charge and thanMng
ShMl be for me: and, to requite you further,

I will bestow some precepts on tMs virgin,

Worthy the note.

Both, We’U take your ofier kindly.

(Exeunt.

Scene VI.—-CamjS before Florence.

Enter Bertram, and the two French Lords.

1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to’t;

let Mm have Ms way.
2 Lord, If your lordsMp find Mm not a Mld-

ing, hold me no more in your respect.

I Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble.
Ber. Do you think I am so far deceived in

him?
1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own

direct knowledge, without any malice, but to

speak of him as my kinsman, he’s a most not-
able coward, an infinite and endless liar, an
hourly promise-breaker, the owner of no one
good quality worthy your lordsMp’s entertain-

ment.
2 Lord. It were fit you knew Mm; lest, re-

posing too far in Ms virtue, wMch he hath not,

he might, at some great and trusty busmess, in

a main danger, fail you.
Ber. I would I knew in what particular

action to try Mm.
2 Lord. None better than to let Mm fetch oS

Ms drum, wMch you hear Mm so confidently

undertake to do.

1 Lord, I, with a troop of Florentines, will

suddenly surprise Mm; such I will have, whom
I am sure he knows not from the enemy: we
will bind and hoodwink Mm so that he shall

suppose no other but that he is carried into the
leaguer of the adversaries when we bring Mm
to our tents. Be but your lordsMp present at

Ms examination: if he do not, for the promise
of Ms life, and in the Mghest compulsion of

base fear, offer to betray you, and deliver Ml
the intelligence in Ms power against you, and
that with the divine forfeit of Ms soul upon
oath, never trust my judgment in anything.

2 Lord. 0 , for the love of laughter, let Mm
fetch off Ms drum; he says he has a stratagem

for’t: when your lordsMp sees the bottom of
Ms success in’t, and jto what metal tMs counter-
feit lump of ore will be melted, if you give Mm
not John Drum’s entertainment, your inclining

cannot be removed. Here he comes.
1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder

not the humour of Ms design: let Mm fetch off

Ms drum in any hand.

Enter Paroixes.

Ber. How now, monsieur? tMs drum sticks
sorely in your disposition.

2 Lord. A poi on’t; let it go; ’tis but a
drum.

Par. But a drum! Is’t but a drum? A
drum so lost!—There was an excellent com-
mand! to charge in with our horse upon our
own wings, and to rend our own soldiers.

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed la the
command of the service; it was a disaster of
war that Caesar Mmself could not have pre-
vented, if he had been there to command.

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our
success: some dishonour we had in the loss of
that drum; but it is not to be recovered.

Par. It might have been recovered.
Ber. It might, but it is not now.
Par. It is to be recovered: but that the

merit of service is seldom attributed to the true
and exact performer, I would have that drum
or another, or hie facet.

Ber. Why, if you have a stomach to’t, mon-
sieur, if you thMk your mystery in stratagem
can bring tMs instrument of honour again into
Ms native quarter, be magpaanimous in the en-
terprise, and go on; I will grace the attempt
for a worthy exploit; if you speed well in it

the duke shall both speak of it, and extend to
you what further becomes Ms greatness, even
to the utmost syllable of your worthiness.

Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will under-
take it.

Ber. But you must not now slumber in it.

Par. I’ll about it tMs evening: and I will

presently pen down my dilemmas, encourage
myself in my certainty, put myself into my
mortal preparation, and, by midnight, look to
hear further from me.

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint Ms grace
you are gone about it?

Par, I know not what the success will be,
my lord, but the attempt I vow.

Ber, I know thou art vahant; and, to the
possibility of thy soldiersMp, will subscribe for

thee. Farewell.
Par. I love not many words. [Sxif.

1 Lord. No more than a fish loves water.

—

Is not tMs a strange fellow, my lord? that so
confidently seems to undertake tMs business,
wMch he knows is not to be done; damns him-
self to do, and dares better be damned than to
do’t.

2 Lord, You do not know Mm, my lord, as
we do: certam it is that he will steal Mmself
into a man’s favour, and for a week escape, a
great deal of discoveries; but when you fiiid

him out, you have Mm ever after.

Ber, Why, do you tMnk he will make no
deed at all of tMs, that so seriously he does
address Mmself unto?
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1 Lord. None in the world; but return with

an invention, and clap upon you two or three

probable lies: but we have ^most embossed
him,—you shall see his fall to-night: for indeed

he is not for your lordship’s respect.

2 Lord. We’ll make you some sport with

the fox ere we case him. He was first smoked
by the old Lord Lafeu: when his disguise and
he is parted, tell me what a sprat you shall find

him; which you shall see this very night.

I Lord. I must go look my twigs; he shall

be caught.

Ber. Your brother, he shall go along with me.
1 Lord. As’t please your lordship: I’ll leave

you. [Exit.

Ber. Now will I lead you to the house, and
show you

The lass I spoke of.

2 Lord. But you say she’s honest.

Ber. That’s all the fault: I spoke with her

but once, [her,

And found her wondrous cold; but I sent to

By this same coxcomb that we have i’ the wind,

Tokens and letters which she did re-send;

And this is aU I have done- She’s a fair

creature;

Will you go see her?

2 Lord. With all my heart, my lord.

[Exeunt.

Scene VIL—Florence. A Room in the

Widow’s House.

Enter Helena and Widow.

Hel, If you misdoubt me that I am not she,

I know not how I shall assure you further,

But I shall lose the grounds I work upon.
Wid. Though my estate be fallen, I was

weU born,

Nothmg acquainted with these businesses;

And would not put my reputation now
In any staining act.

Hel. Nor would I wish you.
First give me trust, the count he ismy husband,
And what to your sworn counsel I have spoken
Is so from word to word; and then you cannot,

By the good aid that I of you shall borrow.
Err in bestowing it.

Wid. I should believe you;
For you have show’d me that which well

approves
You’re great m fortune.

Hel Take this purse of gold,

And let me buy your friendly help thus far.

Which I will over-pay, and pay again,

When I have found it. The count he wooes
your daughter,

Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty,
Resolv’d to carry her: let her, in fine, consent,
As we’ll direct her how ’tis best to bear it.

Now his important blood will naught deny
That she’ll demand: a ring the county wears.
That downward hath succeeded in his house
From son to son, some four or five descents
Since the first father wore it: this ring he holds
In most nch choice; yet, in his idle &e,
To buy his will, it would not seem too dear.
Howe’er repented after.

Wid. Now I see
The bottom of your purpose.

Hel. You see it lawful then: it is no more
But that your daughter, ere she seems as won,
Desires this nng; appoints him an encounter;
In fine, delivers me to fill the time,
Herself most chastely absent; after this,

To marry her, I’ll add three thousand crowns
To what is past already.

Wid. I have yielded:
Instruct my daughter how she shall persever,
The time and place, with this deceit so lawful
May prove coherent. Every night he comes
With musics of all sorts, and songs compos’d
To her unworthiness: it nothmg steads us
To chide him from our eaves; for he persists,

As if his life lay on’t.

Hel. Why, then, to-mght
Let us assay our plot; which, if it speed.
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed,
And lawful meaning in a lawful act;

Where both not sm, and yet a sinful fact;

But let’s about it. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene 1.— Without the Florentine Camp.

Enter first Lord, with five or six Soldiers in
ambush.

I Lord. He can come no other way but by
this hedge-corner. When you sally upon him,
speak what terrible language you will, though
you understand it not yourselves, no matter;
for we must not seem to understand him, un-
less some one among us, whom we must pro-
duce for an interpreter.

I Sold. Good captain, let me be the inter-
preter.

I Lord. Art not acquainted with him? knows
he not thy voice?

I Sold. No, sir, I warrant you.

I Lord. But what Imsey-woolsey hast thou
to speak to us again?

I Sold. Even such as you speak to me.
I Lord. He must think us some band of

strangers i’ the adversary’s entertainment.
Now he hath a smack of all neighbouring lan-
guages; therefore we must every one be a man
of his own fancy, not to know what we speak
to one another; so we seem to know, is to
know straight our purpose: chough’s language,
gabble enough, and good enough. As for you,
mterpreter, you must seem very politic. But
couch, ho! here he comes; to beguile two
hours in a sleep, and then to return and swear
the lies he forges.

Enter Parolles.

Par. Ten o’clock: within these three hours
’twill be time enough to go home. What shall
I say I have done? It must be a very plausive
invention that carries it; they begin to smoke
me: and disgraces have of late knocked too
often at my door. I find my tongue is too
foolhardy; but my heart hath the fear of Mars
before it, and of his creatures, not daring the
reports of my tongue.

1 Lord. This is the first truth that e’er thine
own tongue was guilty of. [Aside.

Par. What the devil should move me to
undertake the recovery of this drum; being not
guorant of the impossibihty, and knowing I
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had no such purpose? I must give myself some
hurts, and say I got them in exploit: yet slight

ones will not carry it: they will say, Came you
off with so little? and great ones I dare not
give. Wherefore, what’s the instance? Tongue
f must put you into a butter-woman’s mouth,
and buy myself another of Bajazet’s mule, if

you prattle me into these penis.

I Lord. Is It possible he should know what
he IS, and be that he is? (^sicfe.

Par. I would the cutting of my garments
would serve the turn, or the breaking of my
Spanish sword.

1 Lord. We cannot afford you so. Usicfe,

Par. Or the baring of my beard; and to say
it was in stratagem.

I Lord. ’Twould not do. [Aside.

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say I was
stripped.

I Lord. Hardly serve. [Aside,

Par. Though 1 swore I leaped from the
window of the citadel,

—

I Lord. How deep? [Aside.

Par. Thirty fathom.
1 Lord. Three great oaths would scarce

make that be believed. [Aside.

Par. I would I had any drum of the enemy’s;
I would swear I recovered it.

1 Lord. You shall hear one anon. [Aside.

Par, A drum now of the enemy’s!
[Alarum within

I Lord. Throca movousus, cargo^ cargo^ cargo.

All. Cargo, cargo, cargo, vUUanda par corbot

cargo.

Par, 0 ! ransom, ransom:—Do not hide
mine eyes. [They seize and blindfold him.

1 Sold. Boskos thromuldo boskos.
Par. 1 know you are the Musko’s regiment.

And I shall lose my life for want of language:
If there be here German or Dane, low Dutch,
Italian, or French, let him speak to me;
I will discover that which will undo
The Florentine.

2 Sold. Boskos vauvado:
I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue:

—

Kerelybonto: Sir,

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards
Are at thy bosom.

Par. Oh!
I Sold, 0 , pray, pray, pray.

Manka revania dulche.
1 Lord, Oscorbi dulchos volivorco

I Sold, The general is content to spare thee
yet;

And, hoodwink’d as thou art, will lead thee
on

To gather from thee: haply thou mayst inform
Something to save thy life.

Par. O, let me live,

And all the secrets of our camp I’ll show,
Their force, their purposes: nay, I’ll speak that

Which you will wonder at.

I Sold, But wilt thou faithfully?

Par. If I do not, damn me.
1 Sold. Acordo linta.

Come on; thou art granted space.

[Exit, with PAROLLEspiwrded.
X Lord, Go, tell the Count Rousillon and

my brother

We have caught the woodcock, and will keep
him muffled

Till we do hear from them.
2 Sold. Captain, I will.

1 Lord. He wil! betray us all unto our-
selves;

—

Inform ’em that.

2 Sold. So I will, sir,

I Lord. Till then I’ll keep him dark, and
safely lock’d. [JExeimf.

Scene II.—Florence. A Room in the
Widow’s House,

Enter Bertram and Diana

Ber. They told me that your name was
Fontibell.

Dia. No, my good lord, Diana.
Ber. Titled goddess;

And worth it, with addition ! But, fair soul,

In you fine frame hath love no quality?

If the quick fire of youth light not your mind
You are no maiden, but a monument;
When you are dead, you should be such a one
As you are now, for you are cold and stem;
And now you should be as your mother was
When your sweet seif was got.

Dm. She then was honest.

Ber. So should you be.

Dia. No:
My mother did but duty; such, my lord.

As you owe to your wife.

Ber, No more of that!

I pr’ythee, do not strive against my vows;
I was compell’d to her, but I love thee
By love’s own sweet constraint, and will for ever
Do thee all rights of service.

Dia. Ay, so you serve us
Till we serve you: but when you have our roses

You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves,

And mock us with our bareness.
Ber. How have I sworn?
Dm. ’Tis not the many oaths that make the

truth,

But the plain single vow that is vow’d true.

What IS not holy, that we swear not by.
But take the Highest to witness: then, pray

you, tell me.
If I should swear by Jove’s great attributes

I lov’d you dearly, would you believe my oaths.

When I did love you ill? this has no holding.

To swear by him whom I protest to love,

That I will work against Mm: therefore your
oaths

Are words and poor conditions; but unseal’d,

—

At least in my opinion.

Ser. Change it, change it;

Be not so holy-cruel: love is holy;

And my integrity ne’er knew the crafts [off,

That you do charge men with. Stand no more
But give thyself unto my sick desires,

Who then recover: say Ihou art mine, and ever
My love as it begins shall so persever. [case,

Dia. I see that men make hopes, in such a
That we’ll forsake ourselves. Give me that

ring.

Ber, I’ll lend it thee, my dear, but have no
power
To give it from me.

Dia. WiH you not, my lord?
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Ber. It is an honour ’longing to our house,
Bequeathed down from many ancestors;

Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world
In me to lose.

Dia. Mine honour’s such a ring:

My chastity’s the jewel of our house,
Bequeathed down from many ancestors;

Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world

In me to lose. Thus your own proper wisdom
Brings in the champion honour on my part.

Against your vain assault.

Ber, Here, take my ring:

My house, mine honour, yea, my life be thine,

And rn be bid by thee.

Dia. When midnight comes knock at my
chamber-window;

I’ll order take my mother shall not hear.

Now will I charge you in the band of truth.

When you have conquer’d my yet maiden-bed,

Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me:
My reasons are most strong; and you shall

know them
When back again this ring shall be deliver’d;

And on your finger, in the mght, I’ll put

Another nng, that what in time proceeds

May token to the future our past deeds.

Adieu till then; then fail not. You have won
A wife of me, though there my hope be doue.

Ber. A heaven on earth I have won by woo-
ing thee. [Exit.

Dia, For which live long to thank both
heaven and me!

You may so in the end.

My mother told me just how he would woo.
As if she sat in his heart; she says all men
Have the like oaths* he hath sworn to marry me
When ins wife’s dead; therefore I’ll lie with him
When I am buned. Since Frenchmem are so

braid.

Marry that will, I’ll live and die a maid;
Only, in this disguise, I think’t no sin

To cozen him that would unjustly win. [Exit.

Scene III.—The Florentine Camp.

Enter the two French Lords, and two or three

Soldiers.

r lord. You have not given him his mother’s
letter?

2 Lord. I have delivered it an hour since:

there is something in’t that stings his nature;

for, on the reading it, he changed almost into

another man.
1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon

him for shaking off so good a wife and so sweet
a lady.

2 Lord, Especially he hath incurred the ever-

lasting displeasure of the king, who had even
tuned his bounty to sing happiness to him. I

will tell you a thing, but you shall let it dwell
darkly with you.

1 Lord. When you have spoken it, ’tis dead,
and I am the grave of it.

2 Lord. He hath perverted a young gentle-

woman here in Florence, of a most chaste re-

nown; and this night he fleshes his will m the
spoil of her honour: he hath given her his
monumental ring, and thinks himself made in
the unchaste composition.

1 Lord. Now, God delay our rebelhon: as
we are ourselves, what things are we!

2 Lord. Merely our own traitors. And as in
the common course of all treasons, we still see
them reveal themselves, till they attain to their
abhorred ends; so he that in this action con-
trives against his own nobihty, in his proper
stream o’erflows himself.

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us to be
trumpeters of our unlawful intents? We shall
not then have his company to-night?

2 Lord. Not tiU after midmght; for he is
dieted to his hour.

1 Lord. That approaches apace: I would
gladly have him see his company anatomized,
that he might take a measure of his own judg-
ments, wherein so cunously he had set this
counterfeit.

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him till he
come; for his presence mustbethe whip of the
other.

1 Lord. In the meantime, what hear you of
these wars'!*

2 Lord. I hear there is an overture of peace.
1 Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace con-

cluded.

2 Lord. What will Count Rousillon do then?
will he travel higher, or return again into
France?

1 Lord. I perceive, by this demand, you axe
not altogether of his council.

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, sir; so should I be
a great deal of his act.

1 Lord, Sir, his wife, some two months since,

fled from his house: her pretence is a pilgrim-
age to St Jaques-le-Grand; which holy under-
taking, with most austere sanctimony, she ac-
complished; and, there residing, the tenderness
of her nature became as a prey to her grief; in
fine, made a groan of her last breath; and now
she sings in heaven.
2 Lord. Howis this justified?

1 Lord. The stronger part of it by her own
letters, which make her story true even to the
point of her death: her death itself which could
not be her office to say is come, was faithfully

confirmed by the rector of the plafe.

2 Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence?

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations,
point from point, to the full arming of the
verity.

2 Lord. I am heartily sorry that he’ll be
glad of this.

1 Lord. How mightily, sometimes, we make
us comforts of our losses!

2 Lord. And how mightily, some other times,
we drown our gam in tears ! The great dignity
that his valour hath here acquired for him shall

at home be encountered with a shame as ample.
I Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled

yarn, good and ill together: our virtues would
be proud if our faults whipped them not; and
our crimes would despair if they were not
cherished by our virtues.

—

Enter a Servant.

How now? where’s your master?
Serv. He met the duke in the street, sir; of

whom he hath taken a solemn leave: his lord-

ship will next morning for France. The duke
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hath offered him letters of commendatioas to

the Mag.
a Lord, They shall be ao more than needful

there, if they were more than they can com-
mend.

1 Lord, They cannot be too sweet for the

feing’s tartness. Here’s his lordship now.

Enter Bertram.

How now, my lord, is’t not after midnight?
Bar. I have to-night despatched sixteen busi-

nesses, a months’ length a-piece, by an abstract

of success: I have conge’d with the duke, done
my adieu with his nearest; buried a wife>

mourned for her; writ to my lady-mother I am
returning; entertained my convoy; and, be-
tween these main parcels of despatch, effected

many mcer needs: the last was the greatest,

but that I have not ended yet.

2 lord. If the business be of any difficulty,

and this morning your departure hence, it re-

quires haste of your lordship.

Ber. I mean, the busmess is not ended, as
fearing to hear of it hereafter. But shall we
have this dialogue between the fool and the

soldier? Come^ bring forth this counterfeit

model: has deceived me like a double-meaning
prophesier.

2 lord. Bring him forth. [Bxcunf Soldiers.

Has sat m the stocks all night, poor gallant

knave.
Ber. No matter; his heels have deserved it,

in usurping his spurs so long. How does, he
carry hunself?

1 Lord, I have told your lordship already;

the stocks carry him. But to answer you as

you would be understood; he weeps like a
wench that had shed her milk: he hath con-

fessed himself to Morgan, whom he supposes to

be a friar, from the time of his remembrance
to this veiry instant disaster of his setting i* the
stocks: and what think you he hath confessed?

Ber. Nothing of me, has he?
2 lord. His confession is taken, and it shall

be read to his face: if your lordship be in’t, as

I believe you are, you must have the patience to

hear it.

Re-enter Soldiers, with Parolles.

Ber. A plague upon him! muffliedi he can
say nothing to me; hush, hush!

I Lord. Hoodman comes! Porto iartarossa,

I Sold. He calls for the tortures; what will

you say without ’em?
Per. I will confess what I know without con-

straint; if ye pinch me like a pasty I can say
no more.

I Sold. Bosko chimurco.
I Lord, Bohlibindo chicurmurco,

1 SoM. You are a merciful general:—Our
general bids you answer to what I shall ask you
out of a note.

Par, And truly, as I hope to live.

t Sold. Firstdemand ofMmhowmanyhorse
the ddke is strong, W^hat say you to that?

Par. Five or six thousand; but very weak
unserviceable: the troops are all scattered,

and the commanders very poor rogues, upon
my reputation and credit, and as 1 hope to live.

I Sold. Shall I set down vour answer so?

Par. Do; I’ll tMke the sacrament on’t, how
and which way you will.

Ber. All’s one to him. What a past-saving
slave is this!

1 Lord. You are deceived, my lord; this is
Monsieur Parolles, the gallant militarist (that
was his own phrase), that had the whole theoric
of war in the knot of his scarf, and the practice
in the chape of his dagger.

2 Lord. I will never trust a man again for
keeping his sword clean; nor believe he can
have everything in him by wearing his apparel
neatly.

I SoU. Well, that’s set down.
Par. Five or six thousand horse, I said,—

I

will say true,—or thereabouts, set down,—^for

I’ll speak truth.

1 Lord. He’s very near the truth in this.

Ber. But I con him no thanks for’t in the
nature he delivers it.

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you say.
I Sold. Well, that’s set down.
Par. I humbly thank you, sir: a truth’s a

truth, the rogues are marvellous poor.
I SoM. Demand ofhim of what strer^th they

are a-foot. What say pu to that?
Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this

present hour I will tell true. Let me see:
Spurio a hundred and fifty, Sebastian so many,
Corambus so many, Jacques so many; Guiltian,

Cosmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two hundred
fifty each: mine own company, Chitopher,
Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred fifty each: so
that the muster-file, rotten and sound, upon my
life, amounts not to fifteen thousand poll; half

of which dare not shake the snow from off

their cassocks lest they shake themselves to
pieces.

Ber. What shall be done to him?
I lord. Nothmg, but let him have thanks.

Demand of him my condition, and what credit

I have with the duke.
I SoM. Well, that’s set down. You shall

demand of him whether one Captain Dumain
be V the camp, a Frenchman; what his reputa”
tion is with the duke, what his valour, honesty,
expertness in wars; or whether he things it mere
notpossible, with well-weighing sums ofgold, to
corrupt him to a revolt.

What say you to this? what do you know of it?

Par. I beseech you, let me answer to the
particular of the inter’gatories: demand them
singly.

I SoM. Do you know this Captain Dumain?
Par. I know him: he was a botcher’s

’prentice in Paris, from whence he was whipped
for getting the shiieve’s fool with child: a dumb
innocent that could not say him nay.

[r Lord lifts up his hand in anger,
Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands;

thou^ I know his brains are forfeit to the next
tile that falls.

I Sold. Well, is this captain in the Duke of
Florence’s camp?

Par. Upon my knowledge, he is, and lousy.

I Lord. Nay, look not so upon me; we siudl

hear of your lordship anon.
I SoM. What is his reputation withthe duke?
Par, The duke knows him for no other but

a poor officer of mine; and writ to me this other
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day to turn Mm out o’ the hand: I thinh I have
his letter in my pocket.

I Sold. Marry» we’il search.

Par. In good sadness, I do not know; either

it is there or it is upon a file, with the duke’s

other letters, m my tent.

1 Sold. Here ’tis; here’s a paper. Shall I

read it to you?
Par. 1 do not know if it be it or no.

Ber. Out interpreter does it well.

I Lord. Excellently.

1 Sold. [iJeads.] Z?ian, the Count’s afool, and
full of gold,

—

Par. That is not the duke’s letter, sir; that

is an advertisement to a proper maid in Flor-

ence, one Diana, to take heed of the allurement

of one Count RousiUon, a foolish, idle boy, but,

for all that, very ruttish: I pray you, sir, put it

up again.

r Sold. Nay, I’ll read it first, by your favour.

Par. My meaning in’t, I protest, was very
honest in the behalf of the maid, for I knew the
young count to be a dangerous and lascivious

boy, who is a whale to virgimty, and devours
up all the fry it finds.

Ber. Damnable! both sides rogue!

I. Sold. [Reads f When he swears oaths, bid him
drop gold, and take it

After he scores, he never pays the score:
Half won is match well made; match, 'and well

make it;

He ne’er pays after-debts, take it before;
And say a soldier, Dian, told thee this,

Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss;

For count of this, the count’s a fool, I know it,

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it.

Thine, as he vow’d to thee m thine ear,

PAROLLES.

Ber. He shall be wMpped through the army
with tMs rhyme in his forehead.

2 Lord. This is your devoted friend sir, the
manifold linguist, and the armipotent soldier.

Ber. 1 could endure anything before but a
cat, and now he’s a cat to me.

I Sold. I perceive, sir, by our general’s looks
we shall be fain to hang you.

Par. My hfe, sir, in any case: not that I am
afraid to die, but that, my offences being many,
I would repent out the remainder of nature:
let me live, sir, m a dungeon, i’ the stocks, or
anywhere, so I may live.

I Sold. W&’U. see what may be done, so you
confess freely; therefore, once more to this
Captain Dumain: you have answered to his re-
putation with the duke, and to Ms valour: what
IS Ms honesty?

Par. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a
cloister; for rapes and ravishments he parallels
Nessus. He professes not keeping of oaths;
in breaking them he is stronger than Hercules.
He will He, sir, with such volubihty that you
would tMnk truth were a fool: drunkenness is
his best virtue, for he will be swine-druak; and
in Ms sleep he does httle harm, save to Ms bed-
clothes about him; but they know his conditions
and lay Mm in straw. I have but httle more
to say, sir, of Ms honesty; he has everything
that an honest man should not have; what an
honest man shotd(Fhave he has nothing.

j Lord. I begin to love him for tMs.

Ber. For this description of thme honesty?
A pox upon Mm for me; he is more and more
a cat.

I Sold. What say you to his expertness in
war?

Par. Faith, sir, has led the drum before the
English tragedians —to belie him I will not,—
and more of Ms soldiership I know not, except
in that country he had the honour to be the
officer at a place there called Mile-end, to in-
struct for the doubling of files: I would do the
man what honour I can, but of this I am not
certain.

I Lord. He hath out-villainied villainy so far
that the ranty redeems him.

Ber. A pox on him! he’s a cat still.

X Sold. Kis qualities being at this poor pnce,
I need not to ask you if gold will corrupt Mm
to revolt.

Par. Sir, for a quart d’ecu he will sell the
fee-simple of Ms salvation, the inheritance of
It, and cut the entail from all remainders, and
a perpetual succession for it perpetually.

1 Sold. What’s his brother, the other Cap-
tain Dumain?

2 Lord. Why does he ask him of me?
1 Sold. What’s he?
Par. E’en a crow of the same nest; not al-

together so great as the first m goodness, but
greater a great deal in evil. He excels his
brother for a coward, yet his brother is reputed
one of the best that is: in a retreat he outruns
any lackey; marry, in coming on he has the
cramp.

I Sold. If your life be saved, will you under-
take to betray the Florentine?

Par. A.J, and the captain of his horse, Count
Rousillon.

1 Sold. I’ll whisper with the general, and
know his pleasure.

Par. I’ll no more drumming; a plague of all

drums! Only to,seem to deserve well, and to
beguile the supposition of that lascivious young
boy, the count, have I run into this danger:
yet who would have suspected an ambush
where I was taken? [Aside.

I Sold. There is no remedy, sir, hut you
must die: the general says, you that have so
traitorously discovered the secrets of your army,
and mad such pestiferous reports of men very
nobly held, can serve the world for no honest
use; therefore you must die. Come, heads-
man, off with his head.

Par. 0 Lord! sir, let me live, or let me see
my death.

1 Sold. That shall you, and take your leave
of all your friends. [ Unmuffiing him.
So look about you: know you any here?

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain.
2 Lord. God bless you, Captain Parolles.
1 Lord. God save you, noble captain.
2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to

my Lord Lafeu? I am for France.
I Lord. Good captain, will you give me a

copy of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf
of ttie Count Rousillon? an I were not a very
coward I’d compel it of you; but fare you well.

[Exeunt Bertram, Lords, & c.

1 Sold. You are undone, captain: all but
your scarf; that has a knot on’t yet.
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Par, Wlio cannot be cnisiied with a plot?

1 Sold. If you could find out a country where
but women were that had received so much
shame, you might begin an impudent nation.

Fare you well, sir; I am for France too: we
shflll speak of you there. [Exit.

Par. Yet I am thankful: if my heart were
great,

’Twouid burst at this. Captain 111 be no
more;

But i will eat and drink, and sleep as soft

As captain shall: simply the thing I am
Shall make me hve. Who knows himself a

braggart,

Let him fear this; for it will come to pass

That every braggart shall be found an ass.

Rust, sword! cool, blushes! and, Parolles, live

Safest in shame! being fool’d, by foolery thnve!
There’s place and means for every man ahve.

I’ll after them. [Exit,

Scene IV.—Florence. A Room in the

Widow’s House.

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana.

Hel. That you may well perceive I have not
wrong’d you,

One of the greatest in the Christian world
Shan be my surety; ’fore whose throne ’hs

needful,

Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel:

Time was I did him a desired office,

Dear almost as his hfe, which gratitude

Through fimty Tartar’s bosom would peep forth,

And answer, thanks: I duly am informed
His grace is at Marseilles; to which place

We have convenient convoy. You must know
I am supposed dead: the army breaking,

My husband hies him home; where, heaven
aiding,

And by the leave of my good lord the kind,

We’ll be before our welcome.
Wid. Gentle madam.

You never had a servant to whose trust

Your business was more welcome.

Hel, Nor you, mistress,

Ever a friend whose thoughts more truly labour
To recompense your love; doubt not but heaven
Hath brought me up to be your daughter’s

dower,
As it hath fated her to be my motive
And helper to a husband. But, 0 strange men!
That can such sweet use make of what they

hate,

When saucy trusting of the cozen’d thoughts
Defiles the pitchy night! so lust doth play

With what it loathes, for that which is away:
But more of this hereafter.—You, Diana,
Under my poor mstractions yet musx sufier

Something m my behalf.

Dia Let death and honesty
Go with your impositions, I am yours
Upon your will to sufier.

Hel. Yet, I pray you;
But with the word the time bring on

summer,
When briers shall have leaves as well as thorns,

And be as sweet as sharp. We must away;
Our waggon is prepar’d, and time revives us;
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All’s well that ends weH; still the fine’s the
crown:

Whate’er the course, the end is the renown.
[Exeunt

Scene V.—Rocsillon. A Room in the
Countess’s Palace.

Enter Countess, Lafeu, qM Clown.

Laf. No, no, no, your son was misled with
a snipt-tafieta fellow there, whose villanous
safiron would have made all the unbaked and
doughy youth of a nation m his colour: your
daughter-m-law had been alive at this hour,
and your son here at home, more advanced by
the kmg than by that red-tailed humble-bee I
speak of.

Count. I would I had not known him! it was
the death of the most virtuous gentlewoman
that ever nature had praise for creating: if she
had partaken of my flesh, and cost me the
dearest groans of a mother, I could not have
owed her a more rooted love.

Laf. ’Twas a good lady, ’twas a good lady:
we may pick a thousand sdads ere we light on
such another herb.

Clo. Indeed, sir, she was the sweet mar-
joram of the sdad, or rather, the herb of grace.

Laf. They are not salad-herbs, you ^ave;
they are nose-herbs.

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir; I
have not much skillm grass.

Laf. Whether dost thou profess thyself,—

a

knave or a fool?

Clo. A fool, sir, at a woman’s service, and a
knave at a man’s.

Laf, Your distinction?

Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife, and
do his service. [deed.

Laf. So you were a knave at his service, in-

Clo. And I would give his wife my bauble,
sir, to do her service.

Laf. I will subscnbe for thee; thou art both
knave and fool.

Clo. At your service.

Laf. No, no, no.
Clo. Why, sir, if I cannot serve you, I can

serve as great a prince as you are.

Laf. Who’s that? a Frenchman?
Clo. Faith, sir, ’a has an English name; but

his phisnomy is more hotter in France than
there.

Laf, What pnnce is that?

Clo. The black prince, sir; alias, the prince
of darkness; alias, the devil.

Laf. Hold thee, there’s my purse: I give
thee not this to suggest thee from thy master
thou talkest of; serve him still.

Clo. I am a woodland fellow, sir, that al-

ways loved a great Are; and the master I speak
of ever keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the
prince of the world; let his nobility remain in
his court. I am for the house with the narrow
gate, which I take to be too little for pomp to
enter; some that humble themselves may; but
the many will be too chiU and tender; and
they’ll be for the flow’ry way that leads to the
broad gate and the great fire.

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to b^e a-weary of
thee; and 1 tell thee so before, because 1 would
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not fall out witht thee. Go thy ways; let my
horses be well looked to, without auy tricks.

C?o. If I put any tricks upon ’em, sir they
shall be jades’ tricks; which are their own
right by the law of nature. [ExU.

Laf. A shrewd knave, and an unhappy.
Count So he is. Mylord that’s gone made

himself much sport out of him; by his authority
he remains here, which he thinks is a patent
for his sauciness, and, indeed, he has no pace,
but runs where he will.

Zctf, I like him well; ’tis not amiss. And
I was about to tell you, since I heard of the
good lady’s death, and that my lord your son
was upon his return home, I moved the king
my master to speak in the behalf of my daugh-
ter; which, in the minority of them both, his

majesty, out of a self-gracious remembrance,
did first propose: Ms Mghness hath promised
me to do it; and, to stop up the displeasure he
hath conceived against your son, there is no
fitter matter. How does your ladyship like it?

Count With very much content, my lord;
and I wish it happily effected.

£<t/. His Mghness comes post from Mar-
seilles, of as able body as when he numbered
thirty; he will he here to-morrow, or I am de-
ceived hy Mm that in such intelligence hath
seldom failed.

Count. It rejoices me that I hope I shall see
him ere I die. I have letters that my son will

be here to-night; I shall beseech your lordsMp
to remain with me till they meet together.

La/. Madam, I was thinking with what
manners I might safely be admitted.
Count You need but plead your honourable

privilege.

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold char-
ter; but, I thank my God, it holds yet.

Re-enter Clown.

Enter a Gentleman.

TMs man may help me to Ms majesty’s ear
If he woMd spend Ms power,—God save you,

gen/. And you. [France.
Hel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of
Gent I have been sometimes there, [fallen
Hel. I do presume, sir, that you are not

From the report that goes upon your goodness*
Andtherefore,goadedwithmostsharpoccasioiis*
WMch lay nice manners by, I put you to

*

The use of your own virtues, for the wMch
I shall continue thankful.
Gent What’s your will?
Hel. That it will please you

To give tMs poor petition to the king;
And aid me with that store of power you have
To come into Ms presence.
Gent The king’s not here.
Hel. Hot here, sir?

Oent Hot indeed:
He hence remov’d last night, and with more

haste
Than is Ms use.

Wid. Lord, how we lose our pains!
Hel. AH’s well that ends well yet.

Thoughtime seem so adverse andmeansunfit.—
I do beseech you, wMther is he gone?
Gent Marry, as I take it, to Rousillon;

WMther I am going.

Hel. I do beseech you, sir.

Since you are like to see the kmg before me.
Commend the paper to his gracious hand;
WMch I presume shall render you no blame.
But rather make you thank your pains for it:

I will come after you, with what good speed
Our means will make us means.
Gent TMs I’ll do for you,
Hel. And you shall find yourself to be well

thank’d,

Clo. 0 madam, yonder’s my lord your son
with a patch of velvet on’s face; whether there
be a scar under it or no, the velvet knows; but
’tis a goodly patch of velvet; Ms left cheek is a
cheek of two pile and a half, but Ms right cheek
IS worn bare.

Lc/.^ A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a
good livery of honour; so belike is tiiat.

Clo. But it is your carbonadoed face.
Jjif. Let us go see your son, I pray you; I

long to tatt with the young noble soldier.
Clo. Faith, there’s a dozen of ’em, with

delicate fine hats, and most courteous feathers,
wMch bow the head and nod at every man.

[Exemt
ACT V.

SceneL—Marseilles. A Street

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with
two Attendants,

Hel. But tMs exceeding posting day and
night

Must wear your spirits low: we cannot help it:

But since you have made the days and nights
as one.

To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs.
Be bold you do so grow in my requital
As nothing can unroot you. In happy time;

—

Whate’erfaUsmore.—Wemusttohorseagain;—
Go, go, provide. [Fjceunf.

Scene II.—Rotjsillon. The inner Court of
the Countess’s Palace.

Enter Clown and Parolles.

Par, Good Monsieur Lavatch, give my Lord
Lafeu tMs letter: I have ere now, sir, been
better known to you, when I have held famili-
arity with fresher clothes; but I am now, sir,

muddied in fortune’s mood, and smell some-
what strong of her strong displeasure.

Clo. Truly, fortane’s displeasure is but slut-
tish if it smell so strongly as thou speakest of:
I will henceforth eat no fish for fortune’s butter-
ing. Pr’ythee, allow the wind.

Par. Hay, you need not to stop your nose,
sir; I spake but by a metaphor.

Clo. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor simk, I
will stop my nose; or against any man’s nueta-
phor. Pr’ythee, get thee further.

Par. Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper,
Clo. Foh, pr’^hee, stand away: a paper

from fortune’s close-stool to give to a nohle-
manl Look, here he comes himself.

Enter Lapeu.
Here is a pur of fortune’s, sir, or of for-

tune’s cat (but not a musk-cat), that has fallen
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into the unclean fishpond of her displeasure,

and, as he says, is muddied withal: pray you,

sir, use the carp as you may; for he looks like

a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolish, rascally

knave. I do pity his distress in my smiles of

comfort, and leave him to your lordship.

[Exit

Par, My lord, I am a man whom fortune

hath cruelly scratched.

Ixif, And what would you have me to do?
’tis too late to pare her nails now. Wherein
have you played the knave with fortune, that

she should scratch you, who of herself is a good-
lady, and would not have knaves thrive long
under her? There’s a quart (Pecu for you:
let the justices make you and fortune fnends;

I am for other business.

Par, 1 beseech your honour to hear me
one single word.

Laf, You beg a single penny more: come,
you shall ha’t: save your word.

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles.

Laf. You beg more than one word then.

—

Cox’ my passion! give me your hand:—^how

does your drum?
Par. O my good lord, you were the first

that found me.
Laf. Was I, in sooth? and I was the first

that lost thee.

Par. It hes in you, my lord, to bring me in

some grace, for you did bring me out.

Laf. Out upon thee, knave! dost thou put

upon me at once both the office of God and
the devil? one brings thee in grace, and the
other brings thee out. [Trumpets sound.]

The king’s coming; I know by his trumpets.

—Sirrah, inquire further after me; I had talk

of you last mght: though you are a fool and a

loiave, you shall eat: go to; follow.

Par. I praise God for you. [Exeunt

Scene III.—The same. A Room in the

Countess’s Palace.

Flourish. Enter King, Countess, Lafeu,
Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, &c.

King. We lost a jewel of her; and our esteem
Was made much poorer by it: but your son,

As mad in folly, lack’d the sense to know
Her estimation home.

Count. ’ Tis past, my liege

:

And I beseech your majesty to make it

Natural rebellion, done i’ the blaze of youth.

When oil and fire, too strong for reason’s force,

O’erbears it, and bums on.

King. My honour’d lady,

I have forgiven and forgotten all;

Though my revenges were high bent upon him,
And watch’d the time to shoot.

Laf. This I must say,

—

But first, I beg my pardon,—the young lord
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady,

Ofienc? of mighty note; but to himself
The greatest wrong of ^1: he lost a wife
Whose beauty did astonish the survey
Of richest eyes; whose words all ears took

captive;

Whose dear perfection hearts that scorn’d to

serve
Humbly call’d mistress.

King. Praising what is lost

Makes the remembrance dear.—^Well, callMm
hither,

—

We are reconcil’d, and the first view shall MU
All repetition:—let him not ask our pardon;
The nature of his great offence is dead.
And deeper than oblivion do we bury
The incensing relics of it; let him approach,
A stranger, no offender; and inform him,
So ’tis our will he should.

Gent, I shall, my liege.

[Exit Gentleman.
' King. What says he to your daughter? have

you spoke?
Laf. All that he is hath reference to your

highness.
King. Then shall we have a match. I have

letters sent me
That set him Mgh in fame.

Enter Bertram.

Laf. He looks well on’t.

King. I am not a day of season,
For thou mayst see a sunshine and a hail

In me at once: but to the brightest beams
Distracted clouds give way, so stand thou forth.

The tune is fair again.
Ber. My high-repented blames.

Dear sovereign, pardon to me.
King. All is whole;

Not one word more of the consumed time.
Let’s take the instant by the forward top.

For we are old, and on our quick’st decrees
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time
Steals ere we can effect them. You remember
The daughter of this lord?

Ber. Admiringly, my liege: at first

I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue:
Where the impression of mine eye infixing.

Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me.
Which warp’d the hne of every other favour;
Scorned a fair colour, or express’d it stolen;

Extended or contracted all proportions

To a most hideous object, thence it came
That she whom all men prais’d, and whom

myself,
Since I have lost, have lov’d, was in mine eye
The dust that did offend it.

King. Well excus’d:
That ttiou didst love her, strikes some scores

away [late.

From the great compt: but love that comes too
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried,

To the great sender turns a sour offence,

Crying, That’s good that’s gone. Our rash
faults

Make trivial price of serious things we have,
Not knowing them until we know their grave:
Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust,

Destroy our friends*, and after weej) their dust:
Our own love waking ones to see what’s done.
While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon.

Be tMs sweet Helen’s knell, and now forget her.

Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin:
The main consents are had; and here we’ll stay
To see our widower’s second marriage-day.
Count Which better than the first, 0 dear

heaven, bless!

Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cesse!
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Laf, Come oa, my soa, ia whom my house’s

aame
Must he digested, give a favour from you,

To sparkle ia the spirits of my daughter,

That she may (juickly come.

—

[Berteiam gives a ring to LArEtr.

By my old heard,
Atid every hatr that’s on’t, Helen, that’s dead,

Was a sweet creature: such a ring as this,

The last that e’er I took her leave at court,

1 saw upon her finger.

J5er. Her’s it was not.

King. Now, pray you, let me see it; for

mine eye,

While I was speatog, oft was fasten’d to it.

—

This rmg was mine, and when I gave it Helen
I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood

Necessitated to help, that by this token

I would reheve her. Had you that craft to

’reave her
Of what should stead her most?

Ber. My gracious sovereign,

Howe’er it pleases you to take it so,

The ring was never hers.

Count. Son, on my life,

I have seen her wear it; and she reckon’d it

At her life’s rate.

lAtf. Fm sure I saw her wear it.

Ber. You are deceiv’d, my lord; she never
saw it:

In Florence was it from a casementthrown me.
Wrapp’d in a paper, which contain’d the name
Of her ^at threw it: noble she was, and

thought
I stood engag’d: but when 1 had subscrib’d

To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully

I could not answer in that course of honour
As she had made the overture, she ceas’d,

In heavy satisfaction, and would never
Receive the ring again.

King. Plutus himself,

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine.
Hath not in nature’s mystery more science

Than I have in this ring: ’twas mine, ’twas
Helen’s,

Whoever gave it you. Then, if you know
That you are well acquainted with yourself.

Confess ’twas hers, and by what rough en-
forcement

You got it from her: she call’d the saints to
surety

That she would never put it from her finger

Unless she gave it to yourself in bed,

—

Where you have never come,-—©! sent it us
Upon her great disaster.

Ber. She never saw it.

King. Thou speak’st it falsely, as I love
mine honour;

And mak’st conjectural fears to come into me
Which I would fain shut out. If it should prove
That thou art so inhuman,—’twill not prove

so:—
And yet I know not:—thou didst hate her

deadly:
And she is dead; which nothing, but to close
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe
More than to see this ring.—Take him away,

—

[Guards seize Bertram
My fore-past proofs, howe’er the matter fall,

Shall tax my fears of little vanity,

Having vainly fear’d too little.—Away with
him;

—

We’ll sift this matter further.

Ber. If you shall prove
This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence,
Where yet she never was. [Exit, guarded.

King. I am wrapp’d in dismal thinkmgs.

Enter a Gentleman.

Gent. Gracious sovereign,
Whether I have been to blame or no, 1 Imow

not:

Here’s a petition from a Florentine,

Who hath, for four or five removes, come short
To tender it herself. I undertook it,

Vanquish’d thereto by the fair grace and speech
Of the poor supphant, who by this, I know,
Is here attending: her business looks in her
With an importmg visage; and she told me,
In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern
Your highness with herself.

King. [JRecds.] Upon his many protestations
to marry me, when hts wife was dead, I blush
to say it, he won me. Now is the Count Rou~
sillon a widower; his vows are forfeited to me,
and my honoufs paid to him. He stole from
Florence, taking no leave, and 1 follow him to

his country for justice: grant it me, O king;
in you it best lies; otherwise a seducerflourishes,
and a poor maid is undone.

Diaha Capdiet.
Laf. I will buy me a son-m-law in a fair,

and toll this: I’ll none of him.
King. The heaven’s have thought well on

thee, Lafeu,
To bring forth this discovery.—Seek these

suitors:

—

Go speedily, and bring again the count.
[Exeunt Gentleman, and some Attendants,

I am afeared the life of Helen, lady,

Was foully snatch’d.

Count. Now, justice on the doers!

Enter Bertram, guarded,

Kmg. I wonder, sir, since wives are mon-
sters to you,

And that you fly them as you swear the
lordship,

Yet you desire to marry.—What woman’s that?
Re-enter Gentleman, with Widow and Diana.

JDia. I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine,
Derived from the ancient Capulet;
My smt, as I do understand, you know.
And therefore know how far I may be pitied.

Wid. 1 am her mother, sir, whose age and
honour

Both suffer under this complaint w© bring.
And both shall cease, without your remedy.
King, Come hither, count; do you know

these women?
Ber. My lord, I neither can nor will deny

But that I know them: do they charge me
further? [wife.

Dia. Why do you look so strange upon your
Ber. She’s none of mine, my lord.

Dia. If you shall marry,
You give away this hand, and that is mine;
You give away heaven’s vows, and those are

mine;
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You give away myself, wMcii is known mine;
For I by vow am so embodied yotirs

That she which marries you must marry me,
Either both or none.

Laf. [To Bertram.] Your reputation comes
too short for my daughter; you are no husband
for her.

Ber, My lord, this is a fond and desperate
creature

Whom sometimes I have laugh'd with:letyour
highness

Bay a more noble thought upon mine honour
Than for to think that I would sink it here.

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them
ill to friend

Till your deeds gain them: fairer prove your
honour

That in my thought it lies!

Dia. Good, my lord,

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think
He had not njy virgimty.

King. What say’st thou to her?
Fer, She’s impudent, my lord;

And was a common gamester to the camp.
Dia. He does me wrong, my lord; if I were

so
He might have bought me at a common price:

Do not believe him. O, behold this ring.

Whose high respect and rich validity

Did lack a parallel; yet, for all that,

He gave it to a commoner o’ the camp.
If I be one.

Count. He blushes, and ’tis it;

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem,
Conferr’d by testament to the sequent issue,

Hath it been ow’d and worn. This is his
wife;

That ring’s a thousand proots.

King. Methought you said

You saw one here in court could witness it.

Dm. I did, my lord, but loath am to produce
So bad an instrument; his name’s Parolles.

Laf. I saw the man to-day, if man he be.

King. Find him, and bring him hither.

[Exit an Attendant.
Ber. What of him?

He’s quoted for a most perfidious slave,

With all the spots o’ the world tax’d and de-
bosh’d:

Whose nature sickens but to speak a truth:

Am I or that or this for what he’ll utter,

That will speak anything?
King. She hath that ring of yours.

Ber. I think she has: certain it is I lik’d

her,

And boarded her i’ the wanton way of youth:
She knew her distance, and did angle for me.
Madding my eagerness with her restraint,

As all impediments in fancy’s course
Are motives of more fancy; and, in Ane,
Her infinite coming with her modem grace.

Subdued me to her rate: she got the ring;

And I had that which any inferior might
At market-price have bought,

Dia. I must he patient:

You that have turn’d off a first so noble wife
May justly diet me. I pray you yet,

—

Since you lack virtue, I will lose a husband,

—

Send for your ring, I will return it home,
And give me mine again.

Ber. I have it not,

King. What ring was yours, I pray you?
Dia. Sir, much like

The same upon your finger.

King. Know you this ring? this ring was
his of late.

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed
King. The story, then, goes false you threw

it him
Out of a casement.

Dia. I have spoke the truth.

Ber. My lord, I do confess the ring was hers.
King. You boggle shrewdly; every feather

starts you.

—

Re-enter Attendant, mih Paeolles.

Is this the man you speak of?

Dm. ks, my lord.

King. Tell me sirrah, hut tell me true, 1
charge you,

Not fearing the displeasure of your master,

—

Which, on your just proceeding. I’ll keep off,

—

By him and by this woman here what know
you?

Par. So please your majesty, my master hath
been an honourable gentleman; tricks he hath
had in him, which gentlemen have.

King. Come, come, to the purpose: did he
love this woman?

Par. Faith, sir, he did love her; but how?
King. How, I pray you?
Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman

loves a woman.
King. How is that?

Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not.

Kinp. As thou art a knave and no knave.

—

What an eqmvocal companion is this!

Par. I am a poor man, and at your majesty’s
command.

Laf. He’s a good drum, my lord, but a
naughty orator.

Dia. Do youknow he promised me marriage?
Par. Faith, I know more than I’ll speak.
King. But wilt thou not speak all thou

know’st?
Par. Yes, so please your majesty; I did go

between them, as I said; but more than that,

he loved her,—for, indeed, he was mad for

her, and talked of Satan, and •of limbo, and of

furies, and I know not what: yet I was in that

credit with them at that time that I knew of
their gomg to bed; and of other motions, as
promising her marriage, andthings which would
derive me ill-will to speak of; therefore I will

not speak what I know.
King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless

thou canst say they are mamed: but thou art

too fine in thy evidence; therefore stand aside.

—

This ring, you say, was yours?
Dia. Ay, my good lord.

King, Where did you buy it? or who gave
it you? lit.

Dia. It was not &ven me, nor I did not buy
King. Who lent it you?
Dia. It was not lent me neither.

King. Where did you find it then?
Dia. I found it not.

King, If it were yours by none of aU these
ways,

How could you give it him?
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Dia, I never gave it ium*

Laf, TMs woman’s an easy glove, my lord;

she goes off and on at pleasure.

King. THs ring was mine, I gave it his first

wife. [know.
Dia. It might be yours or hers, for aught I

King^ Take her away, I do not like her now;
To prison with her: and away with him.

—

Unleas thou telFst me where thou hadst this

ring.

Thou diest within this hour.
Dia. I’ll never tell you.

Take her away.
Dia. I’ll put in bail, my liege.

Ktng. I think thee now some common cus-

tomer.
Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, ’twas you.

King. Wherefore hast thou accus’d him all

this while?
Dm. Because he’s guilty, and he is not guilty:

He knows I am no maid, and he’ll swear to’t:

PU swear I am a maid, and he knows not.

Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life;

I am either maid, or else this old man’s wife.

[Pointing to Laveu.
King. She does abuse our ears; to prison

with her. [sir;

Dm. Goodmother, fetchmy bail,—Stay, royal
[Exit Widow.

The jeweUer that owes the ring is sent for.

And he shall surety me. But for this lord.

Who hath abus’d me, as he knows himself,

Thou^ yet he never harm’d me, here I quit

him:
He knows himself my bed he hath defil’d;

And at that tune he got his wife with child.
j

Bead though she be, she feels her young one
kick;

So there’s my riddle—One that’s dead is quick;

And now behold the meaning.

Reenter Widow with Helena.

Kit^. Is there no exorcist

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes?
Is’t real that I see?

i

Hel. No, my good lord;
I ’Tis but the shadow of a wife you see—
' The name, and not the thing.

Per. Both, both; O, pardon
Mel. O, my good loid, when I was like this

maid;
I found you wondrous fcmd. There is your ring
And, look you, here’s your letter. This it

says,
Whenfrom my finger you can get this ring.
And are by me with child. Sec.—This is done;
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won?

Ber. If she, my liege, can make me know
this clearly.

I’ll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly,
Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue.

Deadly divorce step between me and you!

—

0, my dear mother, do I see you living?

Laf. Mine eyes smell onions; I shall weep
anon:—Good Tom Drum [to Pakolles], lend
me a handkercher: so, I thank thee; wait on
me home, I’ll make sport with thee: let thy
courtesies alone, they are scurvy ones..
Kirm. Let us from point to point this story

know.
To make the even truth in pleasure flow:

—

If thou be’st yet a fresh uncropped flower,
[To Diana.

Choose thou thy husband, and I’ll pay thy
dower;

For I can guess that, by thy honest aid,

Thou kept’st a wife herself, thyself a maid.

—

Of that and all the progress, more and less.

Resolvedly more leisure shall express:
All yet seems well; and if it end so meet,
The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet.

[Flourish.
The king’s a beggar, now tne play is done:

All IS well-ended if this suit be won,
That you express content; which we will pay,
With strife to please you, day exceeding day:
Ours be your patience then, and yours our

parts;
Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts.

[Exeunt.



THE TAMING
OF THE SHREW

PERSONS REPRESENTED

A Lord.
I

Christopher Sly, a drunken Persons
Tinker. V in the

Hostess, Page, Players, Hunstmen,
|

Induction
and Servants. !

Baptista, a rich Gentleman of Padua.

ViNCENTio, an old Gentleman of Pisa.

Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, in love with

Biakca.

Petrtjchio, a Gentleman of Verona, a Suitor

to Katharina.

hSnsio,

f-Seri’mis to Ldcentio.

CCRTTS?’ Petruchio.

Pedant, an old fellow set up to personate Ym-
CENTIO.

Bai-

Widow.’ f
TISTA.

Tailor, Haberdasher, and Servants attending
on Baptista and Petruchio.

Scene,—Sometimes in Padua, and sometimes in Petruchio’s Bouse in the Country,

INDUCTION.

Scene I.

—

Before an Alehouse on a Heath.

Enter Hostess and Sly,

Sly. FIl pbeeze you, in faith.

Host. A pair of stocks, you rogue!

Sly. Y’are a baggage: the Slys are no
rogues; look in the chronicles; we came in

with Richard Conqueror. Therefore, paucas
pallabris; let the world slide: sessa!

Host* You will not pay for the glasses you
have burst?

Sly. No, not a denier. Go by. Saint Jer-

onimy,—go to thy cold bed and warm thee.

Host. I know my remedy; I must go fetch

the thirdborough. IBxit

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, PH
answer him by law: Fll not budge an inch,

boy: let him come, and kindly.
[Lies down on the ground and falls asleep*

Homs winded. Enter a Lord from hunting,
with Huntsmen and Servants.

Lord. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well
my hounds:

Brach Merriman,—the poor cur is emboss’d,
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth’d

brach.
Saw’st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good
At the hedge-comer, in the coldest fault? .

I would not lose the dog for twenty pound.
I Him. Why, Behnan is as good as he, my

lord;
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He cried upon it at tlie merest loss,

And twice to-day pick'd out the dullest scent:

Trust me, I take him for the better dog.

tord. Thou art a fool: if Echo were as fleet,

I would esteem him worth a dozen such.

But sup them well, and look unto them ail:

To-morrow I intend to hunt again.

1 Em., I will, my lord.

Lord. What's here? one dead, or drunk?

See, doth he breathe?

ZEun. He breathes, my lord. Were he not

warm'd with de,
This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly.

Lcrtd, 0 monstrous beasti how like a swine

he lies. [image!

Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine

Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man.
What think you, if he were convey’d to bed,

Wrapp’d in sweet clothes, nngs put upon his

fingers,

A most dehcious banquet by his bed.

And brave attendants near hun when he wakes.
Would not the beggar then forget himself?

1 Eun. Beheve me, lord, I thmk he cannot

choose.

2 Em. It would seem strange unto him
when he wak’d. [less fancy.

Lord. Even as a flattering dream or worth-

Then take him up, and manage well the jest:

—

Carry him gently to my fairest chamber.
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures:

Balm his foul head in warm distilled waters,

And bum sweet wood to make the lodging

sweet:
Procure me music ready when he wakes.

To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound;
And if he chance to speak, be ready straight.

And, with a low, submissive reverence,

Say,'—What is it your honour will command?
Let one attend him with a silver basm
FuU of rose-water and bestrew’d with flowers;

Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper,

And say,—Will’ t please your lordship cool your
hands?

Some one be ready with a costly suit,

And ask him what apparel he will wear;
Another tell him of his hounds and horse,

And that his lady mourns at his disease:

Persuade him that he hath been lunatic;

And, when he says he is, say that he dreams,
For he is nothing but a mighty lord.

This do, and do it kindly, gentle sirs:

It will be pastime passing excellent,

If it be husbanded with modesty. [our part,

I Eun. My lord, I warrant you, we’ll play
As he shall think, by our tme diligence,

He IS no less than what we say he is. [him;
Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with

And each one to his office when he wakes.
[Some hear out Sly. A trumpet sounds.

Sirrah, go see what trumpet ’tis that sounds:

—

[Exit Servant.
Belike, some noble gentleman, that means.
Travelling some journey, to repose him here.

Re-enter a Servant.

How now! who is it?

Serv. An it please your honour,
Hayers that ofier service to your lordship.

Lord. Bid them come near.

Enter Players.

How, fellows, you are welcome,
1 Ptau. We thank your honour.
Lord. Do you intend to stay with me to-

night?

2 Play. So please your lordship to accept our
fluty. [member,

Lord. With all my heart.—This fellow I re-
Smce once he play’d a farmer's eldest son;

—

'Twas where you woo’d the gentlewoman so
well;

I have forgot your name; but, sure, that part
Was aptly fitted and naturally perform’d.

I Play. I think 'twas Soto that your honour
means.

Lord. ' Tis very true : thou didst it excellent.—
Web, you are come to me in happy time:
The rather for I have some sport in hand,
Wherein your cunning can assist me much.
There is a lord will hear you play to-night.

But I am doubtful of your modesties;
Lest, over-eying of his odd behaviour,—
For yet his honour never heard a play,

—

You break into some merry passion,
And so offend him; for I tell you, sirs,

If you should smile, he grows impatient.

1 Play. Fear not, my lord; we can contain
ourselves,

Were he the venest antic in the world.
Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery,

And give them fnendly welcome every one:
Let them want nothing that my house affords.

[Exeunt Servant and Players.
Sirrah, go vou to Barthol’mew my page,

[To a Servant.
Ana see him dress’d in all suits like a lady:
That done, conduct him to the drunkard^s

chamber;
And call him madam, do him obeisance.
Tell him from me,—as he will win my love,—
He bear himself with honourable action,

Such as he hath observ’d m noble ladies

Unto their lords, by them accomphshed:
Such duty to the drunkard let him do,
With soft low tongue and lowly courtesy;
And say,—What is’t your honour will com-

mand,
Wherein your lady and youi humble wife
May show her duty and make known her love?
And then,—with kind embracements, tempting

kisses,

And with dechning head into his bosom,

—

Bid him shed tears, as bemg overjoy’d
To see her noble lord restor'd to health,
Who for this seven years hath esteemed him
Ho better than a poor and loathsome beggar:
And if the boy have not a woman’s gift,

To rain a shower of commanded tears,

An onion will do well for such a shift;

Which m a napkin being close conveyed,
Shall m despite enforce a watery eye. [canst;

See this despatch’d with all the haste thou
Anon i’ll give thee more instructions.

[Exif Servant.
I know the boy will well usurp the grace,
Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman:
I long to hear him call the drunkard husband;
And how my men will stay themselves from

laughter

When they do homage to this simple peasant.
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ruin to counsel tUem: haply my presence

May weU abate the over-men^ spleen,

Which otherwise would grow into extremes.
[Exetmi.

Scene IL—A Bedchamber in the Lord’s
House.

Sly is discovered in a rich nightgown, with
Attendants; some with apparel, others with
basin, ewer, and other appurtenances. Enter
Lord, dressed like a Servant.

Sly. For God’s sake, a pot of small ale.

1 Serv. Wili’t please your lordship drink a
cup of sack? [these conserves?

2 Serv. Wili’t please your honour taste of

3 Serv. What raiment wiU your honour wear
to-day?

Sly. I am Christophero Sly; call not me
honour nor lordship; I ne’er drank sack in my
life; and if you give me any conserves, give me
conserves of beef: ne’er ask me what raiment
I’ll wear; for I have no more doublets than
backs, no more stockings than legs, nor no more
shoes than feet,—nay, sometime more feet than
shoes, or such shoes as my toes look through
the overleather. [honour!

Lord. Heaven cease this idle humour in your
O, that a mighty man, of such descent,

Of such possessions, and so high esteem,
Should be infused with so foul a spirit!

Sly. What, would you make me mad? Am
not I Christopher Sly, old Sly’s son of Burton-
heath; by birth a pedler, by education a card-
maker, by transmutation a bear-herd, and now
by present profession a tinker? Ask Manan
Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wmcot, if she know
me not: if she say I am not fourteen-pence on
the score for sheer ale, score me up for the
lyingest knave in Christendom. What! I am
not bestraught: here’s— [mourn!

1 Serv. O, this it is that makes your lady
2 Serv. O, this it is that makes your servants

droop! [your house,
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred shuns

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy.
O noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth!

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banish-
ment.

And banish hence these abject lowly dreams.
Look how thy servants do attend on thee.

Each in his office ready at thy beck.
Wilt thou have music? hark! Apollo plays,

[iJfusic.

And twenty caged nightingales do sing:

Or wilt thou sleep? we’ll have thee to a couch
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed
On purpose- trimm’d up for Semiramis.
Say thou wilt walk; we will bestrew the ground:
Or wilt thou ride? thy horses shall be trapp’d,

Their harness studded all with gold and pearl.

Dost thou love hawkmg? thou hast hawks will

soar
Above the morning lark: or wilt thou hunt?
Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer

them,
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth.

I Serv. Say thou wilt course; thy greyhounds
are as swift

As breathed stags; ay, fleeter than the roe.

2 Serv. Dost thou love pictures: we will

fetch thee straight

Adonis painted by a running brook,
And Cytherea all in sedges hid, [breath,

Which seem to move and wanton with her
Even as the waving sedges play with wind.

Lord. We’ll show thee lo as she was a maid,
And how she was beguiled and surpris’d.

As lively pamted as the deed was done.

3 Serv. Or Daphne roaming through a
thorny wood,

Scratching her legs, that one shall swear she
bleeds;
And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep,
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing hut a
lord:

Thou hast a lady far more beautiful

Than any woman in this waning age. [for thee,

1 Serv. And, till the tears that she hath shed
Like envious floods, o’er-run her lovely face.

She was the fairest creature in the world;
iind yet she is infenor to none.

Sly. Am I a lord? and have I such a lady?

Or do I dream? or have I dream’d till now?
I do not sleep: I see, I hear, I speak;

I smelt sweet savours, and I feel soft things:

—

ITpon my life, I am a loT-d indeed;

And not a tmker, nor Christophero Sly.

—

Well, bring our lady hither to our sight,

And once again, a pot o*the smallest ale.

2 Serv. Wili’t please your mightiness to

wash your hands?
[Servants present a ewer, basin, and napkin.

O, how we joy to see your wit restor’d!

0, that once more you knew but what you are!

These fifteen years you have been in a dream;
Or, when you wak’d, so wak’d as if you slept.

Sly. These fifteen years! by my fay, a
goodly nap.

But did I never speak of all that time?
I Serv. 0 yes, my lord; but very idle words:

For though you lay here in this goodly chamber.
Yet would you say, ye were beaten out of door;
And rail upon the hostess of the house;
And say, you would present her at the leet^

Because she brought stone jugs and no seal’d

quarts:

Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket.
Sly. Ay, the woman’s maid of the house.

3 Serv. Why, sir, you know no house, nor
no such maid;

Nor no such men as you have reckon’d up,

—

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece,
And Peter Tuif, and Henry Pimpemell;
And twenty more such names and men as these.
Which never were, nor no man ever saw.

Sly. Now, Lord be thanked for my good
amends.

4.11. Amen.
Sly. I thank thee: thou shalt not lose by it.

Enter the Page as a lady, with Attendants.
Page. How faxes my noble lord? [enough.
Sly. Many, I fare well; for here is cheer

Where is my wife?

Page. Here, noble lord: what is thy will

with her?
Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me

husband? [man.
My men should call me lord: 1 am your good-
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Page. My husband and my lord, my lord

and husband;
I am your wife in all obedience.

Slg. I know it well.—What must I call her?

Lord. Madam.
Slyi Al^ce madam, or Joan madam?
Lord. Madam, and nothing else* so lords

call ladies. [dreamM,
Slg. Madam wife, they say that I have

And slept above some fifteen year or more.
Page. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me.

Being all this time abandoned from your bed.

Sly. *Tis much.-—Servants, leave me and
her alone.

—

Madam, undress you, and come now to bed.

Page. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of

you
To pardon me yet for a night or two:

Or, if not so, until the sun be set:

For your physicians have expressly charg’d,

In peril to incur your former malady,

That I should yet absent me from your bed:

I hope this reason stands for my excuse.

Sly. Ay, it stands so, that I may hardly

tarry so long. But I would be loa^ to fall

into my dreams again: I will therefore tarry,

in despite of the flesh and the blood.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Your honour’s players, hearing your
amendment,

Are come to play a pleasant comedy;
For so your doctors hold it very meet,

Seeing too much sadness hath congeal’d your
blood,

And melancholy is the nurse of frenzy:

Therefore they thought it good you hear a play.

And frame your mind to loirth and merriment
Which bars a thousand harms and lengthens

life.

Sly. Marry, I will; let them play it Is not

a commonty a Chnstmas gambol or a tumbling-
trick? Istuff,

Page. ITo, my good lord; it is more pleasing

Sly. What, household stuff?

Pape. It is a kind of history.

Sty. Well, we’E see’t. Come, madam
wife, sit by my side, and let the world slip: we
shall ne’er be younger. [They sit down.

ACT I

Scene I.—Padua. A public Place,

Enter Lucentio and Tranio.

Luc. Tranio, since, for the great desire I had
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,

I am arriv’d for fruitful Lombardy,
The pleasant garden of great Italy;

And, by my father’s love and leave, am arm’d
With his good-will and thy good company.
My trusty servant, well approv’d in dl;

Here let us breathe, and haply institute

A course of learning and ingenious studies.

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens,

Gave me my being, and my father first,

A merchant of great traffic through the world,
ViEcentio, come of the Bentivolii.

ViEcentio’s son, brought up in Florence,
It shall become, to serve iiX hopes conceiv’d.

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds;

And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study.
Virtue and that part of philosophy
Will I apply that treats of happmess
By virtue specially to be achiev’d.
Tell me thy mind; for I have Pisa left,

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves
A shallow plash to plunge him in the deep.
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst.

Tra. Mi perdonaie, gentle master mine,
I am in all affected as yourself;

Glad that you thus continue your resolve
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy.
Only, good master, while we do admire
This virtue and this moral discipline,

Let’s be no stoics nor no stocks, I pray;
Or so devote to Anstotle’s ethics

As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur’d;

Balk logic with acquaintance that you have,
And practise rhetoric in your common talk;

Music and poesy use to quicken you;
The mathematics and the metaphysics,
Fan to them as you find your stomach serves

you;
No profit grows where is no pleasure ta’ea:

In brief, sir, study what you most affect.

Luc. Gramercies, Tramo, well dost thou
advise.

If Biondello now were come ashore
We could at once put us in readiness.
And take a lodging fit to entertain

Such friends as time in Padua shall beget.
But stay awhile: what company is this?

Tra. Master, some show, to welcome us to

town.

Enter Baptista, Kathamwa, Bianca,
Gremio, and Hortensio Lucentio and
Tiranio stand aside.

Bap. Gentlemen, Importune me no further.

For how I firmly am resolv’d you know;
That is, not to bestow my youngest daughter
Before I have a husband for the elder:

If either of you both love Katharina,
Because I know you well, and love you well,

Leave shall you have to court her at your
pleasure. [for me.—

Gre. To cart her rather: she’s too rough
There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife?
Kafh, [To Bap.] I pray you sir, is it your

will

To make a stale of me amongst these mates?
Hor. Mates, maid! how mean you that? no

mates for you,
ITnless you were of gentler, milder mould.
Kath. P faith, sir, you shall never need to

fear;

I wis it is not half-way to her heart,
But if it were, doubt not her care should be
To comb your noddle with a three-legg’d stool,

And paint your face, and use you like a fool.

Hot. From all such devils, good Lord de-
hver usl

Gre. And me too, good Lord!
Tra. Hush, masterl here is some good pas-

time toward;
Thatwench is stark mad, or wonderful froward.

Ulc. But in the other’s silence do I see
Maid’s mild behaviour and sobriety.

Peace, Tranio! [your fill.

Tra. Well said, master; mum! and gaze
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Bap. Gentlemen, that I may soon make good
What I have said,—Bianca, get you in;

And let it not displease thee, good Bianca;
For I will love thee ne’er the less, my girl.

Kath.-k pretty peat! it is best

Put a finger in the eye,—an she knew why.
Bian. Sister, content you in my discontent,

—

Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe:

My books and instruments shall be my com-
pany.

On them to look, and practise by myself.

Luc. Hark, Tranio! thou mayst hear
Mmerva speak. [Aside.

Hot. Signior Baptista, will you be so strange?
Sorry am I that our good-wiU effects

Bianca’s grief.

Gre. Why will you mew her up,
Signior Baptista, for ^s fiend of hell,

And make her bear the penance of her tongue?
Bap, Gentlemen, content ye; I am resolv’d:—

Go in, Bianca:— [Exit Bianca.
And for I know she taketh most delight

In music, instruments, and poetry.

Schoolmasters will I keep within my house.
Fit to instruct her youth.—If you, Hortensio,

—

Or, Signior Gremio, you,—^know any such.
Prefer them hither; for to cunning men
I will be very kmd, and liberal

To mine own children in good bringing-up:
And so, farewell. Kathanna, you may stay;

For I have more to commtme with Bianca.
[Exit.

Kath. Why, and I trust I may go too, may
I not? [behke.

What! shall I be appointed hours; as though,

I knew not what to take and what to leave?

Hal [Exit.

Gre. You may go to the devil’s dam; your
gifts are so good here is none will hold you.

Their love is not so great, Hortensio, but we
may blow our nails together, and fast it fairly

out; our cake’s dough on both sides. Fare-
well;—yet, for the love I bear my sweet
Bianca, if I can by any means hght on a fit

man to teach her that wherein she delights, I

will wish him to her father.

Hot. So will I, Signior Gremio; but a
word, I pray. Though the nature of our
quarrel yet never brooked parle, know now,
upon advice, it toucheth us both—that we may
yet again have access to our fair mistress, and
be happy rivals in Bianca’s love—to labour and
effect one thing specially.

Gre. What’s that, I pray? [sister.

Hot. Marry, sir, to get a husband for her
Gre. A husband! a devil.

Hot. I say, a husband,
Gre. X say, a deviL Thinkest tbou, Hor-

tensio, though her father be very rich, any man
is so very a fool to be married to hell?

Hor. Tush, Gremio, though it pass your
patience and mine to endure her loud alarums,

why, man, there be good fellows in the world,

an a man could light on them, would take her

with all faults and money enough.
Gre. I cannot teU; but I had as lief take her

dowry with this condition,—-to be whipped at

the high-cross every morning.
Hor. Faith, as you say, there’s small choice

in rotten'apples. But, come; since this bar in

law makes us friends, it shall be so far forth
friendly maintained, till, by helping Baptista’s
eldest daughter to a husband, we set his
youngest free for a husband, and then have to’t

afresh.—Sweet Bianca!—Happy man be his
dole! He that runs fastest gets the ring.

How say you, Sigmor Gremio?
Gre, I am agreed: and would I had given

him the best horse in Padua to begin his woo-
mg, that would thoroughly woo her, wed her,
and bed her, and rid the house of her. Come
on. [Exeunt Gre. and Hor.

Tra. [Advancing.] I pray, sir, tell me,—is

it possible

That love should of a sudden take such hold?
Luc. O Tranio, till I found it to be true,

I never thought it possible or hkely;
But see! while idly I stood looking on
I foimd the effect of love in idleness:

And now in plainness do confess to thee,

—

That art to me as secret and as dear
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was,

—

Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio,
If I achieve not this young modest girl:

Counsel me, Tramo, for I know thou canst;

Assist me, Tramo, for I know thou wilt.

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide you now;
Affection is not rated from the heart; [so,

—

If love have touch’d you, nought remains but
Redime te capturn quam queas mimmo.

Luc. Gramercies, lad; go forward; this con-
tents:

The rest will comfort, for thy counsel’s sound.
Tra. Master, you look’d so longly on the

maid,
Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all.

Luc. O yes, I saw sweet beauty m her face.

Such as the daughter of Agenor had, [hand.
That made great Jove to humble hun-to her
When with his kneeshe kiss’dthe Cretan strand,

Tra. Saw you no more? mark’d you not how
her sister

Began to scold, and raise up such a storm,

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din?

Luc. Tramo, I saw her coral bps to move.
And with her breath she did perfume the air;

Sacred and sweet was all I saw in her.

Tra. Nay, then, ’tis time to stir him from
his trance.

I pray, awake, sir. If you love the maid.
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus

it stands:

—

Her eldest sister is so curst and shrewd
That, till the father rid his hands of her.

Master, your love must hve a maid at home;
And therefore has he closely mew’d her up.

Because she wiU not be annoy’d with suitors.

Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father’s he!
But art thou not advis’d he took some care

To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct

her? [plotted.

Tra. kYt marry, am I, sir; and now ’tis

Luc. I have it, Tranio,

Tra. Master, for my hand,
Both our inventions meet and jump in one.

Luc. Teh me thine first.

Tra. You will be schoolmaster.

And undertake the teaching of the maid:
That’s your device.

Luc, It is: may it be done?
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Tra. Not possible; for who shall bear your
part,

And be in Padua here Viucentio’s son;

Keep house, and ply his book; welcome bis

friends;

Visit his countrymen and banquet them?
iuc. Basta; content thee; for I have it full.

We have not yet been seen in any house;
Nor can we be distinguished by our faces
For man or master: lien it follows thus:

—

Thou shalt be master, Tramo, in my stead,

Keep house, and port, and servants, as I should:
I wih some other be; some Florentme,
Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pisa.

’Tis hatch’d, and shall be so:~Tramo, at once
Uncase thee; take my colour’d hat and cloak:

When Biondello comes he waits on thee;
But I will charm him first to keep his tongue.

Tra. So you had need.
[They exchange habits.

In brief, then, sir, sith it your pleasure is.

And I am tied to be obedient,

—

For so your father charg’d me at our parting;

Be serviceable to my son, quoth he,
Although, I think, ’twas m another sense,

—

I am content to be Lucentio,
Because so well I love Lucentio.

Luc, Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves:
And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid
Whose sudden sight hath thrall’d my wounded

eye.

Here comes the rogue.

Enter Biondello.

Sirrah, where have you been?
Bion. Where have I been? Nay, how nowl

where are you?
Master, has my fellow Tranio stolen your

clothes? [news?
Or you stolen his? or both? pray, what’s the

liuc. Sirrah, come hither; ’tis no time to jest,

And therefore frame your manners to the time.
Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life.

Puts my apparel and my countenance on.
And I for my escape have put on his;

For in a quarrel, since I came ashore,
I kiH’d a man, and fear I was descried.
Wait you on Mm, I charge you, as becomes,
While I make way from hence to save my life:

You understand me?
Bion. I, sir! ne’er a whit.
Luc. And not a jot of Traniom your mouth;

Tramo is chang’d into Lucentio. [too!

Bion. The better for him; would I were so
Tra, So could I, faith, boy, to have the next

wish after,— [daughter.
That Lucentio indeed had Baptista’s youngest
But, suxah,—not for my sake, but your masters

I advise [companies:
You use your manners discreetly in all kind of
When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio;
But in all places else, your master Lucentio.
Luc. Tramo, let’s go:

—

One thing more rests, that thyself execute,

—

Tomate one among those wooers. If thou ask
me why,—

Sufficeth, my reasons are both good and
weighty. [Exeunt,

t Serv. My lord, you nod; you do not mind
the play.

Sly. Yes, by Saint Anne do I, A good
matter, surely; comes there any more of it?

Page. My lord, ’Us but begun.
Sly. ’Tis a very excellent piece of work

madam lady; would ’twere done i

Scene II.—The same. Before Hortensio’s
House.

Enter Petrdchio and Grumio.

Pet. Verona, for awhile I take my leave.
To see my friendsm Padua; but, of all

My best beloved and approved friend,
Hortensio; and, I trow, this is his house:
Here, sirrah Grumio; knock I say.

Gru. Knock, sir! whom should I knock? is
there any man has rebused your worship?

Pet. Tillain, I say, knock me here soundly.
Gru. Knock, you here, sir? why, sir, what

am I sir, that I should knock you here, sir?
Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate,

And rap me well, or I’ll knock your knave’s
pate.

Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome: I
should knock you first,

And then I know after who comes by the worst.
Pet. Will it not be?

Faith, sirrah, an you’ll not knock I’ll wnng it:

I’ll try how you can sol,fa, and sing it.

[He wrings Grumio by the ears.
Gru. Help, masters, help! my master is mad.
Pet. Now, knock when I bid you; sirrah

villain!

Enter Hortensio.

Hot. How now! what’s the matter?—My
old friend Grumio! and my good friend
Petruchiol—How do you all at Verona?
Pet Sigaior Hortensio, come you to part the

fray? Con tutto il core bene trovato, may I say.
Hot. Alla nostra casa bene venuto, molto

honorato Signor mio Petruchio.
Rise, Grumio, rise; we will compound this

quarrel.

Gru. Nay ’tis no matter, sir, what he ’leges
in Latin.—If this be not a lawful cause for me
to leave his service,—look you, sir,—he bid me
knock him, and rap him soundly, sir: well was
it fit for a servant to use his master so; being
perhaps,—for ought I see,—two and thirty,—

a

pip out?
Whom would to God I had well knock’d at first,

Then had not Grumio come by the worst.
Pet, A senseless viUam!—Good Hortensio,

I bade the rascal knock upon your gate,
And could not get him for my heart to do it,

Gru, Knock at the gate!—0 heavens!
Spake you not these words pkin,

—

Sirrah,
knock me here, [soundly?

Rap me here, knock me well, and knock me
And come you now with—knocking at the gate
Pet Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise

.
[pledge:

Hot. Petruchio, patience; I am Grumio’s
Why, this’ a heavy chance ’twjzt him and you.
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio.
And tell me now, sweet fnend, what happy gale
Blows you to Padua here from old Verona?
Pet Such wind as scatters young men

through the world,
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To seek their fortunes further than at home
Where small experience grows. But, in a few,

Sigmor Hortensio, thus it stands with me:—
AjQtonio, my father, is deceas’d;

And I have thrust myself into this maze^

Haply to wive and thrive as best I may:
Crowns in my purse I have, and goods at home,

And so am come abroad to see the world.

Hoy. Petruchio, shall I then come roundly
**

to thee,

And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour’d wife?

'

Thou’dst thank me but a httle for my counsel

And yet I’ll promise thee she shall be rich,

And very rich:—but thou’rt too much my
friend.

And I’ll not wish thee to her. [we
Pet. Sigmor Hortensio, ’twixt such friends as

Few words suffice; and, therefore, if thou know
One nch enough to be Petruchio’s wife,

—

As wealth is burden of my v/oomg dance,

—

Be she as foul as was Florentius’ love,

As old as Sibyl, and as curst and shrewd
As Socrates’ Xantippe, or a worse,

She moves me not, or not removes, at least.

Affection’s edge in me—were she as rough
As are the swelhng Adriatic seas:

I come to wive it wealthily m Padua;
If wealthily, then happily in Padua.
Gru Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly

what his mind is: why, give him gold enough
and marry him to a puppet or an aglet-baby,

or an old trot with ne’er a tooth in her head,
though she have as many diseases as two and
fifty hoises. why, nothing comes amiss, so
money comes withal. [far in,

Hoy, Petruchio, since we have stepp’d thus
I will continue that I broach’d in jest.

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife
With wealth enough, and young and beauteous;
Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman;
Her only fault,—and that is faults enough,

—

Is—that she is intolerably curst,

And shrewd, and forward, so beyond all

measure,
That, were my state far worser than it is,

I would not wed her for a mine of gold.

Pet. Hortensio, peace! thou Imow’st not
gold’s effect:—

Tell me her father’s name, and ’tis enough;
For I will board her though she chide as loud
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack.

Hoy. Her father is Baptista Mmola,
An affable and courteous gentleman:
Her name is Katharina Mmola,
Renown’d m Padua for her scolding tongue.

Pet. I know her father, though I know not
her;

And he knew my deceased father well:

I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her;
And therefore let me be thus bold with you.
To give you over at this first encounter.
Unless you will accompany me thither.

Gru. I pray you, sir, let him go while the
humour lasts. O’ my word, an she knew him
as well as I do, she would think scolding would
do little good upon him. She may, perhaps,
call him half a score knaves, or so: why, that’s

nothing; an he begin once, he’ll rail in Ms rope-
tricks. I’ll tell you what, sir,—an she stand
him but a little, he will throw a figure in her

face, and so disfigure her with it that she shall

have no more eyes to see withal than a cat.

You know him not, sir.

Hoy. Tany, Petruchio, I must go with thee;
For in Baptista’s keep my treasure is:

He hath the jewel of my life in hold,

His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca;
And her withholds from me, and other more.
Suitors to her and rivals in my love:

Supposing it a thing impossible,

—

For those defects I have before rehears’d,

—

That ever Katharina will be woo’d,
Therefore this order hath Baptista ta’en;

That none shall have access unto Bianca
Till Kathanne the curst have got a husband.
Gru. Kathanne the curst!

A title for a maid, of all titles the worst.

Hoy. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me
grace;

And offer me disguis’d in sober robes
To old Baptista as a schoolmaster
Well seen in music, to instruct Bianca;
That so I may, by this device, at least

Have leave and leisure to make love to her,

And, unsuspected, court her by herself.

Gru [Aside
]
Here’s no knavery! See, to

beguile the old folks, how the young folks lay

their heads together!

Enter Gremio; with him Lucentio dis-

guised, with books under kis arm.

Master, master, look about you: who goes
there, ha’

Hor. Peace, Gnimio! ’tis the rival ofmy love.

Petruchio, stand by awhile.

Gru, A proper stripling, and an amorous!
[They retire.

Gre. O, very well: I have perused the note.

Hark you, sir; I’ll have them very fairly

bound:
All books of love, see that at any hand:
And see you read no other lectures to her:
You understand me:—over and besides
Sigmor Baptista’s liberality,

I’ll mend it with a largess;—take your papers
too.

And let me have them very well perfum’d;
For she is sweeter than perfume itself, [her?
To whom they go to. What will you read to

Zuc. Whate’er I read to her I’ll plead for

you
As for my patron,—stand you so assur’d,

—

As firmly as yourself were still in place;

Yea, and perhaps with more successful words
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir.

Gre. O this learning! what a thing it is!

Gru 0 this woodcock! what an ass it isf

Pet. Peace, sirrah!

Hor, Grumio, muml—[Commp forward,]
God save you, Sigmor Gremio!

Gre. And you’re well met, Sigmor Hortensio.

Trow you whither I am going?—To Baptista

Minola.
I promis’d to inquire carefully

About a schoolmaster for the fair Bianca;
And, by good fortune, I have lighted well

On tiiis young man, for learning and behaviour
Fit for her turn; well read in poetry

And other books,—good ones, I warrant you.
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Hoy. *Tis well; aad I have met a gentleman

Hath promis’d me to help me to another,

A fine mnsidan to instruct our mistress;

So shall I no whit be behind in duty

To fair Bianca, so belov’d of me.
Gm. Belov’d ofme,—and thatmy deeds shall

prove.
Gm. And that his bags shall prove. [Aside.

Hot. Gremio, ’hs now no time to vent our

love;

Listen to me, aad if you speah me fair

ril tell you news indifferent good for either.

Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met,

Upon agreement from us to his liking,

WiE undertake to woo curst Katharine;

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please.

Gre. So said, so done, is well:—
Hortensio, have you told him all her faults?

Pet. I know she is an irksome brawling

scold;

If that be ail, masters, I hear no harm.
Gre. No, say’st me so, friend? What

countryman?
Pet. Bom in Verona, old Antonio’s son;

My father dead, my fortune hves for me;
And I do hope good days and long to see.

Gre. 0, sir, such a hfe, with such a wife,

were strange:

But if you have a stomach, to’t o’ God’s name
You shall have me assisting you in all.

But will you woo this wild-cat?

Pei. Will I live?

Gm. Will he woo her? ay, or I’ll hang her.

Pet. Why came I hither but to that intent?

Think you a little din can daunt mine ears?

Have I not in my time heard lions roar?

Have I not heard the sea, puff’d up with winds,

Rage like an angry boar chafed with sweat?
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field,

And heaven’s artillery thunder in the skies?

Have I not in a pitched battle heard {clan^
Loud ’larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets
And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue;
That gives not half so great a blow to hear.

As will a chestnut m a farmer’s fire?

Tush! tush! fear boys with bugs.
Gru. For he fears none.
Gre. Hortensio, hark:

This gentleman is happily arriv’d.

My mind presumes, for his own good and ours.

Hor. I promis’d we would be contributors,

And bear his charge of woomg, whatsoe’er.
Gre. And so we will—^provided that he win

her.

Gru. I would I were as sure of a good dinner.

Enter Tranio, bravely apparelled, and
Biondello.

Tra. Gentlemen, God save you! If I may
be bold, [way

Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest
To the house of Signior Baptista Minola?
Bion. He that has the two fair daughters:—

is’t [aside to Tranio] he you mean?
Tra. Even he, Biondellol

Gre. Hark you, sir; you mean not her to,

—

Tra. Perhaps, him and her, sir; what have
you to do? .

' [pray.

Pet. Not her that chides, rir, at any hand, I

Cacti,

Tra, I love no chiders, sir; Biondello, let’s
away.

Luc. Well begun, Tranio. [Aside.
Hor. Sir, a word ere you go;

—

Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea
or no?

Tra. An if I be, sir, is it any offence?
Gre, No; if without more words you will get

you hence.
Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as

free.

For me as for you?
Gre. But so is not she.
Tra. For what reason, I beseech you?
Gre. For this reason, if you’ll know,—

That she’s the choice love of Signior Gremio.
Hot, That she’s the chosen of Signior

Hortensio.
Tra. Softly, my masters! if you be gentle-

men
Do me this right,—hear me with patience,
Baptista is a noble gentleman,
To whom my father is not all unknown,
And, were his daughter fairer than she is,

She may more suitors have, and me for one.
Fair Leda’s daughter had a thousand wooers;
Then well one more may fair Bianca have:
And so she shall; Lucentio shall make one.
Though Paris came m hope to speed along.

Gre. What! this gentleman will out-talk us
All. [jade.

Luc. Sir, give him head; I know he’ll prove a
Eet. Hortensio, to what end are all these

words?
Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as ask you,

Did you ever see Baptista’s daughter?
Tra. No, sir; but hear 1 do that he hath

two;
The one as famous for a scolding tongue
As is the other for beauteous modesty.

Pet. Sir, sir, the first’s for me; let her go by.
Gre, Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules;

And let it be more than Alcides’ twelve.
Pet. Sir, understand you this of me, in sooth;

The youngest daughter, whom you hearken for,

Her father keeps from all access of suitors,

And will not promise her to any man
Until the elder sister first be wed?
The younger then is free, and not before.

Tra. If it be so, sir, that you are the man
Must stead us all, and me amongst the rest;

And if you break the ice, and do this feat,

—

Achieve the elder, set the younger free [her
For our access,—whose hap shall be to have
Will not so graceless be to be ingrate.

Hor. Sir, you say well, and wefi you do
conceive;

And since you do profess to be a suitor,

You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman,
To whom we all rest generally beholding, [of,

ITra. Sir, I shaE not be slack: in sign where-
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon,
And quaff carouses to our mistress’ health;
And do as adversaries do in law,

—

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends.

Gru. Bion. O excellent motion! Fellows,
let’s be gone. . [so;—

Hor. The motion’s good indeed, and be it

Petruchio, I shall be your ben venuto.
* [Exeunt
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ACT n.

Scene L’—The same. A Room in Bap-
tista’s House.

Enter Kathahina and Bianca.

Bian. Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong
yourself,

To,make a bondmaid and a slave of mej
Tkat I disdain: but for these other gawds,
tJnbmd my hands, I’U pull them oS myself.
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat;

Or what you will command me will I do,

So well I know my duty to my elders*

Kath. Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee,
teU

Whom thou lov’st best: see thou dissemble not.

Bian. Believe me, sister, of all the men alive,

I never yet beheld that special face

Which I could fancy more than any other.

Kath. Minion, thou hest; is’t not Hortensio?
Bian. If you affect him, sister, here I swear

1*11 plead for you myself, but you shall have
him.

Kath. O then, belike, you fancy riches more;
You will have Gremio to keep you fair.

Bian. Is it for him you do envy me so?
Nay, then you jest; and now I well perceive

You have but jested with me all this while:

I pr’ythee, sister Kate, untie my hands.
Kath. If that be jest, then all the rest was so.

[Strikes her.

Enter Baptista.

Bap. Why, how now, dame! whence grows
this insolence?

—

Bianca, stand aadej—poor girl! she weeps:

—

Go ply thy needle; meddle not with her.

—

For shame, thou Mding of a devihsh spirit,

Why dost thou wrong her that did ne*er wrong
thee?

When did she cross thee with a bitter word?
Kath. Her silence flouts me, and FU be re-

veng’d. [Flies after Bianca.
Bap. What, in my sight?—Bianca, get thee

in. [Exit Bianca.
Kath. What, will you not suffer me? Nay,

now I see
She is your treasure, she must have a husband;
I must dance bare-foot on her wedding-day,
And for your love to her lead apes m hell.

Talk not to me; 1 will go sit and weep,
Till I can find occasion of revenge.

[Exit Katharina.
Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev’d as I?

But who comes here?

Enter Gremio, toith Iitcentio in the habit

of a mean man; Petruchio, with Hor-
TENSio as a musicim; and Tranio, with
Biondello bearing a lute ami books.

Gre. Good-morrow, neighbour Baptista.

Bap. Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio: God
save you, gentlemen! [a daughter

Pet. And you, good sir! Pray, have you not
Call’d Katharina, fair and virtuous?

Bap. I have a daughter, sir, call’d Katharina.
* Gre. You are too blunt: go to it orderly.

* Pet. You wrong me, Signipr Gremio; give

me leave.— » .

‘

I am a gentleman of Yerona, sir.

That,—hearing of her beauty and her wit,

Her affability and bashful modesty.
Her wondrous qualities and mild behaviour,—
An bold to show myself a forward guest
Within your house, to make mine eyes the

witness
Of that report which I so oft have heard.
And, for an entrance to my entertainmenl^
I do present you with a man of mme,

[Presenting Hortensio.
Cunning in music and the mathematics,
To instruct her fully in those sciences,

Whereof I know she is not ignorant:
Accept of him, or else you do me wrong:
HiS name is Licio, bom in Mantua.

Bap. You’re welcome, sir; and he for your
good sake;

But for my daughter Katharine,—this I know.
She is not for your turn, the more my grief.

Pet. I see you do not mean to part with her;
Or else you like not of my company.

Bap. Mistake me not, I speak but as I find.

Whence are you, sir? what may I cal your
name?

Pet. Petruchio is my name; Antonio’s son,
A man well known throughout all Italy.

Bap, I know him well; you are welcome for

his sake.
Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray,

Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak too:

Baccare! you are marvellous forward.
Pet. O, pardon me, Signior Gremio; I

would fain be domg.
Gre, I doubt it not, sir; but you will curse

your wooing.—
Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, Iam sure
of it. To express the like Mndness myself, that

have been more kindly beholding to you than
any, I freely give unto you this young scholar

[presenting Lucentio], that hath been long
studymg at Hheims; as cunning in Greek,
Latin, and other languages, as the other in
music and mathematics: his name is Cambio;
pray, accept his service.

Bap. A thousand thanks, Signior Gremio:
welcome, good Cambio.—But, gentle sir [to

Tranio], methinks you walk like a stranger.

May I be so bold to know the cause of your
coming? [own;

Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine
That, being a stranger in this city here,

'

Do make myself a suitor to your daughter,
Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous.

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me.
In the preferment of tho eldest sister.

This liberty is all that I request,—
That, upon knowledge of my parentage,

I may have welcome ’mongst the rest that woo,
And free access and favour as the rest.

And, toward the education of your daughters,

I here bestow a simple instrument,

And this small packet of Greek and Latin

books;
If you accept them, then their worth is great.

Bap. Lucentio is your name? of whence, I

pray?
JTra. Of Pisa, sir; son to Vincentio.

Bap. A mighty man of Hsa: by report
,

I know him weU: you are very welcome, sir,—
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Take you [^a Hor.| tlie lute, and you {to Lvc.J
the set of books;

You shall go see your pupils presently.

Holla, mtfcual

Enter a Servant.

Sirrah, lead these gentlemen
To my daughters; and tell them both,

These are their tutors; bid them use them well.

Serv., with Hor., Luc., and Bion.
We will go walk a httle m the orchard,

And then to dinner. You are passing welcome.
And so I pray you all to think yourselves.

Fet Sgnior BapUsta, my business asketh
haste,

And every day I cannot come to woo.
You knew my father well; and in him, me,
Left solely heir to all his lands and goods,

Which I have better’^d rather than decreas’d:

Then tel! me,-—if I get your daughter’s love,

What dowry shall I have with her to wife?

Bap. After my death, the one half of my
lands

And, in possession, twenty thousand crowns.
Fet. And for that dowry, I’ll assure her of

Her widowhood,—be it that she survive me,

—

In aU my lands and leases whatsoever:
Let specialties be therefore drawn between us.

That covenants may be kept on either hand.
Bap. Ay, when the special thing is weE ob-

tain’d,

That is, her love; for that is all in all.

Fet. Why, that is nothing; for I teU you,
father,

I am as peremptory as she proud-minded;
And where two raging fbres meet together.

They do consume the thing that feeds their

fury:

Though little fire grows great with little wind.
Yet extreme gusts will blow out the fire and all:

SSo I to her, and. so she yields to me;
For I am rough, and woo not like a babe.
Bap. Well mayst thou woo, and happy be

thy speed I

But be thou arm’d for some unhappy words.
Pet. Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for

winds,
That shake not though they blow perpetually.

Fe^enter Hortensio, with his head broken.
Bap. How now, my friend! wby dost thou

look so pale?
For. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale.

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good
musician?

For. I think she’U'feooner prove a soldier;
Iron may hold with her, but never lutes.

Bap. Why, then thou const not break her to
the lute?

For. Why, no; for she hath broke tbe lute
to me.

I did but tell her she mistook her frets.

And bow’d her hand to teach her fingering,

When, with a most impatient devih'sh spint.

Frets, call you these? quoth she; FUfume with
them:

And twangling Jack, with twenty such vile
terms,

As she had studied to misuse me so.

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench;
I love her ten times more than e’er I did:

O, how I long to have some chat with her!
Bap. Weil, go with me, and be not so dis-

comfited:

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter:
She's apt to learn, and thankful for good

turns.

—

Sigmor Petruchio, will you go with us,
Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you?

Pei. I pray you do; I will attend her here,
[Exeunt Bap., Gre., Tra., and Hor.

And woo her with some spirit when she comes.
Say that she rail; why, then I’ll tell her plain

She sings as sweetly as a nightingale:

Say that she frown; I’ll say she looks as cleat
As morning roses newly washed with dew:
Say she be mute, and not speak a word;
Then I’ll commend her volubility,

And say she uttereth piercing eloquence:
If she do bid me pack, I’ll give her thanks.
As though she bid me stay by her a week:
If she deny to wed, I’U crave the day
When I shall ask the banns, and when be

married.—
But here she comes; and now, Petruchio, speak.

Enter Kathariita.

Good-morrow, Kate; for that’s your name, I

hear.

Kaih. Well have you heard, but something
hard of hearing:

They call me Katharine that do talk of me.
Pet. You he, in faith; for you are call’d plain

Kate.
And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst
But, Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom,
Kate of Kate-Hall, my super-dainty Katp,
For dainties are all cates; and therefore, Klate,

Take this of me, Kate of my consolation;

—

Hearing thy mildness prais’d in every town,
Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded,—
Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs,—
Myself am mov’d to woo thee for my wife.

Katk. Mov’d! in good time: let him that

mov’d you hither

Remove you hence: I knew you at the first

You were a movable.
Pet. Wby, what’s a movable?
Kath. A joint-stool.

Pet. Thou hast hit it; come, sit on me.
Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so are

you. [you.

Pet. Women are made to bear, and so are

Kath. No such jade as bear you, if me you
mean.

Pet. Alas, good Kate, I will not burden thee!

For, knowing thee to be but young and light,—
Kath. Too light for such a swain as you to

catch;

And yet as heavy as my weight should be.

Pet. Should be! should buzz.
And, with that word, she struckme on the head, ' Kath. Well ta’en, and like a buzzard.
And through the instrumentmy pate made way; ! Pet. O, slow-wing’d ttu^e! shall a buzzard
And there I stood amazed for awhile, i take thee?
As ona pillory, looking through the lute, i Kath. Ay, for a turtle,—as he takes a buz-
While she did call me rascal fiddler zard.
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Pet Come, come, you wasp; i* faith, you
are too angry.

Kath. If I be waspish, best beware my
sting.

Pei. My remedy is then, to pluck it out
Kath. Ay, if the fool could find it where it

lies. [wear his sting?

Pet Who knows not where a wasp doth

In his tail-

Kath. In his tongue.

Pet. Whose tongue?
Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails; and so

farewell. [come again,

Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail? nay.

Good Kate; I am a gentleman.
Kath. That I’ll try.

[Striking him.
Pet. I swear I’ll cuff you, if you strike again.

Kath. So may you lose your arms:
If you strike me, you are no gentleman;
And if no gentleman, why then no arms.

Pet. A herald, Kate? 0, put me in thy
books!

Kath. What is your crest? a coxcomb?
Pet A combless cock, so Kate will be my

hen.
Kath. No cock of mine; you crow too hke

a craven. [look so sour.

Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come; you must not
Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab.

Pet. Why, here’s no crab; and therefore

look not sour.

Kath, There is, there is.

Pet. Then show it me.
Kath. Had I a glass I would.
Pet. What, you mean my face?

Kath. Well aim’d of such a young one.

Pet. Now, by Saint George, I am too young
for you.

Kath. Yet you are wither’d.

Pet ’Tis with cares.

Kath. I care not.

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate: in sooth, you
’scape not so.

Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry; let me go.

Pet No, not a whit: I find you passing
gentle.

’Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and
sullen.

And now I find report a very liar; [teous;

For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing cour-
But slow in speech, yet sweet as spnng-time

flowers:

Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look as-

kance.
Nor bite the hp, as angry wenches will;

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk;

But thou with mildness entertam’st tliy wooers,
With gentle conference, soft and affable.

Why does the world report that Kate doth limp’
O slanderous world! Kate, like the hazel-twig,

Is straight and slender; and as brownm hue
As hazel-nuts, and sweeter than the kernels.

O, let me see thee walk: thou dost not halt.

Kath. Go. fool, and whom thou keep’st com-
mand.

Pet Did ever Dian so become a grove
As Kate this chamber with her pnncely gait?

0, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate;
And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportful!

Kath. Where did you study all this goodly
speech?

Pet It IS extempore, from my mother-wit.
Kath. A witty mother! witless else her son.

Pet. Am I not wise?
Kath. Yes; keep you warm.
Pet Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in

thy bed:
And therefore, setting all this chat aside.

Thus m plain terms:—Your father hath con-
sented [on;

That you shall be my wife; your dowry ’greed

And, will you, mil you, I will marry you.
Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn;

For, by this hght, whereby I see thy beauty,—
Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well—
Thou must be married to no man but me;
For I am he am bom to tame you, Kate;
And bring you from a wild Kate to a Kate
Conformable, as other household Kates.
Here comes your father; never make denial;

I must and will have Katharine to my wife.

Re-enter Baptista, Gremio, and Tranio.

Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how speed
you with my daughter?
Pet How but well, sir? how but well?

It were impossible I should speed amiss.

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine!
in your dumps? [you

Kath. Call you me daughter? now, I promise
You have show’d a tender fatherly regard
To wish me wed to one half lunatic;

A mad-cap ruffian and a sweanng Jack,
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out.

Pet Father, hs thus:—yourself and all the
world,

That talked of her, hath talk’d amiss of her;

If she be curst, it is for pohcy;

For she’s not froward, but modest as the dove:
She IS not hot, but temperate as the mom;
For patience she will prove a second Gnssel,
And Roman Lucrece for her chastity;

And to conclude, we have ’greed so well to-

gether.

That upon Sunday is the wedding-day.
Kath. I’U see thee bang’d on Sunday first.

Gre. Hark, Petmchio; she says she’ll see
thee hang’d first.

Tra. Is this your speedmg? nay, then, good-
night our part!

Pet Be patient, gentlemen; I choose her
for myselh

If she and I be pleas’d, what’s that to you?
’Tis bargain’d ’twxst us twain, being alone,

That she shall still be curst in company.
I tell you, ’tis incredible to believe

Howmuch she loves me . 0, the kindest Kate!—
She hung about my neck, and kiss on kiss

She vied so fast, protesting oath on oath,

That in a twink she won me to her love.

0, you are novices! ’tis a world to see,

How tame, when men and women are alone,

A meacock wretch can make the curstest
shrew.—

Give me thy hand, Kate; I will unto Vemce,
To buy apparel ’gainstthe wedding day.—
Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests;
I will be sure my Katharine shall be fine.
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Bap, 1 know not what to say: hut give me
yoar hands;

God send you joy, Petnichiol ’tis a match.
Qre, Tra. Amen, say we; we will be wit-

nesses.

Pet Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu;
I will to Venice; Sunday comes apace:

—

We will have nngs, and things, and fine array;

And, kiss me, Kate, we will be married o’

Sunday.
{Exeunt Pet. and Kath., severally.

Ore. Was ever match clapp’d up so suddenly?
Bap. Faith, gentlemen, now I play a mer-

chant’s part,

And venture madl:^ on a desperate mart.
Tra, ’Twas a commodify lay fretting by you;

’Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas.

Bap. The gam I seek is quiet in the match.
Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch.

But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter,—-
Now IS day we long have looked for;

I am your neighbor, and was suitor first.

Tra. Gremio, ’tis known my father hath no
less

Than three great argosies; besides two aal-
basses,

And twelve tight galleys: these I will assure
her.

And twice as much, whate’er thou ofier’st next
Gre. Nay, I have offer’d all,—I have no

more;
And she can have no more than all I have:
If you like me, she shall have me and

Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all
the world.

By your firm promise: Gremio is out-vied.
Bap. 1 must confess your offer is the best;

And, let your father make her the assurance,
She IS your own; else, you must pardon me:
If you should die before him, where’s her

dower?
Tra. That’s but a cavil; he is old, I young.
Gre. And may not young men die as well

as old?
Tra. And I am one that loves Bianca more

Than words can witness or your thoughts can
guess. [as I

Gre. Youngbng! thou canst not love so dear
Tra. Graybeardl thy love doth freeze.
Gre. But thine doth fry.

Skipper, stand back, ’tis age that nourisheth.
Tra. But youth in ladies’ eyes that fiour-

isheth. [this strife:

Sap. Content you, gentlemen; I’ll compound
’Tis deeds must win the prize; and he, of both,
That can assure my daughter greatest dower
Shall have Bianca’s love.

—

Say, Signior Gremio, what can you assure her?
Gre. First, as you know, my house within

the city

Is richly furmshed with plate and gold;
Basins and ewers, to lave her dainty hands;
My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry:

In ivory coffers I have stuff’d my crowns;
In cypress chests my arras counterpoints,
Costly apparel, tents, and canopies.
Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss’d with pearl,
Valance of Venice gold in needle-work,
Pewter and brass, and ail things that belong
To house or housekeeping: then, at my farm,
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail,

Six score fat oxen standing in my stalls,

And ail things answerable to this portion.

Myself am struck m years, I must confess;
And, if I die to-morrow this is hers;
If, whilst I live, she will be only mine, fme:

• ’ Tra That only came well in.—Sir, hst to

I am my father’s heir and only son:
If I may have your daughter to my wife,
I’ll leave her houses three or four as good.
Within rich Pisa’s walls, as any one

' Old Signior Gremio has m Padua;
'Besides two thousand ducats by the year
Of fruitful land, all which shall be her join-

ture.—
What, have I pinch’d you, Signior Gremio?

Gre. Two thousand ducats by the year of
land!

. My land amounts not to so much in all:

That she shall have; besides an argosy.
That now is lying m Marseilles’ road:

—

What, have T chok’d you with an* argosy?

liap. Well, gentlemen,
I am thus resolv’d:—On Sunday next you know

j
My daughter Kathanne is to be married:
Now, on the Sunday following shall Bianca
Be bride to you, if you make tlus assurance;
If not, to Signior Gremio:

And so I take my leave, and thank you both.
Gre. Adieu, good neighbour.—

[Exit Baptista.
Now I fear thee not:

Sirrah, young gamester, your father were a fool
To give thee all, and in his wamng age
Set foot under thy table. Tut I a toyl
And old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy,

Tra. A vengeance on your crafty wither’d
hide!

Yet I have faced it with a card of tea.
’Tis m my head to do my master good:

—

I see no reason but suppos’d Lucentio
Must get a father, call’d—suppos’d Vincentio;
And that’s a wonder: fathers commonly
Do get their children; but in this case of

wooing,
A child shall get a sire, if I fail not of my

cunning.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Padua. A Room in Baptista’s
, House.

Enter Lucentio, Hortensio, and Bianca.

Luc. Fiddler, forbear; you grow too for-
ward, sir:

Have you so soon forgot the entertainment
Her sister Kathanne welcom’d you withal?
Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is

The patroness of heavenly harmony:
Then give me leave to have prerogative;
And when in music we have spent an hour,
Your lecture shall have leisure for as much.

Luc. Preposterous ass! that neyer read so
far

To know the cause why music was ordain’dl
Was it not to refresh the'inmd of man
Piter his studies Or his usual pain?



SCENE Lj THE TAMING OF THE SHEEW 373

Then give me leave to read philosophy,

And while I pause serve in your harmony.
Hot. Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of

thine.

Bian. Why, gentlemen, yon do me double
wrong.

To strive for that which resteth in my choice:

I am no breeching scholar in the schools:

I’ll not be tied to hours nor 'pointed times,

But learn my lessons as I please myself.

And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down:

—

Take you your instrument, play you the whiles;

His lecture will be done ere you have tun’d.

Hot. You’ll leave his lecture when I am in
tune?

[To Bianca. Hortensio retires.

Luc. That will be never;—tune your instru-

ment.
Bian. Where left we last?

Luc. Here, madam:—
Hac ibat Simois, hie est Sigeia tellus;

Hic stefarat Pnami regia celsa serds.

Bian. Construe them.
Luc. Hac ibat, as I told you before,—Simois,

I am Lucentio,—Aic est, son tmto Vmcentio of

Hsa, —Sipeict tellus, disguised thus to get your
love;

—

Hic steterat, and that Lucentio that

comes a-wooing,—Prfamf, is my man Tramo,—regia, bearing my port,—celsa serds, that we
might beguile the old pantaloon.

Hor. [Coming forward.] Madam, my instru-

ments in tune,
Bian. Let’s hear.— [Hortensio plays.

0 fie I the treble jars.

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune agam.
Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it:

—Hac ibat Simois, I know you not,—hic est

Sigeia tellus, I trust you not;—Hic steterat

Priami, take heed he hear us not,—regia, pre-
sume not,—celsa senis, despair not.

Hor. Madam, ’tis now in tune.

Luc. All but the base.
Hor. The base is right; ’tis the base knave

that jars.

How fiery and forward our pedant is!

Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love:

Pedascule, I’ll watch you better yet. [Aside.

Bian. In time I may beheve, yet I mistrust.

Luc. Mistrust it not; for, sure, Aeacides
Was Ajax,—call’d so from his grandfather.

Bian. 1 must believe my master; else 1

promise you,
1 should be arguing still upon that doubt:
But let it rest.—Now, Licio, to you:

—

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray,

That I have been thus pleasant with you
both.

Hor. You may go walk [to Lucentio], and
give me leave awMe;

My lessons make no music in three parts.

Luc. Are you so formal, sir? weU, I must
wait,

And watch witlial; for, but I be deceiv’d,

Our fine musician groweth amorous. [Aside.

Hor. Madam, before you touch the instru-

ment,
To leam the order of my fingering,

I must begin with rudiments of art;

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort,

More pleasant, pithy] and effectual.

Than hath been taught by any of my trade:

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn.
Bian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago.

Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio.
Bian. [Beads.] Gamut I am, the ground of

all accord,

A re, to plead Hortensio's passion;
B mi, Bianca, take him for thy lord,

C fa. ut, that loves with all affection:

D sol re, one cliff, two notes have I;

E la mi, show pity, or I die.

Call you this gamut? tut, I like it not:

Old fashions please me best; I am not so nice

To change true rules for odd inventions.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Mistress, your father prays you leave

your books.
And help to dress your sister’s chamber up:
You know to-morrow is the wedding-day.
Bian. Farewell, sweet masters, both; I must

be gone!

[Exeunt Bianca and Servant.

Luc. Faith, mistress, then I have no cause
to stay. [Exit.

Hor. But I have cause to pry into this pedant;
Methinks he looks as though he were in love:

—

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble.
To cast thy wand’ring eyes on every stale,

Seize thee that list: if once I find thee ran^ng,
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing.

[Exit.

Scene II.—The same. Before Baptista’s
House.

Enter Baptista, Gremio, Tranio, Kathar-
INA, Bianca, Lucentio, and Attendants.

Bap. Signior Lucentio [to Tranio,] this is

the ’pointed day. [married.
That Kathanne and Petruchio should be
And yet we hear not of our son-in-law:

What will be said? what mockery will it be,
To want the bridegroom when the priest at-

tends
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage?
What says Lucentio to this shame of ours?
Hath. No shame but mine: I must, forsooth,

be forc’d

To give my hand, oppos’d against my heart,

Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen;

Who woo’d in haste, and means to wed at

leisure.

I told you, I, he was a frantic fool,

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour:
And, to be noted for a merry man,
He’ll woo a thousand, ’point the day of

marriage,
Make friends, mvite them, and proclaim the

banns;
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo’d.
Now must the world point at poor Katharine,
And say, Lo, there is mad Petruchio's wife,

Ifa would please him come and marry her?
Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptista

too.

Upon my life, Petruchio means but well!

Whatever fortune stays him from his word:
Though he be blunt, I know him passing wise;
Though he be merry, yet withal he’s honest.



m THE TAMING OP THE SHREW [Acxm.

Kuth, Would Zfttliarme had never seen him
though!

weeping,followed bp Bianca and others.

Bap. Go, girlj I cannot Mame thee now to

weep;
Por such an injury would vex a very saint,

Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour.

Enter Biosdello.

Bion. Master, master! old news, and such
news as you never heard oil [be?

Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that

Bion. Why, is it not news to hear of Petru-

chio’s coming?
Bap. Is he come?
Bion. Why, no, sir.

Bap. What then?
Bion. He is coining.

Bap. When wiM he be here?
Bion. When he stands where I am, and

sees you there.

Tra. But, say, what to thine old news?
Bion. Why, Petnichio is coming, in a new

hat end an old jerkin; a pair of old breeches
thrice tam’d; a pair of boots that have been
candle-cases, one buckled, another laced; an
old rusty sword ta’en out of the town armoury,
with a broken hilt, and chapeless; with two
broken points; his horse hipped with an old

mothy saddle, and stirrups of no kindred;

besides, possessed with the glanders, and like

to mose in the chine; troubled with the lampass,
infected with the fashions, full of wind-galls,

sped with spavins, rayed with the yellows, past

cure of the fives, stark spoiled with the staggers,

begnawn with the hots, swayed in the back, and
shoulder-shotten; ne’er legged before, and with

a half-checked bit, and a head-stall of sheep’s

leather, which, being restrained to keep Mm
from stumbling, hathbeen often burst, and now
repaired with knots; one girth six times pieced,

and a woman’s crupper of velure, which hath
two letters for her name, fairly set down in

studs, and here and there pieced with pack-
tMead.
Bap. Who comes with him?
Bion. 0, sir, hrs lackey, for all the world

caparisoned like the horse; with a linen stock

on one leg and a kersey boot-hose on the other
gartered with a red and blue list; an old hat,

and The humour of fortp fancies pricked in ’t

for a feather: a monster, a very monster in ap-

parel; and not like a Christian footboy or a
gentleman’s lackey. [this fashion;

Tra. ’Tis some odd humour pricks him to

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell’d.

Bap. 1 am glad he is come, howsoe’er he
comes.

Bion. Why, sir, he comes not.

Bap. Didst thou not say he comes?
Bion. Who? that Petrachio came?
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came.
Bion. Ho, sir; I say his horse comes with

him on his back.
Bap. Why, that’s all one.
Bion. Kay, by saint Jamy,

I hold you a penny,
A horse and a man
Is more than one,
And yet not many.

Enter Petruchio and Grumio.

Pet, Come, where be these gallants? who’s
at home?

Bap. You are welcome, sir,

Pei. And yet I come not well.
Bap. And yet you halt not.

Tra. Not so well apparell’d
As I wish you were.

Pei. Were it better, I should rush in thus.
But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride?
How does my father?—Gentles, methiiiks you

frown;
And wherefore gaze this goodly company,
As if they saw some wondrous monument.
Some comet or unusual prodigy?

Bap. Why, sir, you know this is your wed-
ding-day:

First were we sad, fearing you would not come;
Now sadder, that you come so unprovided.
Fie, dofi this habit, shame to your estate.

An eye-sore to our solemn festival!

Tra. And tell us, what occasion of import
Hath all so long detain’d you from your ’^e,
And sent you Mther so unlike yourself?

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to
hear:

Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word,
Though in some part enforced to digress:
Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse
As you shall well be satisfied withal.

But where is Kate? I stay too long from her:
The morning wears, ’tis time we were at church.

Tra. See not your bride in these unreverent
robes:

Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine.
Pet. Not I, believe me: thus I’ll visit her.

Bap. But thus , I trust, you will not marry her.
Pet. Good sooth, even thus; therefore ha’

dona with words;
To me she’s married, not unto my clothes
Could I repair what she will wear in me,
As I can change these poor accoutrements,
’Twere well for Kate, and better for myself.
But what a fool am I to chat with you,
When I should bid good-morrow to my bride,
And seal the title with a lovely Mss!

{Exeunt Petruchio and Grumio
Tra. He hath some meaning in his mad

attire.

We will persuade him, be it possible,
To put on better ere he go to church.
Bap. I’ll after him, and see the event of this,

[Exeunt Bap., Grem., and Bion.
Tra. But, sir, to her love concerneth us to

add
Her father’s liking: which to bring to pass,
As I before imparted to your worship,
I am to get a man,—whate’er he be.

It skills not much; we’U fit Mm to our turn,—
And he shall be Vmcentio of Pisa;
And make assurance, here in Padua,
Of greater sums than I have promised.
So shall you quietly enjoy your hope,
And marry sweet Bianca with consent.

Luc. Were it not thatmy fellow-schoolmaster
Doth watch Bianca’s steps so narrowly,
’Twere good, methinks, to steal our marriage;
WMch once perform’d, let all the world say no,
I’ll keep mme own, despite of all the world.
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Tto. That by degrees we mean to look into,

And watch our vantage in this business:
We’li over-reach the graybeard, Gremio,
The narrow-prymg father, Minola;
The quaint musician, amorous Licio;

Ail for my master’s sake, Lucentio.

Re-enter Gremio.

Signior Gremio,—came you from the church?
Gre. As willingly as e’er I came from school.

Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom com-
ing home?

Gre. A bridegroom, say you? ’tis a groom in-

deed,

A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find.

Tra. Curster than she? why, ’tis impossible.
Gre. Why, he’s a devil, a devil, a ve^y fiend.

Tra. Why, she’s a devil, a devil, the devil’s

dam.
Gre. Tut, she’s a Iamb, a dove, a fool to him!

I’ll tell you, Sir Lucentio: when the pnest
Should ask, if Katharine should be his wife,

Ay, by gogs-wouns, quoth he; and swore so
loud

That, all amaz’d, the priest let fall the book;
And, as he stoop’d again to take it up,
The mad-brain’d bridegroom took him such a

cu2
That down fell priest and book, and book and

priest:

Now take them up, quoth he, if any list

Tra. What said the wench, when he arose
again?

Gre. Trembled and shook; for why, he
stamp’d and swore,

As if the vicar meant to cozen him.
But after many ceremonies done,
He calls for wine: A health^ quoth he; as if

He had been aboard, carousing to bis mates
After a storm: quaff’d o2 the muscadel,
And threw the sops all in the sexton’s face;

Havmg no other reason
But that his beard ^ew thin and hungerly,
And seem’d to ask him sops as he was drinking.
This done, he took the bride about the neck,
And kiss’d her lips with such a clamorous

smack
That, at the parting, all the church did echo.

I, seeing this, came thence for very shame;
And after me, I know, the rout is coming.
Such a mad mamage never was before:
Hark, hark! I hear the minstrels play.

fAfuszc.

Enter Petrttchio, Eatharina, Bianca,
Baptista, Hortensio, Gremio, and Train

Pei. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for

your pains:

I know you think to dine with me to-day,
And have prepar’d great store of wedding

cheer;
But so it IS, my haste doth call me hence.
And therefore here I mean to take my leave.

Bap. Is’t possible you will away to-night?

Pet. I must away to-day, before night come:
Make it no wonder; if you knew my business.
You would entreat me rather go than stay.

And, honest company, I thank you all,

That have beheld me give away myself

To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife:

Dine with my father, drink a health to me;
For I must hence; and farewell to you all.

Tra. Let us entreat you stay till ^ter dinner.

Pet. It may not be.

Gre. Let me entreat you.

Pet. It cannot be.

Kaih. Let me entreat you.
Pet. I am content.

Kafk. Are you content to stay?

Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay;

But yet not stay, entreat me how you can.

Kaih. Now, if you love me, stay.

Pet. Gramio, my horse.

Gru. Ay, sir, they be ready: the oats have
eaten the horses.

Kath. Nay, thtu,

Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day;

No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself.

The door is open, sir; there hes your way;
You may be jogging whiles your boots are

green;
For me, I’ll not be gone till I please myself*

’Tis hke you’ll prove a jolly surly groom.
That take it on you at the first so roundly.

Pet. 0 Kate, content thee; pr’ythee, be not

angry.

Kaih. I will be angry; what hast thou to

do?

—

Father, he quiet: he shall stay my leisure.

Gie. Ay, marry, sir, now it begins to work.

Katk. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal

dinner:

I see a woman may be made a fool

If she had not a spirit to resist.

Pet They shall go forward, Kate, at thy
command.

—

Obey the bride, you that attend on her;

Go to the feast, revel and domineer,

Carouse full measure to her maidenhead;
Be mad and merry,—or go liang yourselves:

But for my bonny Kate, she must with me.
Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor

fret;

I will be master of what is mine own;
She is my goods, my chattels; she is my house,

My household stuff, my field, my bam.
My horse, my ox, my ass, my anything;

And here she stands, touch her whoever dare;

FU bring mine action on the proudest he
That stops my way in Padua.—Gramio,
Draw forth thy weapon, we are beset with

thieves;

Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man.—
Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not toucli

thee, Kate;
I’ll buckler thee against a million.

[Exeunt Pet,, Kath., and Gru.
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones.

Gre. Went they not quickly, I should die

with laughing.

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like I

Luc. Mistress, what’s your opinion of your
sister? „ [mated.

Bian. That, being mad herself, ^Vs madly
Gre. rwarranthim, Petrachiois Kated.

Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride

and bridegroom wants,

For to supply the places atthe table,

Youknow there wants no junkets at the feast.

—
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Lucenfio, you shall supply the bridegroom’s
place;

And let Bianca take her sister’s room, [it?

fm. Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride

Bap, She shall, Lucentio.—Come, gentle-

men, let’s go. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene L—i Hall in Petruchio’s Country
House.

Enter Grumio.

Gru. Fie, fie on all tired jades, on all mad
masters, and all foul ways! Was ever man so

beaten? was ever man so rayed? was ever man
so weary? I am sent before to make a fire, and
they are coming after to warm them. Now,
were not I a little pot, and soon hot, my very
lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the
roof of my mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I

should come by a fire to thaw me:—but I, with
blowing the fire, shall warm myself; for, con-
sidering the weather, a taller man than I will

take cold,—Holla, ho! Curtis!

Enter Curtis.

Curt Who is that calls so coldly?

Gru, A piece of ice: if thou doubt it, thou
mayst slide from my shoulder to my heel with
no greater a run but my head and my neck.
A fire, good Curtis.

Curt Is my master and his wife coming,
Grumio.

pru. 0, ay, Curtis, ay: and therefore fire,

fire; cast on no water.

Curtr Is she so hot a shrew as she’s re-
ported?

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost;

but, thou knowest, winter tames man, woman,
and beast; for it hath tamed my old master,
and my new mistress, and myself, fellow Curtis.
Curt Away, you three-inch fool! I am no

beast.

Gru, Am I but three inches? why, thy horn
is a foot; and so long am I, at the least. But
wilt thou make a fire, or shall I complain on
thee to our mistress, whose hand,—she being
now at hand,—thou shalt soon feel, to thy cold
comfort, for being slow in thy hot office?

Curt 1 pr’ythee, good Grumio, tell me, how
goes the world?

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office

but thine; and, therefore, fire: do thy duty,
and have thy duty; for my master and mistress
are almost frozen to death.

Curt There’s fire ready; and, therefore,
good Grumio, the news?

Gru. Why, Jack boy! ho, boy! and as much
news as thou wilt. [ing’

—

'Curt Come, you are so full of coney-catch-
Gru. Why, therefore, fire; for I have caught

extreme cold. Where’s the cook? is supper
ready, the house trimmed, rashes strewed, cob-
webs swept; the serving-men in their new
ru^an, their white stodrings, and every officer
Ms weddmg-garment on? Be the jacks fair
Within, the jifis .fair without, the carpets laid,
and everything.in order? [news?
Curt,All ready; and, therefore, I pray thee,.

Gru. First, know, my horse is tired; my
master and mistress fallen out.

Curt How?
Gru Out of their saddles into the dirt; and

thereby hangs a tale.

Curt Let’s ha’t, good Grumio.
Gru. Lend thine ear.

Curt Here.
Gru. There: [Strikiny him.
Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale.

Gru. And therefore ’tis called a sensible
tale: and this cuff was but to Icnock at your
ear, and beseech listening. Now I begin: Im-
primis, we came down a foul hill, my master
riding behind my mistress:

—

Curt Both of 1 no horse?
Gru. What’s that to thee?
Curt Why, a horse.

Gru. Tell thou the tale;—but hadst thou not
crossed me, thou shouldst have heard now her
horse fell, and she under her horse; thou
shouldst have heard, m how miry a place; how
she was bemoiled; how he left her with the

horse upon her; how he beat me because her
horse stumbled; how she waded through the
dirt to pluck him off me; how he swore; how
she prayed—that never pray’d before, how I

cried; how the horses ran away; how her bndle
was burst; how I lost my crupper; with many
thin^ of worthy memory; which now shall die

m oblivion, and thou return unexpenenced to

thy grave.

Curt By this reckoning, he is more shrew
than she.

Gru. Ay; and that thou and the proudest of

you all shall find when he comes home. But
what talk I of this’—Call forth Nathaniel,

Joseph, Nicholas, Phihp, Walter, Sugarsop,
and the rest: let their heads be sleekly combed,
their blue coats brushed, and their garters of an
mdifferent knit: let them curtsy with their left

legs; and not presume to touch a hair of my
master’s horse-tail till they kiss their hands.
Are they all ready?

Curt. They are.

Gru. Call them forth.

Curt Do you hear, ho? you must meet my
master, to countenance my imstress.

Gru. Why, she hath a face of her own.
Curt. Who knows not that?

Gru. Thou, it seems, that callest for com-
pany to countenance her.

Curt. I call them forth to credit her.

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of

them.
Enter several Servants.

Nath. Welcome home, Grumio!
PJuL How now, Grumio!
Jos. What, Grumio!
Nich. Fellow Grumio!
iVafA. How now, old lad?
Gru. Welcome, you;—how now, you; what

you;—fellow, you;—and thus much for

greeting. Now, my spruce compamons, is all

ready, and all things neat?
Nath. AU things is ready. How near is our

master?
Gru. E’en ’at hand, alighted by this;—and

therefore be not,—Cock’s passion, silence!*—

I hear my master.
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Enter Petruchio and JCatharina.

PeU Where be these knaves? What» no
man at door

To hold my stirrup nor to take my horse!

Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip?

—

All Serv. Here, here, sir; here, sir.

Pet. Here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! here, sir!

—

You logger-headed and unpolish’d grooms!
What, no attendance? no regard? no duty?—
Where is the foolish knave I sent before?

Gtu. Here, sir; as foohsh as I was before.

Pet. You peasant swam! you whoreson malt-
horse drudge!

Bid I not bid thee meet me in the park,
.

And bnng along these rascal knaves with thee?
Gru. NathaniePs coat, sir, was not fully

made, [the heel;

And Gabriel’s pumps were all unpink’d i’

There was no link to colour Peter’s hat.

And Walter’s dagger was not come from
sheathing: [Gregory;

There were none fine but Adam, Ralph, and
The rest were ragged, old, and beggady.
Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet

you.
Pei. Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper

in.— [Exeunt some of the Servants.

Where is the life that late I led— \Sims.

Where are those—Sit down, Kate, and wel-
come.

Soud, soud, soud, soud!

Re-enter Servants with supper.

Why, when, I say?—Nay, good sweet Kate,
be merry. [when?

Off vfith my boots, you rogues! you vilUans,

It was the fnar of orders gray;
As he forth walked on his way:—

Out, you rogue! you pluck my foot awry:
Take that, and mend the pluclring off the

other.— [Sfrzftes him.
Be merry, Kate.—Some water, here; what,

ho!— [hence.

Where’s my spaniel Troilus?—Sirrah, get you
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither:

—

[Exit Servant.
One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be ac-

quainted with.— [water?
Where are my slippers?—Shall I have some

[A bason zs presented to him.
Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily.

—

[Servsint lets the ewer fall.

You whoreson villain! will you let it fall?

[Sfnhes him.
Kath. Patience, I pray you; ’twas a fault

unwilling. [knave!
Pet. A whoreson, beetle-headed, flap-ear’d

Come, Kate sit down; I know you have a
stomach. [shall I?

—

Will you give thanks, sweet Kate; or else

What’s this? mutton?
I Serv. Ay.
Pet. Who brought it?

J Serv. I.

Pet. ’Tis burnt; and so is aU the meat.
What dogs are these?—Where is the rascal

cook? ' [dresser,

How durst you, villains, bring it from the

And serve it thus to me that love it not?
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, tod all:

[Throws the meat, &€ , about the stage.

You heedless joltheads and unmanner’d slaves!

What, do you grumble? I’ll be with you
straight.

Kath. I pray you, husband, be not so dis-

quiet;

The meat was well, if you were so contented.
Pet. I tell thee, Kate, ’twas burnt and dried

away;
And I expressly am forbid to touch it.

For it engenders choler, planteth anger;
And better ’twere that both of us did fast,

—

Smce, of ourselves, ourselves are choienc,—
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh.

Be patient; to-morrow’t shall be mended.
And, for tMs night, we’U fast for company:

—

Come, I will bnng thee to thy bridal chamber.
[Exeunt Pet., Kath., aM Curt.

Nath. Peter, didst ever see the like?

Peter. He kills her m her own humour.

Re-enter Curtis.

Gru. Where is he?
Curt. In her chamber,

Making a sermon of continency to her, [soul.

And raSs, and swears, and rates, that she, poor
Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak,
And sits as one new-nsen from a dream.
Away, away! for he is coming hither.

[Exeunt.

Re-enter Petruchio.

Pei. Thus have I politely begun my reign,

And ’tis my hope to end successfully.

My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty;
And, till she stoop, she must not be fuU-gorg’d,

For then she never looks upon her lure.

Another way I have to man my haggard,
To make her come, and know her keeper’s call.

That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites

That bate, and beat, and will not be obedient.

She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat;

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall

not;

As with the meat, some undeserved fault

I’ll find about the making of the bed;
And here I’ll fling the pillow, there the bolster.

Thisway the coverlet, anotherway the sheets:

—

Ay, and amid this burly, I intend
That all is done in reverend care of her;

And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night:

And, if she chance to nod, I’ll rail and brawl,

And with the clamour keep her still awake.
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness:
And thus I’ll curb her mad and headstrong

humour.
He that knows better how to tame a shrew,
Now let him speak; ’tis charity to show.

[Exit.

Scene IL—Padua. , Before Baptista’s
Bouse.

Enter Tranio and Hortensio.

Tra. Is’t possible, friend Licio, that Bianca
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio?
I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand.
Bor. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said.

Stand by, and mark the maimer of his teaching.

[They sfond aside.
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Enter Biahca and Ltjcektio.

Luc. Now, mistress, profit you in what you
read?

Bum. What, master, read you? first resolve

me that.

Luc. 1 read that I profess, the Art to Love.

Bian. And may you prove, sir, master of

your art!

Luc. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress

of my heart. [They retire.

Hor. Quick proceeders, marry! Now, tell

me, I pray,

You that durst swear that your Mistress Bianca
Lov*d none in the world so well as Lucentio.

Tra. O despiteful love! unconstant woman-
kmd!-

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful.

Hor. Mistake no more: I am not Licio,

Nor a musician, as I seem to be;

But one that scom to hve in this disguise.

For such a one as leaves a gentleman,

And makes a god of such a cuUion:

Emow, sir, that I am call’d Hortensio.

Tra. Signior Hortensio, I have often .heard

Of your entire affection to Bianca;

And smce mme eyes are witness of her light-

ness,

I will with you,—if you be so contented,

—

Forswear Bianca and her love for ever.

Hor. See, how they kiss and couitl-Sig-
mor Lucentio,

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow
Never to woo her more; but do forswear her.

As one unworthy all the former favours

That I have fondly flatter’d her withal.

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath,

Never to marry with her though she would en-
treat: [him!

Fie on her! see, how beastly she doth court

Hor. Would all the world but he had quite

forsworn!
For me, that I may surely keep mine oath,

I win be mamed to a wealthy widow
Ere three days pass, which hath as long lov’d

me
As I have lov’d this proud disdainful haggard:
And so farewell, Signior Lucentio.—

I
Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks,

! Shall win my love: and so I take my leave,

In resolution as I swore before.

[Exit Hor.—Luc. and Bian. advance.

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such
grace

As ’longeth to a lover’s blessed case!

Nay, I have ta’en you napping, gentle love;

And have forsworn you with Hortensio.

Bian. Tranio, you jest; but have you both
forsworn me?

Tra. Mistress, we have.

Luc. Then we are rid of Licio.

Tra. I’ faith, he’ll have a lusty widow now.
That shall be woo’d and wedded in a day.
Bmn. God give him joy!

Tra. Ay, and he’ll tame her.

Bian. He says so, Tranio.
Tra. Faith,he is gone tmto the taming-school.
Btan. The taming-school! what, is there such

a place? [master;
Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long,
To tame a shrew and charm her chattering

tongue.

Enter Biondello.

Bion. 0 master, master, I have watch’d so
long

That I’m dog-weary; but at last I spied
An ancient angel coming down the hiU,

Will serve the turn.

Tra What is he, Biondello?
Bion. Master, a mercatante, or a pedant,

I know not what; but formal m apparel,

In gait and countenance surely like a father.
Luc. And what of him, Tranio?
Tra. If he be credulous, and trust my tale,

I’ll make him glad to seem Vincentio,

And give assurance to Baptista Minola,
As if he were the right Vincentio.

Take m your love, and then let me alone.

[Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca,

Enter a Pedant.

Bed. God save you, sir!

Tra. And you, sir! you are welcome.
Travel you far on, or are you at the furthest?

Fed. Sir, at the furthest for a week or two;
But then up further, and as far as Pome
And so to Tripoli, if God lend me life.

Tra. What countryman, I pray?
~

Fed. Of Mantua.
Tra. Of Mantua, sir?—marry, God forbid!

And come to Padua, careless of your hfe? [hard.

Fed. My life, sir! how, I pray? for that goes
Tra. ’Tis death for any one in Mantua

To come to Padua. Elnow you not the cause?
Your ships are stay’d at Venice; and the duke,—
For private quarrel ’twist your duke and him,

—

Hath publish’d and proclaim’d it openly:
’Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come.
You might have heard it else proclaim’d about.
Fed. Alas, sir, it is worse for me than so!

For I have bills for money by exchange
From Florence, and must here deliver them.

Tra. Well, sir, to do you courtesy,
This will I do, and this I will advise you:
First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa?
Fed. Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been:

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens.

Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio?
Fed. 1 know him not, but I have heard of

him;
A merchant of incomparable wealth.

Tra. He is my father, sir; and, sooth to say,

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you.
Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyster,

and all one. [Aside.

Tra. To save your life in this extremity.
This favour will I do for you for his sake;
And think it not the worst of all your fortunes
That you are like to Sir Vincentio.

His name and credit shall you undertake.
And in my house you shall be friendly lodg’d:—
Look that you take upon you as you should;
You understand me, sir:—so shall you stay
Tili you have done your business in the city:

H this be courtesy, sir, accept of it.

Fed. 0, sir, I do; and will repute you ever
The patron of my life and liberty.
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fra. Thea go with me, to make the matter
good

This, hy the way, I let you uaderstand;-
My father is here look’d for every day,

To pass assurance of a dower m marriage
’Twixt me and one Baptista’s daughter here:

In all these circumstances I’ll instruct you;

Go with me, sir, to clothe you as becomes you.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—i Room in Petruchio’s House.

Enter Katharina and Grumio.

Gru. No, no, forsooth; I dare not, for my life.

Kath. The more my wrong, the more his

spite appears:

What, did he marry me to famish me?
Beggars, that come unto my father’s door.

Upon entreaty have a present alms;

If not, elsewhere they meet with charity:

But I,—who never knew how to entreat,

Nor never needed that I should entreat,

—

Am starved for meat, giddy for lack of sleep;

With oaths kept waking, and with brawhng fed:

And that which spites me more than all these
wants,

He does it under name of perfect love;

As who would say, if I should sleep or eat,

’Twere deadly siclmess or else present death.

—

I pr’ythee go, and get me some repast;

I care not what, so it be wholesome food.

Gru. What say you to a neat’s foot? [it.

Kath. ’ Tispassinggood; I pr’ythee letmehave
Gru. I fear it is too cholenc a meat;

How say you to a fat tripe, finely broil’d? [me.

Kath. 1 like it well: good Grumio, fetch it

Gru. 1 cannot tell; I fear ’tis choleric.

What-say you to a piece of beef and mustard?
Kath. A dish that I do love to feed upon.
Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little.

Kath. Why, then the beef, and let the mus-
tard rest. [the mustard,

Gru. Nay, then I will not; you shall have
Or else you get no beef of Grumio.

Kath. Then both, or one, or anythmg thou
wilt. ' [beef.

Gru. Why, then the mustard without the
Kath. Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding

slave, [Beats him.
That feed’st me with the very name of meat:
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you.
That tnumph thus upon my misery 1

Go, get thee gone, I say.

Enter Petruchio with a dish of meat; and
Hortensio.

Pet. How fares my Kate? What, sweeting,

all amort?
Hor. Mistress, what cheer?
Kath. Faith, as cold as can be.

Pet. Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully

upon me.
Here, love; thou see’st how diligent I am
To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee:

[Sets the dish on a table.

I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness ments
thanks. [not;

What I not a word? Nay, then thou lov’st it

And all my pains is sorted to no proof,

—

Here, take away this dish.

Kath. 1 pray you, let it stand.

Pet. The poorest serviceisrepaidwith thanks

;

And so shah mine, before you touch the meat.
Kath. I thank you, sir.

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie
!
you are to blame

!

Come, Mistress Knte, I’ll bear you company.
Pet. Eat it up ah, Hortensio, if thou lov’st

me.— [Aside.

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart!
Kate, eat apace:—and now, my honey-love,
Wih we return unto thy father’s house.
And revel it as bravely as the best,

With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings,

With ruffs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and
things;

With scarfs, and fans, and double change of
bravery,

With amber bracelets beads, and all this

knavery.
What, hast thou din’d? The tailor stays thy

leisure,

To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure.

Enter Tahor.

Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments;
Lay forth the gown.

Enter Haberdasher.

What news with you, sir?

Hab. Here is the cap your worship did be-
speak.

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer;

A velvet dish;—fie, fie! ’tis lewd and filthy;

Why, ’tis a cockle or a walnut-shell,

A knack, a toy, a tnck, a baby’s cap;

Away with it! come, let me have a bigger.

Kath. I’ll have no bigger; this doth fit the
time,

And gentlewoman wear such caps as these.

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have
one too,

And not till then.

Hor. That will not be in haste. [Aside.

Kath. Why, sir, I trust I may have leave to

And speak I will. I am no child, no babe;
Your betters have endur’d me say my mmd;
And if you cannot, best you stop your ears.

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart:

Or else my heart, concealmg it, will break;
And rather than it shall, I will be free

Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words.
Pet. Why, thou say’st true, it is a paltry cap,

A custard-coffin, a bauble, a silken pie:

I love thee well, m that thou hk’st it not.

Kath. Love me or love me not, I hke the cap;
And it I will have, or I will have none.

Pet, Thy gown? why, ay;—Come, tailor,

let us see’t.

O mercy, God! what masqumg stuff is here?
What’s this’ a sleeve? ’tis hke a demi-cannon
What, up and down, carv’d like an apple-tart?

Here’s snip, and mp, and cut, and shsh, and
slash.

Like to a censer in a barber’s shop:— [this?

Why, what, o’ devil’s name, tailor, call’st thou
Hor. I see she’s Hke to have neither cap

nor gown. [Aside
Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well,

Accordmg to the fashion and the time.
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FeU Marry, and did; but if you be remem-
befd,

I did not bid yon mar it to tbe time.

Oo, hop me over every kennel home,
For yon shall hop without my custom, sir:m none of it: hence! make your best of it.

Kath, I never saw a better-fashion’d gown,
More quaint, more pleasmg, nor more com-

mendable:
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me.

Pet. Why, true; he means to make a puppet
of thee. [a puppet of her.

Tai. She says your worship means to make
Pet O monstrous arrogance! Thou best,

thou thread.

Thou thimble, {nail,

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter,

Thou flea, thou mt, thou-winter-cncket thou!

—

Brav’d in mine own house with a skein of

thread?
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant;
Or I shall so be-mete thee with thy yard.

As thou Shalt think on prating whilst thou
hv’st!

I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr’d her gown.
Tai. Your worship is deceiv’d; the gown is

made
Just as my master had direction:

Grumio gave order how it should be done.

Gru. I gave him no order; I gave him the

stufi. [made?
Tai. But how did you desire it should be
Gru. Marry, sir, with needle and thread.

Tai. But did you not request to have it cut?

Gru. Thou hast faced many things.

Tai. I have.

Gru. Face not me; thou hast braved many
men; brave not me; I will neither be faced nor
braved. I say unto thee, I bid thy master cut

out the gown, but I did not bid him cut it to

pieces: ergo, thou liest. [testify.

Tai. Why, here is the note of the fashion to

Pet Bead it. [said so.

Gru. The note lies in his throat, if he say 1

Tai. Imprimis, a loose-hodied gown:
Gru. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied

gown, sew me in the sMris of it, and beat me
to death with a bottom of brown thread: I said

a gown.'
Pet Proceed.

* Tai. With a smaU compassed cape:

Gru. I confess the cape.

Tai. With a trunk sleeve:

Gru. I confess two sleeves.

Tai. The sleeves curiously cut
Pet Ay, there’s the viUany.

Gru. Error i’ the bill, sir; error V the bill.

I commanded the sleeves should be cut out,

and sewed up again; and. that m prove upon
thee, though thy littie finger be armed in a
thimble.

Tat This is true that I say: an I had thee
in place where, thou shouldst know it.

Gru. I am for thee straight; taJke thou the
bill, give me thy mete-yard, and spare not me.
Mor. God-a-mercy, Gnuniol then he shall

have no odds. [me.
< Pet Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for

Gm. You are P the right, sir; ’tis for my
mistress.

Pet Go, take it up unto thy master’s use.
Gru. Villain, not for thy life! Take up my

mistress’ gown for thy master’s use!
Pet Why, sir, what’s your conceit in that?
Gru. 0, sir, the conceit is deeper than you

think fort

Take up my mistress’ gown to his master’s use

!

O fie, fie, fie!

Pet Hortensio, say thou wilt see the tailor

paid.— [As/de.
Go take it hence; be gone, and say no more.

Ilor. Tailor, I’ll pay thee for thy gown to-
morrow.

Take no unkindness of his hasty -words;

Away, I say! commend me to thy master.
[Exeunt Tailor and Haberdasher.

Pet W'ell, come, my Kate; we will unto your
father’s

Even in these honest mean habiliments;
Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor;
For ’tis the mind that makes the body rich;

And as the sun breaks through the darkest
clouds,

So honour peereth in the meanest habit.

What, is the jay more precious than the lark
Because his feathers are more beautiful?
Or is the adder better than the eel,

Because his painted skin contents the eye?
0 no, good Kate; neither art thou the worse
For this poor furniture and mean array.

If thou account’st it shame, lay it on me;
And therefore frolic: we will hence forthwith.
To feast and sport us at thy father’s house.

—

Go, call my men, and let us straight to him;
And bring our horses unto Long-lane end;
There will we mount, and thither walk on

foot.

—

Let’s see; I think *tis now some seven o’clock,

And well we may come there by dinner-time.
JCaik. I dare assure you, sir, ’tis almost two;

And ’twill be supper-time ere you come there.

Pet. It shall be seven ere I go to horse:
Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do,
You are still crossing it.—Sirs, left alone;
1 will not go to-day; and ere I do.

It shall he what o’clock I say it is.

Bor. Why, so, this gallant will command the
sun. [Exeunt

Scene IV.—Padua. Bepore BApxista^s
House.

Enter Trakio, and the Pedant dressed like

ViNCENTIO.

Tra. Sir, this is the house: please it you that
IcaU?

Fed. Ay, what else? and, hut I be deceived,
Signior Baptista may remember me,
Wear twenty years ago, in Genoa, where
We were lodgers at the Pegasus. [case,

Tra. ’Tis well; and hold your own, in any
With such austerity as ’longeth to a father.

Ped. I warrant you. But, sir, here comes
your boy;

’Twere good he were school’d.

Enter Biondello.

Tra. Fear you not Mm.—Sirrah Biondello,
How do yoqr duty throughly, I advise you:
Imagine ’twere the right Vincentio.
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Bion. Tut! fear not me. [tista?

Tra. But hast thou done thy errand to Bap-
Bion. I told him that your father was at

Venice;

And that you look’d for him this day in Padua.
Tra. Thou’rt a tall fellow: hold thee that

to drink. {sir.

—

Here conies Baptists:—set yotir countenance,

Enter Baftista and LucEimo.

Signior Baptists, you are happily met.

—

Sir [fo the Pedant], this is the gentleman I told
you of:

I pray you, stand good father to me now,
Give me Bianca for my patrimony.

Fed. Soft, soni

—

Sir, by your leave having come to Padua
To gather m some debts, my son Lucentio
Made me acquainted with a weighty cause
Of love between yom daughter and himself:

And,—-for the good report I hear of you;
And for the love he beaxeth to your daughter,
And she to him,—to stay him not too long,

X am content, in a good father’s care.

To have him nfetch’d; and,—if you please to

like

Ho worse than I,—upon some a^eement,
Me shall you find ready and willing

With one consent to have her so bestow’d;
For curious I cannot be with you,
Signior Baptista, of whom X hear so well.

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to say:

Tour plainness and your shortness please me
well

Bight true it is, your son Lucentio here
Doth love my daughter, and she loveth him.
Or both dissemble deeply their affections:

And therefore, if you say no more than this.

That like a father you will deal with him,
And pass my daughter a sufficient dower,
The match is made, and all is done:
Tour son shall have my daughter with consent.

fra. I thank you, sir. Where, then, do you
know best

We be affied, and such assurance ta’en

As shall with either part’s agreement stand?

Bap. Hot in my house, Lucentio; for, you
know,

Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants:

Besides, old Gremio is heark’ning still;

And, haply, we might be interrupted.

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you:
There doth my father lie; and there, this night,

We’H pass the business privately and well;

Send for your daughter by your servant here;

My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently.

The worst is this,—that, at so slender warning,
You are like to have a thin and slender pittance.

Bap. Xt likes me well.—Cambio, hie you
home,

And bid Bianca make her ready straight.

And, if you will, tell what hath happened,

—

Luqentio’s father is arriv’d in Padua,
Apd how she’s hke to be Lucentio’s wife.

Luc. I pray the gods she may, with aU my
heart - [gone.

Tra. Daily not with the gods, but get thee
Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way?
Welcome! one mess is like to be your cheer:

Come, sir; we’ll better it in Pisa.

Bap. I follow you.
[Exeunt TiiA., Peb., and Baf.

Bion. Cambio.
Imc. What sayst thou, Biondello?
Bion. You saw my master wink and laugh

upon you?
Luc. Biondello, what of that?
Bion. Faith, nothing; but has left me here

behind, to expound the meaning or moral of
his signs and tokens.

Luc. I pray thee, morahze them.
Bion. Then thus. Baptista is safe, talking

with the deceiving father of a deceitful don.
Luc. And what of him?
Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you

to the supper.
Luc. And then!

—

Bion. The old priest at St. Luke’s church
is at your command at aU hours

Luc. And what of all this?

Bion. I cannot tell; expect they are busied
about a counterfeit assurance. Take you as-
surance of her, cum pnuilegio ad imprimendum
solum: to the church;—^take the priest, clerk,

and some sufficient honest witnesses:
If this be not that you look for, I have no more

to say.

But hid Bianca farewell for ever and a day.
[Going.

Luc. Hearist thou, Biondello?

Bion. I cannot tarry: I knew a wench
married in an afternoon as she went to the
garden for parsley to stuff a rabbit; and so may
you, sir; and so adieu, sir. My master hath
appointed me to go to Samt Luke’s, to bid the

priest be ready to come against you come with
your appendis. [Bxii.

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented:

She will be pleas’d; then wherefore should I
doubt?

Hap what hap may, X’U roundly go about her;
It ^all go hsid if Cambio go without her.

[Bxif,

Scene V.—A public Road.

Enter Petrechio, Kathaeina, and
Hortensio.

Pet. Come on, o’ God’s name; once more
toward our father’s.

Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the
mootti [light now,

Kath. The moon! the sun; it is not moon-
Pet. I say it is the moon that shines so bright.

Kath, I know it is the sun that shines so •

bright.

Pet. How, by my mother’s son, and that's

myself,

It shall he moon, or star, or what X hst,

Or ere I journey to your father’s house.

—

Go one, and fetch our horses back again.

—

Evermore cross’d and cross’d; nothing hut
cross’d!

ffor. Say as he says, or we shall never go.

Kath. Forward, I pray, since we have come
so far,

And be it moon, or sun, or what you please;

And if you please to call it a rush-candle>

Henceforth 1 vow it shall be so for me.
Pet. I say it is the moon.
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Kath. I know it is the moon,
Pet. Nay, then you lie: it is the blessed sun.

Kath. Then, God be blessed, it is tin

blessed sun:
But sun it is not, when you say it is not;

And the moon changes even as your mind.
What you will have it nam’d, even that it is;

And so, it shall be so for Eathenne.
Hot, Petrachio, go thy ways; the field is won.
Pet Well, forward, forward 1 thus idie bowl

should run,

And not unluckily against the bias.—
But, soft! company is coming here.

Enter Vincentio, in a travelling dress.

Good-morrow, gentle mistress: where away?—
[To Vincentio

Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly roo,

Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman? ~

Such war of white and red within her cheeks
What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty

As those two eyes become that heavenly face?

—

Pair lovely maid, once more good-day to thee:

—

Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty’s sake.

Hor, ’A will make the man mad, to make a
woman of him.

Kath. Young budding virgin, fair and fresh

and sweet,

Whither awa77 or where is thy abode?
Happy the parents of so fair a child;

Happier the man who favourable stars

Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow!

Pet. Why, how now, Kate! I hope thou art

not mad:
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither’d;

And not a maiden, as thou sayst he is.

Kath. Pardon, old father,my mistaking eyes,

That have been so bedazzled with the sun.

That everything I look on seemeth green:

Now I perceive thou art a reverend father;

Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking.

Pet Do, good old grandsire; and withal

make known
Which way thou travell’st: if along with us,

We shall be joyful of thy company.
Vm. Pair sir, and you my merry mistress.

That with your strange encounter much amaz’d
me,

My name is call’d Vincentio; my dwelling Pisa;

And bound 1 am to Padua; there to visit

A son of mine, which long I have not seen.

Pet What is Ms name?
Km. Lucentio, gentle sir.

Pet Happily met; the happier for thy son.

And now by law, as well as reverend age,

I may entitle thee my loving father:

The sister to my wife, this gentitewoman,

Thy son by this hath married. Wonder not.

Nor be not griev’d: she is of good esteem,
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth;

Beside, so qualified as may beseem
The spouse of any noble gentleman.
I^et me embrace with old Vmcentio:
And wander we to see thy honest son.

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous, [sure.

Km. But is this true? or is it else your plea-

Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest

Upon the company you overtake?
Jffor. I do assure thee, father, so it is.

[act IV.

Pet Come, go along, and see the truth
hereof.

For our first merriment hath made thee jealous.
[Exeunt Pet,, Kath., and Vm!

Hor, WeU, Petruchio, this hath put me in
heart.

Have to my widow; and if she be forward,
Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be un-

toward. [£jClf.

ACT V.

Scene L—Padua. Before Lucentio’s
House.

Enter on one side Biondello, Lucentio, and
Bianca; Gremio walking on the other side.

Bion. Softly and swiftly, sir; for the priest
is ready.

Luc. I fly, Biondello: but they may chance
to need thee at home, therefore leave us.

Bion. Nay, faith, I’ll see the church o’ your
back; and then come back to my master as
soon as 1 can.

[Exeunt Luc., Bian., and Bion,
Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this

while.

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Vincentio
I, Gremio, and Attendants.

Pet Sir, here’s the door; this is Lucentio’s
house: [place;

My father’s bears more toward the market-
TMther must I, and here I leave you, sir.

Km. You shall not choose but drink before
you go;

I think I shall command your welcome here,
And, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward.

[Knocfof.
Gre. They’re busy within; you were best

knock louder.

Enter Pedant above, at a window,

Ped, What’s he that knocks as he would
beat down the gate?

Km. Is Signior Lucentio within, sir?

Ped. He’s within, sir, but not to be spoken
withal.

Km. What if a man bring him a hundred
pound or two, to make merry withal?

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself;

he shall need none so long as I live.

Pet Nay, I told you your son was well be-
loved in Padua.—Do you hear, sir?—to leave
fnvolous circumstances,—I pray you, tell Sig-
nior Lucentio that Ms father is come from Pisa,
and is here at the door to speak with Mm.

Ped. Thou Best: Ms father is come from
Pisa, and here looking out at the window.
Km. Art thou Ms father? [believe her.
Ped. Ay, sir; so Ms mother says, if I may
Pet Why, how now, gentleman [to Vincen.]
hy, tMs is flat knavery, to take upon you

another man’s name.
Ped. Lay hands on the villain: I believe ’a

means to cozen somebody in tMs city under my
ountenance.

Re-enter Biondello.

Bion. I have seen them in the church to-

;eriier: God send ’em good sMpping!—But who
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is iere? mine old master, ‘Vlnceatiol now we
are undone, and brought to nothing.

Fm. Come hither, crack-hemp.
[Seeing Biohbeixo.

Bion. 1 hope I may choose, sir.

Yin. Come hither, you rogue. What! have
you forgot me?

Bion. Forgot you I no, sir: I could not for-

get you, for I never saw you before in all my
hfe.

Fm, What, you notorious villain, didst thou
never see thy master’s father, Vmcentio?

Bion.* What, my old worshipful old master?
yes, marry, sir: see where he looks out of the
window.
Fm. Is’t so, indeed? [Beats BiorroELto,
Bion. Help, help, help! here’s a madman

will murder me. [Exit.

Fed. Help, son! help, Signior Baptista!

[Exit from the window.
Fet. Pr’ythee, Kate, let’s stand aside, and

see the end of this controversy. [They retire.

Re-enter Pedant below; and Baptista,

Trakio, and Servants.

Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my
servant?
Fm. What am I, sir! nay, what are you,

sir?—0 immortal gods! 0 fine villain! A si^en
doublet! a velvet hose! a scarlet cloak! and a
copatain hat!—O, I am undone! I am undone!
while I play the good husband at home, my son
and my servant spend all at the university.

Tra. How now! what’s the matter?
Bap. What, is the man lunatic?

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentle-

man by your habit, but your words show you a
madman. Why, sir, what concerns it you if I

wear pearl and gold? I thank my good father

I am able to maintain it.

Fm. Thy father! 0 villain! he is a sail-

maker in Bergamo.
Bap. You mistake, sir; you mistake, sir.

Pray, what do you think is lus name?
Fm. His name! as if I knew not his name!

1 have brought him up ever since he was three
years old, and his name is Tranio.

Fed. Away, away, mad assl his name is Lu-
centio; and he is mine only son, and heir to the
lands of me, Signior Vincentio.

Fm. Lucentio! 0, he hath murdered his

master!—Lay hold on him, I charge you, in the
duke’s name.—0, my son, my son!—teU me,
thou villain, where is my son, Lucentio?

Tra. Call forth an officer.

Enter one with an OflScer.

Carry this mad knave to the gaol,—Father
Baptista, I charge you see that he be forth-

coming.
Fm. Carry me to the gaol!

Gre. Stay, officer^ he shall not go to prison.

Bap. Talk not, Signior Gremio; I say he
shall go to prison.

Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptista, lest you*

be coney-catched in this business: I dare swear
^s is &e ri^t Vincentio.

Fed. Swear, if thou darest.

Gre. Hay, I dare not swear it.

Tra. Then thou wert best say that I am not
Lucentio.

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio,

Bap. Away with the dotard! to the gaol with
him!

Vm. Thus strangers may be haled and
abus’d.—O monstrous villain!

Re-enter Biondeixo, mtk Ltjcemio and
Bianca.

Sion. 0, we axe spoiled! and yonder he Is:

deny Mm, forswear him, or else we are all un-
done.
Lut. Pardon, sweet father. [Kneeling.
Vm. laves my sweet son?

[Bion., Tra., and Pee. run out.

Bian. Pardon, dear father. [Kneeling.

Bap. How hast thou offended?—
Where is Lucentio?

Luc. Here’s Lucentio,
Right son to the right Vincentio,* [mine,
That hath by marriage made thy daughter
While counterfeit supposes blear’d thine eyne.

Gre. Here’s packmg, with a witness, to de-
ceive us all!

Vm. Where is that damned villain, Tranio,
That fac’d and brav’d me in this matter so?
Bap. Why, tell me, is not tMs my Cambio?
Bian. Cambio is chang’d into Lucentio.
Luc. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca’s

love.

Made me exchange my state with Tranio,
While he did bear my countenance in the town;
And happily 1 have arrived at the last

Unto the wished-for haven of my bliss.

What Tranio did, myself enforc’d him to;

Then pardon Mm, sweet father, for my sake.

Vm. I’H slit the viUain’s nose, that would
have sent me to the gaol.

Bap. But do you hear, sir? [to Lucertio}
Have you married my dau^ter without asMng
my good-will? [go to:

Vm. Fear not, Baptista; we will content you,

But I will in, to be revenged for tMs vilianyl

[Exit
Bap. And I, to sound the depth of this

knavery. [Fxif.

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca; thy father will

not frown. [Exeunt Luc. and Bian,
Gre. My cake is dough: but I’E in among

the rest;

Out of hope of all but my share of the feast.

[Ent

Petruchio and Katharina advance.

Kath. Husband, let’s follow, to see rfie end
of tMs ado.

Fet. First kiss me, Kate, and we wiH.

Kath. What, in the midst of the street?

Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me? [Jriss.

Kath. Ho, sir; God forbid; but ashamed to

Pet. Why, then, let’s home again.—Come,
sirrah, let’s away.

Kath. Hay, I will give thee a Mss: now, pray
thee, love, stay.

Tet. Is not this w^?—Come, my sweet
Kate;

Better once than never, for never too late.

[Exeunt

.
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•Scene II.—̂ Room in Lucentio’s House,

A Banquet set out. Enter Baptista, Vin-
CENTio> Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentio
Bunca, Petruchio, Katharina, Hor-
TCENSio, and Widow. Tranio, Biondello
Grumio, and others, attending.

Luc. At last, though long, our iarrmg notes
agree:

And time it is, when raging war is done,

To smile at ’scapes and penis overblown.—
Hy fair Bianca, bid my father welcome,
While I with self-same kindness welcome

thine.—
Brother Petruchio,—sister Katharina,—
And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow,

—

Feast with the best, and welcome to my house:
My banquet is to close our stomachs up.

After our great good cheer. Pray you, sit

down;
For now we sit to chat, as well as eat.

[They sit at table.

Bet. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat!

Bap. Padua affords this kmdness, son Pet-

ruchio.

Bet Padua affords nothing but what is kind.

Hot. For both our sakes I would that word
were true.

Bet Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his

widow.
Wid. Then never trust me if I be afeard.

Bet. You are very sensible, and yet you miss
my sense:

I mean Hortensio is afeard of you. [round.

Wid. He that is giddy thinks the world turns

Pet. Roundly replied.

Kaih. Mistress, how mean you that?

Wid. Thus I conceive by him.

Pet. Conceives by me!—How likes Hor-
tensio that?

Hor. My widow says thus she conceives her
tale.

Bet Very well mended.—Kiss him for that,

good widow,
Kaih. He that is giddy thinks the world

turns round:—
I pray you, tell me what you meant by that.

Your husband, being troubled with a
shrew,

Measures my husband’s sorrow by his woe:
And now you know my meaning.
Kath. A very mean meaning.
Wid. Right, I mean you.
Kath. And I am mean, indeed, respecting

you.
- Pet To her, Kate!

Hor. To her, widow! [down.
Pet A hundred marks, my Kate does put her
Hor. That’s my office.

Pet Spoke like an officer:—ha’ to thee, lad.

[Drinks to Hortensio.
Bap. How likes Gremio these quick-witted

folks?

Gre. Beheve me, sir, they butt together well.

Bian. Head and butt! an hasty-witted body
Would say your head and butt were head and

hom. [you?
Vin. Ay, mistress bnde, hath,that awaken’d

. 'Sian. Ay, but hot
. frighted me; pierefare

,1’li sleep again. .

«

[ACT V.

Pet Nay, that you shall not; since you have
begun,

Have at you for a bitter jest or two. [bush
Bian. Am I your bird? I mean to shift my

And then pursue me as you draw your bow.—
You are welcome all.

[Exeunt Bian., Kath., and Wm.
Pet She hath prevented me.—Here, Signior

Tranio.
This bird you aim’d at, though you hit her not;
Therefore a health to all that shot and miss’d.

Tra. O, sir, Lucentio slipp’d me l^e his
greyhound,

Which runs himself, and catches for his master.
Pet. A good swift sinule, but something

currish. [self;

Tra. ’Tis well, sir, that you hunted for your-
’Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay.
Bap. O ho, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now.
Luc. I thank thee for that girl, good Tranio.
Hoy. Confess, confess, hath he not hit you

here?
Pet. ’A has a little gall’d me, I,confess;

And, as the jest did glance away from me,
’Tis ten to one it maim’d you two outright.

Bap. Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio,
I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all.

Pet. Well, I say no: and therefore, for assur-
ance,

Let’s each one send unto his wife;

And he whose wife is most obedient
To come at first when he doth send for her,
Shall Win the wager which we will propose.
Hor. Content. What is the wager?
Luc. Twenty crowns.
Pet Twenty crowns!

I’ll venture so much on my hawk or hound,
But twenty times so much upon my vrafe.

Luc. A hundred then.

Hor. Content.
Pet A match! ^tis done.
Hor. Who shall begin?
Luc. That will I.

—

Go, Biondello, bid your mistress come to me.
Bion. I go. [Exit.

Bap. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes.
Luc. I’ll have no halves; I’ll bear it all my-

self.

Re-enter Biondello.

How now! what news?
Bion. Sir, my mistress sends you word

That she is busy, and she cannot come.
Pet. How! she is busy, and she cannot cornel

Is that an answer?
Gre. Ay, and a kind one too:

Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse.
Pet I hope better.

Hor. Sirrah, Biondello, go and entreat my
wife.

To come to me forthwith. [KHf Biondello.
Pet. Oh, ho! entreat her!

Nay, then she must needs come.
Hot. I am afraid, sir,

Do what you can, yours will not be entreated.

Re-enter Biondello.

Now, whereas my wife?
Bion. She says you have some goodly jest in

.hand: .
•

She will not come; she bids yoa>come to her.
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Fet Worse and worse; she will not come!
0 Yile,

Intolerable, not to be endur’d!—
Sirrah, Grtnnio, go to your mistress;

Say I command her come to me.
Grumio.

Hot. I know her answer.
FeL What?
Hot, She will not come,
Fet. The fouler fortune mme, and there an

end.

Bap, Now, by my holidame, here comes
Kalharina!

Enter Katharina.

Kath, What is your will, sir, that you send
for me? (wife?

Fet Where is your sister, and Hortensio’s

Kath. They sit confemng by the parlour fire.

Pet. Go, fetch them hither: if they deny to

come,
Swinge me them soundly forth imto their hus-

bands:

Away, I say, and bring them hither straight.

[Exit Katharina.
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a

wonder.
Hot. And so it is: I wonder what it bodes.

Pet Marry, peace it bodes, and love, aiid

quiet life.

An awful rule, and nght supremacy; [happy.

And, to be short, what not, that’s sweet and
Bap. Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio!

The wager thou hast won; and I will add
Unto their losses tv''enty thousand crowns;
Another dowry to another daughter,

For she is chang’d, as she had never been.
Pet. Nay, I wBl win my wager better yet;

And show more sign of her obedience,

Her new-built virtue and obedience.

See where she comes, and bnngs your froward
wives

As prisoners to her womanly persuasion.

Re-enter Katharina, with Bianca and
Widow

Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not;

Off with that bauble, throw it underfoot.

[Kath. pulls off her cap and throws it down.
Wid. Lord, let me never have a cause to sigh,

Till I be brought to such a silly pass!

Bian. Fie! what a foohsh duty call you this?

Luc. I would your duty were as foolish too;

The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, [time.

Hath cost me an hundred crowns since supper-

Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my
duty.

Fet Katharine, I charge thee, tell these

headstrong women
What duty they do owe their lords and hus-

bands.
Wfd. Come, come, you’re mocking: we will

have no telling. [her.

Pet Come on, I say; and first begin with

Wtd. She shall not. [her.

Pet I say she shall;—and first begin with

Kath. Fie, fie! unknit that threat’aing un-
kind brow;

And dart not scornful glances from those eyes.

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor:

It blots thy beauty, as frosts do bite the meads;
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair

buds;
And in no sense is meet or amiable.

A woman mov’d is hke a fountain troubled—
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty;

And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty

Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it.

Thy husband is thy lord, thy hfe, thy keeper,

Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee
And for thy maintenance; commits his body
To painful labour both by sea and land,

To watch the night m storms, the da> in cold,

Whilst thou Best warm at home, secure and
safe;

And craves no other tribute at thy hands
But love, fair looks, and true obedience,—
Too httie payment for so great a debt!

Such duty as the subject owes the pnnce,
Even such a woman oweth to her husband;
And when she is froward, peevish, sullen, sour,

And not obedient to his honest will,

What is she but a foul contending rebel,

And graceless traitor to her loving lord?—
I am asham’d that women are so simple

To offer war where they should kneel for peace.

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway,

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey,

Why are our bodies soft and weak, and smooth.

Unapt to toil and trouble m the world,

But that our soft conditions and our hearts

Should well agree with our external parts?

Come, come, you froward and unable worms!
My mind hath been as big as one of yours,

My heart as great; my reason, haply, more,

To bandy word for word and frown for frown:

But now I see our lances are but straws;

Our strength as weak, our weakness past com-
pare,— [least are.

That seeming to be most, which we indeed
Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot, *

And place your hands below your husband’s
foot:

In token of which duty, if he please,

My hand is ready, may it do him ease.

Pet Why, there’s a wench!—Come on, and
kiss me, Kate.

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad; for thou
Shalt ha’t.

Vin. ’Tis a good hearing when children are

toward. [froward.

Luc. But a harsh hearing when women are

Pet Come, Kate, we’ll to bed.—
We three are married, but you two are sped.

’Twas I won the wager, though you hit the

white; [To Lucentio.
And, being a winner, God give you good-mght!

[Exeunt Pet. and Kath.
Hor. Now go thy ways; thou hast tam’d a

curst shrew.

Luc. ’Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will

be tam’d so. [Exeunt
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Leontes, King of Sicilia,
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^TiGOHtJS,

sicUian Lords,
Cleomenes,
Dion,
Other Sicilian Lords.
Sicilian Gentlemen,
Officers of a Court of Judicature,

pQLixmES, King of Bohemia,
FtORiZEL, his Son.
Ahchtoamus, a Bohemian Lord,

A. Mariner.
Gaoler.

An Old Shepherd, reputed father of Perdita.
Clown, his Son,

Servant to the Old Shepherd,
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Hermioke, Queen to Leontes.
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MIONE.
Paulina, Wife to Antigonus,
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DomaL 1
Shepherdesses.

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants; Satyrs for a
Dance; Shepherds, Shepherdesses, Guards,
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Scene,—Sometimes in Sicilia; sometimes in Bohemu.

ACT I.

Scene I.~Sicilia. An Antechamber in

Leontes’ Palace.

Enter Camillo and Archidamus.

Arch. If you shall chance, Camillo, to visit

Boherma, on the like occasion whereon my
services are now on foot, you shall sec, as I

have said, great difierence hetwixt our Bohemia
and your Siciha.

Cam, I think this coming summer the King
of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation

which he justly owes him.
Arch, Wherein our entertainment shall shame

us we will he justified in our loves; for, in-

deed,

—

Cam. Beseech you,

—

Arch. Verily, I speak it in the freedom of
my knowledge: we cannot with such magnifi-
cence—m so rare—I know not what to say.

—

We will ^ve you sleepy drinks, that your
senses, unintelligent of our msufficience, may,
thoughthey cannot praise us, as little accuse us.
Cam, You pay a great deal too dear for

what’s given freely.

Arch. Believe me, I speak as my under-
standing instructs me, and as mine honesty
puts it to utterance.

Cam, Siciha cannot show himself overMnd
to Bohemia. They were trained together in
their childhoods; and there rooted betwixtthem
then such an affection which cannot choose hut
branch now. Smce their more mature dignities
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and royal necessities made separation of their

society, their encounters, though not personal,

have been royally attomeyed, with interchange

of gifts, letters, loving embassies; that they

have seemed to be together, though absent;

shook hands, as over a vast; and embraced, as

it were, from the ends of opposed wmds. The
heavens continue their loves!

Arch. I think there is not in the world either

malice or matter to alter it. You have an
unspeakable comfort of your young Prince

Manuffius: it is a gentleman of the greatest

promise that ever came into my note.

Cam, I very well agree with you in the hopes
of him. It is a gallant child; one that, indeed,
physics the subject, makes old hearts fresh:

they that went on crutches ere he was bom
desire yet their hfe to see him a man.

Arch. Would they else be content to die?

Cam. Yes; if there were no other excuse
why they should desire to live.

Arch. If the king had no son they would
desire to live on crutches till he had one.

[Exeunt.

Scene II .—The same. A Room of State in

the Palace.

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Hermione,
Mamillids, Camillo, and Attendants.

Pol. Nine changes of the watery star have
been [throne

The shepherd’s note since we have left our
Without a burden: time as long again
Would be fill’d up, my brother, with our thanks;
And yet we should, for perpetuity,

Go hence in debt: and therefore, like a cipher,

Yet standing in rich place, I multiply

With one we-thank-you many thousands more
That go before it.

Leon. Stay your thanks awhile,

And pay them when you part.

PoL Sir, that’s to-morrow.
Iam question’d bymy fears, of whatmay chance
Or breed upon our absence; that may blow
No sneaping wmds at home, to make us say,

This is put forth too truly. Besides, I have
stay’d

To tire your royalty.

Leon. We are tougher, brother.

Than you can put us to’t.

Pol. No longer stay.

Leon. One seven-night longer.

Pol. Very sooth, to-morrow.
Leon. We’ll part the time between’s then:

and m that

I’ll no gainsaying.

Pol. Press me not, beseech you, so.

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i’

the world [now,

So soon as yours, could win me: so it should
Were there necessity m your request, although
’Twere needful I demed it. My affairs

Do even drag me homeward: which to hinder.

Were, in your love, a whip to me; my stay,

To you a charge and trouble: to save both.
Farewell, our brother.

teon. Tongue-tied, our queen? Speak you.

Her, I had thought, sir, to have held my
peace until

i

You had drawn oaths from Mm not to stay.
You, sir,

Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are sure
Ail in Bohemia’s well: this satisfaction

The by-gone day proclaimed: say this to him,
He’s beat from his best ward.

Leon. Well said, Hermione.
Her. To tell he longs to see Ms son, were

strong:

But let him say so then, and let him go;
But let him swear so, and he shMl not stay.
We’ll thwack him hence with distaffs.

—

Yet of your royal presence [to Polixenes] I’ll

adventure
The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia
You take my lord, I’ll give Mm my commission
To let Mm there a month beMnd the gest
Prefix’dforMsparting.—yet,gooddeed, Leontes,
I love thee not a jar of the clock behind
What lady she her lord.—You’ll stay?

Pol. No, madam.
Her. Nay, but you will?

Pol. I may not, verily.

Her. Verily!

You put me off with limber vows; but I,

Though you would seek to unsphere the stars

with oaths.

Should yet say, Sir, no going. Venly,
You shall not go, a lady’s venly is

As potent as a lord’s. Will you go yet?
Force me to keep you as a prisoner,

Not like a guest: so you shMl pay your fees

When you depart, and save your thanks. How
say you^

My prisoner or my guest? by your dread verily,

One of them you shall be.

Pol. Your guest, then, madam:
To be your prisoner should import offending.

Which IS for me less easy to commit
Than you to punish.
Her. Not your gaoler, then,

But your kind hostess. Come, I’ll question
you [boys;

Of my lord’s tncks and yours when you were
You were pretty lordlings then.

Pol. We were, fair queen,
Two ladsthatthoughttherewere nomorebehmd
But such a day to-morrow as to-day,

And to be boy eternal. [two?
Her. Was not my lord the vener wag o’ the
Pol. We were as twmn’d lambs that did

fnsk i’ the sun
And bleat the one at the other. What we

chang’d
Was innocence for innocence; we knew not
The doctrine of ill-doing, nor dream’d
That any did. Had we pursu’d that life,

And our weak spirits ne’er been higher rear’d

With stronger blood, we should have answer’d
heaven

Boldly, Not guilty; tbe imposition clear’d

Hereditary ours.

Her. By tMs we gather
You have tripp’d since.

Pol. 0 my most sacred lady,

Temptations have since then been born to’sl

for

In those unfiedg’d days was my wife a girl;

Your precious selfhad then not cross’d the eyes
Of my young play-fellow.
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Ben Grace to boot 1

Of this make no condusioa, lest you say

Your queen and I are devils; yet, go on;

The offenceswe have made you do we’ll answer;

If you first sian’d with us, and that with us
* You did contiaue fault, and that you slipp’d not

With any but with us.

Icon. Is he won yet?

Her. He’ll stay, my lord.

Leon, At my request he would not,

Hennioae, my dearest, thou never spok’st

To better purpose.

Her. Never?
Leon. Never but once.

Her. What! have I twice said weU? when
was’t before? [make’s

I pr’ythee, tell me: cram’s with praise, ^d
As fat as tame things: one good deed dying

tongueless

Slaughters a thousand waiting upon timt.

Our praises are our wages: you may ride’s

With one soft kiss a thousand furlongs ere

With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal:

—

My last good deed was to entreat his stay;

What was my first? it has an elder sister.

Or I mistake you: 0, would her name were
Grace!

But once before I spoke to the purpose: when?
Nay, let me have’t; I long.

Leon. Why, that was when
Three crabbed months had sour’d themselves

to death,

Ere 1 could make thee open thy white hand,

^d clap thyselfmy love; then didst thou utter

1 tan yoursforever.
Her. It is Grace indeed,

—

Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose
twice;

The one for ever earn’d a royal husband;

The other for some while a friend.

[Gi vinp her hand to Pouxeites.
Leon. Too hot, too hot! {Aside.

To mingle friendship far in mingling bloods.

I have tremor cordis on me,—my heart dances;

But not for joy,—not joy.—This entertainment

May a free face put on; derive a liberty

From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom,
And well become the agent: ’t may, I grant;

But to be paddling palms and pinci^g fingers,

As now they are; and making practis’d smiles,

Asia a looking-glass, and then to sigh, as ’twere
The mort o’ the deer; 0, that is entertainment
Mybosom likes not, normybrows,—Mamillius,
Art thou my boy?
Mam. Ay, my good lord.

Leon. P fecks!
Why, that’smy bawcock. What! hast smutch’d

' thy nose?

—

They say it’s a copy out of mine. Come,
captain.

We must be neat;—not neat, hut cleanly,
- captain;

And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf,

Are all call’d neat.—Still vir^nalling
[Observing Pol, <md Her.

Upon his palm?—^How now, you wanton calf!

Art thou my calf?.

Mam. y’es, if you will, my lord.

Icon. Thou want’st a rough pash, and the
• shoots that I have.

To be full like me;—yet they say we are
Almost as like as eggs; women say so.

That will say anything; but were they false
As o’erdyed blacks, as wind, as waters,—false
As dice are to be wish’d by one that fixes

No bourn ’twiit his and mine; yet were it true
To say this boy were like me.—Come, sir page.
Look on me with your welMn-eye: sweet viliaiai

Most dear’st! my coUop!—Can. thy dam?—
may’t be?

Affection! thy intention stabs the centre:
Thou dost make possible things not so held,
Communicat’st with dreams;—^how can this

be?—
With what’s unreal thou co-active art,

And feilow’st nothing: then ’tis very credent
Thou mayst co-join with something; and thou

dost,

—

And that beyond commission; and I find it,—
And that to the infection of my brains
And hardening' of my brows.

Pol, What means Sicilia?

Her. Something seems unsettled.
Pol. How! my lord I

What cheer! how is’t with you, best brother?
Her. You look

As if you held a brow of much distraction:

Are you mov’d, my lord?

Icon. No, in good earnest

—

How sometimes nature will betray its folly,

Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime
To harder bosoms! Looking on the Unes
Of my hoy’s face, methouglits I did recoil

Twenty-three years ;
andsawmyselfuubreech’d,

la my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzled.
Lest it should bite its master, and so prove,
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous.
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel,

This quash, this gentleman.—Mine honest
friend,

Will you take eggs for money?
Mam. No, my lord. I’ll fight.

Leon. You will? why, happy man he’s dole!

—My brother,

Are you so fond of your young prince as we
Do seem to he of ours?

Pol. If at home, sir,

He’s all my exercise, my mirth, my matter:
Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy;
My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all:

He makes a July’s day short as December;
And with his varying childness cures in me
Thoughts that would thick my blood.
Leon. So stands this squire

Offic’d with me. We two will walk, my lord.

And leave you to your graver steps.—Hermione,
How thou lov’st us show in our brother’s wel-

come;
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap:
Next to thyself and my young rover, he’s
Apparent to my heart.

Her. If you would seek us,

We areyour’s i’ the garden: shall’s attend you
there? [be found,

Leon. To your own bents dispose you; you’U
Be you beneath the sky. [Asirie.] I am

an^g now.
Though you perceive me not how I ^ve line.

Go to, go to! [Obscrumg Pol. and Her.
How she holds up the neb, the bill to himl
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And arms her with the boldness of a wife Leon» Satisfy

To her allowing htisbaadi Gone already! The entreaties of your mistress l~satisfyI—
[Exeunt Pol., Her., and Attendants. Let that suffice. I have trusted thee, Camillo.

Inch-thick, knee-deep, o’er head and ears a
fork’d one!—

Go, play, boy, play:—thy mother plays, and I

Play too; but so disgrac’d a part, whose issue

Will hiss me to my grave: contempt and
clamour [have been,

Wellbe my knell.—Go, play, boy, play.—There
Or I am much deceiv’d, cuckolds ere now;
And many a man there is, even at this present,

How while I speak this, holds his wife by the
arm, [absence,

That little thinks she has been sluic’d in his

And his pond fish’d by his next neighbour, by
Sir Smile, his neighbour: nay, there’s comfort

in’t, [open’d,
Whiles other men have gates, and those gates

As mine, against their will: should all despair

That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind
Would hang themselves. Physic for’t there is

none;
It is a bawdy planet, that will strike [it.

Where ’tis predominant; and ’tis powerful, think

From east, west north, and south: be it con-
cluded,

Ho barricado for a belly; know’t;
It will let in and out the enemy
With bag and baggage: many a thousand of us
Have the disease, and feel’t not.—How now,

boy!
Mam» I am like you, they say.

Leon. Why, that’s some comfort.

—

What! Camillo there?

Cam. Ay, my good lord.

Leon. Go play, Mamillius; thou’rt an honest
man.— [Exit MAMiLLros.

Camillo, this great sir will yet stay longer.

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor
hold:

When you cast out, it still came home.
Leon. Didst note it?

Cam. He would not stay at your petitions;

made
His business more material.

Leon. Didst perceive it?

—

They’re here with me already; whispering,
rounding,

Sicilia is a so-forth: ’tis far gone
When I shall gust it last.—^How came’t, Camillo,

That he did stay?
Cam. At the good queen’s entreaty.

Leon. At the queen’s be’t: good should be
pertinent;

But so it is, it is not. Was this taken
By any understanding pate but thine?
For thy conceit is soaking, wiU draw in
More tban the common blocks:—notnoted, is’t.

But of the finer natures? by some severals

Of head-piece extraordin^? lower messes,
Perchance are to this business purblind? say.

Cam. Business, my lord ! I think most under-
stand

Bohemia stays here longer.
L^on. Ha!
Cam. , , Stays here longer.
,Leon. Ay, but why?, [treaties

Cam.. To satisfy your highness, and the en-
Ofour most gracious mis^ess.

With all the nearest things to my heart, as well
My chamber-councils, wherein, priest-like, thou
Hast cleans’d my bosom; I from thee departed
Thy penitent reform’d: but we have been
Deceiv’d in thy integrity, deceiv’d
In that which seems so.

Cam. Be it forbid, my lord I

Leon. To bide upon’t,—thou art not honest;
or,

If thou incHn’st that way, thou art a coward.
Which boxes honesty behind, restraining

From course requir’d; or else thou must be
counted

A servant grafted in my serious trust,

And therein negligent, or else a fool.

That seest a game play’d home, the rich stake
drawn,

And tak’st it all for jest.

Cam, My gracious lord,

I may be negligent, foolish, and fearful;

In every one of these no man is free,

But that his negligence, his folly, fear,

Amongst the infinite doings of the world,
Sometimes puts forth: in your affairs, my lord.

If ever I were wilful-neghgent,

It was my folly; if industriously

I play’d the fool, it was my negligence.

Hot weighing well the end; if ever fearful

To do a thing, where I the issue doubted.
Whereof the execution did cry out

Against the non-performance, ’twas a fear

Which oft affects the wisest: these, my lord,

Are such allow’d infirmitaes that honesty
Is never free of. But, beseech your grace.

Be plainer with me; let me know my trespass

By its own visage: if I then deny it,

’Tis none of mine.

Leon. Have you not seen, Camillo,

—

But that’s past doubt: you have, or your eye-
glass

Is thicker than a cuckold’s horn,—or heard,—
For, to a vision so apparent, rumour
Cannot he mute,—or thought,—for cogitatioa

Resides not in that man that does not thinlc

it,—
My wife is slippery? If thou wilt confess,

—

Or else be impudently negative,

Tohave nor eyes nor earsnor thought,—then say
My wife’s a hobbyhorse; deserves a name
As rank as any fiax-wench that puts to

Before her troth-plight: say’t and justify’t.

Cam. I would not be a stander-by to hear
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without
My present vengeance taken; ’shrew my heart,

You never spoke what did become you less

Than this; which to reiterate were sin

As deep as that, though true.

Leon. Is whispering nothing?
Is leaning cheek to cheek? is meeting noses?
Kissing with inside lip? stopping the career
Of laughter with a sigh?—a note infallible

Of breaking honesty;—^horsing foot on foot

Skulking in comers? wishing clocks more swift?

Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and all eyes
•Blind with the pin and web, but theirs, theirs

. . only,
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Tiat would tinseeabe wicked?—-is this nothing?
Why, then the world and all that’s in’t is no-

thing;

The covering sky is nothing; Bohemia nothing;

My wife is nothing; nor nothing have these no-
things,

If this be nothing.

Cam. Good my lord, be cur’d

Of this diseas’d opinion, and betimes;
For ’hs most dangerous.
Leon. Say it be, ’tis true.

Cam. No, no, my lord!

Leon. It is; you lie, you lie:

I say thou Best, Camillo, and I hate thee;

Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave;

Or else a hovering temporirer, that

Canst vrith thine eyes at once see good and evil,

Inclining to them both.—Were my wife’s liver

Infected as her hfe, she would not live

The running of one glass.

Cam. What does infect her?

Leon, Why, he that wears her like her medal,

,

hanging
About his neck, Bohemia: who—if I

Had servants true about me, that bare eyes
To see alike mine honour as their profits,

Their own particular thrifts,—they would do
that

Which should undo more doing: ay, and thou,

His cupbearer,—^whom I from meaner form
Have bench’d and rear’d to worship; who

mayst see [heaven,

Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees
How I am galled,—mightst bespice a cup.

To give mine enemy a lasting wink;

Which draught to me were cordial.

Cam. Sir, my lord,

I could do this; and, that with no rash potion.

But with a hng’ring dram, that should not work
Maliciously like poison: but I cannot
Believe this crack to be in my dead mistress,

So sovereignly being honourable.
I have lov’d thee,—
Leon. Make that thy question, and go to rot!

Dost think I am so muddy, so unsettled,

To appoint myself in this vexation; sully

The purity and whiteness of my sheets,—
Which to preserve is sleep; which being spotted

Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps;
Give scandal to the blood o* the princemy son,

—

Who I do think is mine, and love as mine,

—

Without ripe moving to’t?—Would I do this?

Could man so blench?
Cam. . I must believe you, sir:

I do; and will fetch off Bohemia for’t; [ness

Provided that, when he’s remov’d, your high-
Will take again your queen as yours at first,

Even for your son’s sa^ke; and thereby for seal-

ing
The injury of tongues in courts and kingdoms
Known and allied to yours.

Leon. Thou dost advise me
Even so as I mine own course have set down;
I’ll give no blemish to h^r honour, none.
Cam. My lord,

Go then; and with a countenance as clear

As friendshipwearsatfeasts, keepwithBohemia
And with your queen: I am his cupbearer.
If from me he have wholesome beverage
Account me not your servant.

Leon. This is all:

Do’t and thou hast the one-half of my heart;
Do’t not, thou splitt’st thine own.
Cam, I’ll do’t, my lord.
Leon. 1 will seem friendly, as thou hast

advis’d me.
[js:;c2?.

Cam. 0 miserable lady!—But, for me,
What case stand I in? ' I must be the poisoner
Of good Pohxenes: and my ground to do’t
Is he obedience to a master; one
Who, in rebellion with himself, will have
Ail that are his so too.—To do this deed,
Promotion follows: if I could find example
Of thousands that had struck anointed kings,
And flourish’d after, I’d not do’t; but since
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears not

one,
Let villany itself forswear’t. I must
Forsake the court: to do’t, or no, is certain
To me a break-neck. Happy star, reign now!
Here comes Bohemia.

Enter Polixenes.

Pol. This is strange! methinks
My favour here begins to warp. Not speak?

—

Good-day, Camillo.
Cam. Hail, most royal sir!

Pol. What is the news i’ the court?
Cam. None rare, my lord.
Pol. The king hath on him such a counten-

ance
As he had lost some province, and a region
Lov’d as he loves himself: even now I met

him
With customary compliment; when he.
Wafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling

A lip of much contempt, speeds from me; and
So leaves me, to consider what is breeding
That changes thus his manners.
Cam, I dare not know, my lord.

Pol. How! dare not! do not. Do you know,
and dare not

Be intelligent to me? ’Tis thereabouts;
For, to yourself, what you do know, you must,
And cannot say, you dare not. Good Camillo,
Your changed complexions are to me a mirror,
Which shows me mine chang’d too; for I must

be
A party in this alteration, finding,

Myself thus alter’d with it.

Cam. There is a sickness
Which puts some of us in distemper; bat
I cannot name the disease; and it is caught
Of you that yet are well.

Pol. Howl caught of me!
Make me not sighted like the basilisk:

I have look’d on thousands, who have sped the
better

By my regard, but kill’d none so. Camillo,

—

As you are certainly a gentleman; thereto
Clerk-hke, experienc’d, which no less adorns
Our gentry that our parents’ noble names,
Inwhose successwe are gentle,—-I beseech you,
If you know aught which does behove my

knowledge
Therefore to be inform’d, imprison’t not
In ignorant concealment.
Cam. 1 may not answer.
Pol. A sickness caught of me, and yet I well!

I must be answer’d.—Dost thou hear, Camillo,
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I coajore thee, by all the parts of man,
Which honour does ackao-wdedge,—whereof the

least

Is not this suit of mine, that thou declare

What incidency thou dost guess of harm
la creeping toward me; how far off, how near;

Which way to be prevented, if to be;

If not, how best to bear it.

Cam. Sir, I will tell you;

Since 1 am charg’d in honour, and by him
That I think honourable: therefore mark my

counsel,

Which must be even as swiftly follow’d as

I mean to utter it, or both yourself and me
Cry lost, and so good-night!

Pol On, good Camillo,

Cam. 1 am appointed him to murder you.

Pol. By whom, Camillo?

Cam. By the Mag.
Pol For what?

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he
swears.

As he had seen’t or been an instrument

To vice you to’t, that you have touch’d his queen
Forbid^gly.

Pol. O, then my best blood turn

To an infected jelly, and my name
Be yok’d with his that did betray the best!

Turn then my freshest reputation to

A savour that may stnke the dullest nostril

Where I arrive, and my approach be shuna’d,

Hay, hated too, worse than the great’st infection

That e’er was heard or read!

Cam. Swear his thought over
By each particular star in heaven and
By all their influences, you may as well

Forbid the sea for to obey the moon.
Ay, or by oath remove, or counsel shake
The fabric of his folly, whose foundation

Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue

The standing of his body.

Pol. How should this grow?

Cam. I know not: but I am sure ’tis safer to

Avoid what’s grown than questionhow ’hs bom.
If, therefore, you dare trust my honesty,—
That lies enclosed in this trunk, which you
Shall bear along impawn’d,—away to-night.

Your followers I will whisper to the business;

And will, by twos and threes, at several posterns,

Clear them o’ the city: for myself, FB put

My fortunes to your service, which are here
By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain;

For, by the honour ofmy parents, I

Have utter’d truth; which if you seek to prove,

I dare not stand by; nor shall you be safer

Than one condemn’d by the king’s own mouth,
thereon

His execution sworn.

Pol. , I do beheve thee;

I saw his heart in his face. Giveme thy hand;
Be pilot to me, and thy places shaU
Still neighbour mine. My ships are ready, and
My people did expect my hence departure
Two days ago.—This jealousy
Is for a precious creature: as she’s rare,

Must it be great; and, as his person’s mighty.

Must it be violent; and as he does conceive
He is dishonour’d by a man which ever
Profess’d to him, why, his revenges must

In that be made more bitter. Fear o’ershades
me:

Good expedition be my friend, and comfort
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but no-

thing
Of his ill ta’en suspicion! Come, CamiBo;
I will respect thee as a father, if

Thou bear'st my life off hence: let us avoid.
Com. It IS mine authority to command

The keys of aU the posterns; please your high-
ness

To take the urgent hour: come, sir, away.
[ExeunL

ACT IL

Scene I.

—

Sicilia. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladies.

Her. Take the boy to you: he so troubles me,
’tis past enduring.

I Lady. Come, my gracious lord.

Shall I be your playfellow?
Mam. No, I’ll none of you.
1 Lady. Why, my sweet lord?
Mam. You’ll Mss me hard, and speak to me

as if

I were a baby stiU.—I love you better.

2 Lady. And why so, my lord?
Mam. Not for because

Your brows are blacker; yet black brows, they
say,

Become some women best; so that there be not
Too much hair there, but m a semicircle.
Or a half-moon made with a pen.

2 Lady. Who taught you this?
Jfcfam. I leam’d it out of women’s faces,

—

Pray now,
What colour are your eyebrows?

I Lady. Blue, my lord.

Mam. Nay, that’s a mock: I have seen a
lady’s nose

That has been blue, but not her eyebrows.
1 lady. Hark ye;

The queen your mother rounds apace: we shall
Present our services to a fine new prince
One of these days; and then you’d wanton

with us,

If we would have you.
2 lAidy. She is spread of late

Into a goodly bulk: good time encounter her!
Her. What wisdom stirs amongst you?

Come, sir, now
I am for you again: pray vou, sit by us,
And tell’s a tale.

Mam. Merry or sad shaIJ’t be?
Her, As merry as you will.

Mam. A sad tale’s best for winter:
I have one of sprites and goblins.

Her'. Let’s have that, good sir.

Come on, sit down:—come on, and do your best
To fnght me with your spntes: you’re power-

ful at it.

Mam. There was a man,

—

Her. Nay, come, sit down: then on.
Mam. Dwelt by a churchyard:—I will tell

it softly;

Yond crickets shall not hear it.

Her. Come on, then,
And give’t me in mine ear.
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Enter Ieontes, Aittiookits, Lords and

Guards.

Leon. Was he met there? his tram? Camillo

with him? [never

I Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them;

Saw I men scour so on their way: I ey’d them
Even to their ships.

Leon. How bless'd am I

In my just censure, in my true opinion!—

Alack, for lesser knowledge!—how accurs’d,

la being so blest!—There may be in the cup

A spider steep’d, and one may drink, depart,

And yet partake no venom; for his knowledge

Is not infected: but if one present

The abhorr’d ingredient to his eye, make
known

How he hath dnmk, he cracks his gorge, his

sides [the spider.

With violent hefts:—I have drunk, and seen

CamiUo was his help m this, his pander:—

There is a plot against my life, my crown;

All’s true that is nustnistedi—that false villain.

Whom I employ’d, was pre-employ’d by him:

He has discover’d my design, and I

Remain a pinch’d thing; yea, a very trick

For them to play at will.—How came the

posterns

So easily open?

I Lords By his great authority;

Which often hath no less prevail’d than so,

On your command.

Leon. I know’t too well.—

Give me the boy:—I am glad you did not

nurse him:

Though he does hear some signs of me, yet you

Have too much blood in him.

Her. What is this? sport?

Leon. Bear the boy hence; he shall not

come about her;

Away with himl—and let her sport herself

[Exit Mamillius, with some of the Guards.

Withthat she’s big with;—for ’tis Polixenes

Hath made thee swell thus.

Her. But I’d say he had not.

And I’ll be sworn you would believe my saying,

Howe’er you learn the nayward,

Leon. You, my lords,

Look on her, mark her well; be but about

To say, she is a goodly lady, and
The justice of your hearts will thereto add,

’Tis pity she's not honest, honourable:

Praise her but for this her without-door form,—
Which, on my faith, deserves high speech,—

and straight

The shrug, the hum, orha,—these petty brands.

That calumny doth use:—0, 1 am out.

That mercy does; for calumny will sear

Virtue itself:—these shrugs, these hums, and
ha’s,

When you have said she's goodly, comebetween,
Ere you can say she's honest: but be it known.
From him that has most cause to grieve it

should be,

She’s an,adultress!

Her. Should a villain say so,

The most replenish’d villain in the world,
He were as much more villain: you, my lord.

Do but mistake.

Leon. You have mistook, my lady
Polixenes or Leontes: 0 thou thing,

’

Which I’ll not call a creature of thy place,

Lest barbarism, making me the precedent,

Should a like language use to all degrees,

And mannerly distinguishment leave out
Betwixt the prince and beggar!—I have said,

She’s an adultress; I have said with whom:
More, she’s a traitor; and Camillo is

A federary with her; and one that ^ows
What she should shame to know herself

But with her most vile principal, that she’s

A bed-swerver, even as bad as those

That vulgars give boldest titles; ay, and privy

To this their late escape.

Her. No, by my life,

Privy to none of this. How will this grieve you,

When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that

You thus have publish’d me I Gentle, my lord,

You scarce can nght me throughly then, to say
You did mistake.

Leon. No; if I mistake

In those foundations which I build upon,

The centre is not big enough to bear

A school-boy’s top.—Away with her to prison!

He who shall speak for her is afar off guilty

But that he speaks.

Her. There’s some ill planet reigns:

I must be patient till the heavens look

With an aspect more favourable.—Good my
lords,

I am not prone to weeping, as our sex

Commonly are;.the want of which vain dew
Perchance shah dry your pities; but I have
That honourable grief lodg’d here, which bums
Worse than tears drown: beseech you all, my

lords,

With thoughts so qualified as your charities

Shall best instruct you, measure me;—and so

The king’s will be perform’d!

Leon, Shall I be heard?

[To the Guards.

Her. Who is’t that goes with me?—Beseech
your highness.

My women may be with me; for, you see,

My phght requiresit—Do not weep, good fools;

There is no cause: when you sh^ know your

mistress

Has deserv’d prison, then abound in tears

As I come out: this action I now go on
Is for my better grace.—Adieu, my lord:

I never wish’d to see you sorry; now [leave.

I trust I shall.—My women, come; you have
Leon. Go, do your bidding; hence!

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies, with Guards.

1 Lord. Beseech your highness, call the

queen again.

Ant. Be certain what you do, sir, lest your

justice

Prove violence: in the which three great ones

suffer,

Yourself, your queen, your son.

I Lord. For her, my lord,—
I dare my hfe lay down, and will do’t, sir,

Please you to accept it, that the queen is spot-

less

I’ the eyes of heaven and to you; I mean
la this which you accuse her.

Ant, If it prove

She’s otherwise, I’ll keep my stables where'
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I lodge my wife; I’ll go in couples with her;

Than when I feel and see her no further trust

her;

For every mch of woman in the world,

Ay, every dram of woman’s flesh, is fdse,

If she be.

Leon. Hold your peaces.

I Lord. Good my lord,

—

Ant. It is for we to speak, not for ourselves:

You are abus’d, and by some putter-on,

That will be damn’d for’t: would I knew the
villain, [flaw’d,

—

I would land-damn Mm. Be she honour-
I have three daughters; the eldest is eleven;
The second and the third, nine and some five;

If this prove true, they’ll pay for’t: by mine
honour,

I’ll geld ’em all: fourteen they shall not see,

To bnng false generations: they are co-heirs;

And I had rather glib myself than they
Should not produce fair issue.

Leon. Cease; no more.
You smell this business with a sense as cold

As is a dead man’s nose: but I do see’t and
feei’t,

As you feel doing thus; and see withal
The instruments that feel.

Ant. If it be so,

We need no grave to bury honesty;
There’s not a gram of it the face to sweeten
Of the whole dungy earth.

Leon. What! lack I credit?

I Lord. I had rather you did lack than I,

my lord, [me
trpon this ground: and more it would content
To have her honour true than your suspicion;

Be blam’d for’t how you might,
Leon. Why, what need we

Commune with you of this, but rather follow

Our forceful instigation? Our prerogative

Callsnot your counsels; but ournaturalgoodness
Imparts this: which, if you,—or stupified

Or seeming so in sMll,—cannot or will not
Rehsh a truth, like us, inform yourselves
We need no more of your advice: the matter,

The loss, the gam, the ordering on’t, is all

Properly ours.

Ant. And I wish, my liege,

You had only in your silent judgment tried it.

Without more overture.

Leon. How could that be?
Either thou art most ignorant by age,

Or thou wert bom a fool. Caraillo’s flight,

Added to their familiarity,

—

Which was as gross as ever touch’d conjecture.

That lack’d sight only, nau^t for approbation,

But only seeing, all oilier circumstances [mg.

Made up the deed,— doth push on this proceed-
Yet, for a greater confirmation,

—

For, in an act of this importance, ’twere

Most piteous to be wild,—I have despatch’d
in post

To sacred Delphos, to Apollo’s temple,
Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know
Of stufi’d sufficiency: now, from the oracle

They wiE bring all; whose spiritual counsel had,

Shall stop or spur me. Have I done well?

X Lord,. Well done, my lord.

Leon. Thoughlam satisfied, an'dneednomore
Than what I i^ow, yet shall the oracle*

Give rest to the mmds of others such as he
Whose Ignorant creduiity will not [good
Come up to the truth: so have we thought it

From our free person she should be confin’d;

Lest that the treachery of the two fled hence
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us;

We are to speak in public; for this business
Will raise us ah.

Ant. "lAside.j To laughter, as I take it,

If the good truth were known. [Exeunt,

Scene II.—The same. The outer Room of a
Prison.

Enter Paulina and Attendants.

Paul. The keeper of the prison,—call to him;
Let him have knowledge who I am.

[Exit an Attendant.
Good lady!

No court in Europe is too good for thee;
What dost thou, then, in pnson?

Re-enter Attendant, with the Keeper.

Now, good sir.

You know me, do you not?
Keep. For a worthy lady.

And one who much I honour.
Paul. Pray you, then.

Conduct me to the queen.
Keep. I may not, madam: to the contrary

I have express commandment.
Paul. Here’s ado,

To lock up honesty and honour from
The access of gentle visitors'—Is’t lawful.

Pray you, to see her women? any of them?
Emiha?
Keep. So please you, madam, to put

Apart these your attendants, 1 shall bring
Emiha forth.

Paul. I pray now, call her.

—

Withdraw yourselves. [Exeunt Attend.
Keep. And, madam,

I must be present at your conference.
Paul. Well, be’t so, pr’ythee. [Exit Keeper.

Here’s such ado to make no stain a stain.

As passes colounng.

Re-enter Keeper, with Emilia.

Dear gentlewoman, howfares our gracious lady?
Emxl. As well as one so great and so forlorn

May hold together: on her frights and griefs,-—

Which never tender lady hath borne greater,—
She is, something before her time, deliver’d.

Paul, Ahoy?
Emil. A daughter; and a goodly b-abe.

Lusty, and like to live: the queen receives

Much comfort in’t; says, Jfypoorprisoner,
I am as innocent as you.

Paul. I dare be sworn:

—

These dangerous unsafe lunes i’ the king, be-
shrew them!

He must be told oa’t, and he shall: the office

Becomes a woman best: I’ll take’t upon me:
LE I prove honey-mouth’d, letmy tongue blister;

And never to my red-look’d anger be
The trumpet any more.—Pray you, Emilia,

Commend my best obedience ,to the queen;
If she dares trust me with her httle babe,
FEshow’t the king,"and undertake to he
Her advocate to the loud’st. We do not know
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How lie may soften at the sight o’ the cMId:
The silence often of pure innocence
Persuades, when speaking fails.

EmU, Most worthy madam.
Your honour and your goodness is so evident,

That your free undertaking cannot miss
A thriving issue: there is no lady living

So meet for this great errand. Please your
ladyship

To visit the next room, I’ll presently

Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer:

Who but to-day hammer’d of this design,

But durst not tempt a minister of honour
Lest she should be denied.

FauL Tell her, Emilia,

I’ll use that tongue I have: if wit flow from it,

As boldness from my bosom, let it not be
doubted

I shall do good.
EmU. Now be you Mess’d for it!

I’ll to the queen: please you come something
nearer.

Keep. Madam, if’t please the queen to send
the babe,

I know not what I shall incur to pass it,

Having no warrant.

Paul. You need not fear it, sir:

The child was prisoner to the womb, and is.

By law and process of great nature, thence
Freed and enfranchis’d, not a party to

The anger of the king, nor guilty of.

If any be, the trespass of the queen.
Keep, I do beheve it.

Paul. Do not you fear: upon mine honour, I

Will stand ’twixt you and danger. [Exeunt.

ScEiTE 111.—The same. A Room in the

Palace.

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and
other Attendants.

Leon. Nor night nor day no rest; it is but
weakness

To bear the matter thus,—^mere weakness. If

The cause were not in being,—part o’ the cause.
She the adultress; for the harlot king
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank
And level of my brain, plot-proof; but she
I can hook to me:—say that she were gone,
Oiven to the fire, a moiety of my rest

Might come to me again.—Who’s there?
1 Atten. [Advancing.] My lord?
Leon. How does the boy?
1 Atten. He took good rest to-night;

’Tis hop’d his sickness is discharg’d.

Leon. To see his nobleness 1

Conceiving the dishonour of his mother,
He straight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply.
Fasten’d and fix’d the shame on’t in himsefif.

Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep,

And downii^t languish’d.—Leave me solely;

—go,
See how he fares. [Exit i Attend.]—Fie, fiel

no thought of him;
j

The very thought of my revenges that way '

Recoil upon me; in himself too mighty,
'

And in Ms parties, his alliance,—^let him be, i

TTntil a time may serve; for present vengeance,
i

Take it on her. Camillo and Poliienes

Laugh at me; make their pastime at my sorrow:
They should not laugh if I could reach them;

nor
Shall she, within my power.

Enter Paulina, with a child.

1 Lord. You must not enter.
Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second

to me;
Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas,
Than the queen’s life? a gracious innocent soul,
More free than he is jeMous.

Ant, That’s enough.
3 Attend. Madam, he hath not slept to-

night; commanded
None should come at him.

Paul. Not so hot, good sir;

I come to bring him sleep. ’Tis such as you,

—

That creep like shadows by him, and do sigh
At each his needless heavmgs,—such as you
Nourish the cause of his awakiiig; I

Do come, with words as med’cmal as true.
Honest as either, to purge him of that humour
That presses him from sleep.

Leon. What noise there, ho?
Paul. No noise, my lord; but needful con-

ference
About some gossips foi your highness.

Leon. Howl

—

Away with that audacious lady!—Antigonus,
I charg’d thee that she should not come about

me:
I knew she would.
Ant. I told her so, my lord.

On your displeasure’s peril, and on mine.
She should not visit you.

Leon. What, canst not rule herl
Paul. From all dishonesty, he can: in this,

—

Unless he take the course that you have done,
Commit me for committing honour,—trust it,

He shall not rule me.^
Ant. La. you now, you hear!

When she will take the rem, I let her run;
But she’ll not stumble.

Paul, Goad my liege, I come,

—

And, I beseech you, hear me, who professes
Myself your loyal servant, your physician,
Your most obedient counsellor; yet that dares
Less appear so, in comforting your evils,

Than such as most seem yours:—I say, I come
From your good queen.
Leon. Good queen!
Paul. Good queen, my lord, good queen: I

say, good queen;
And would by combat make her good, so were I

A man, the worst about you.
Leon. Force her hence!
Paul. Let him that makes but trifles of his

eyes
First hand me: on mine own accord I’ll off;

But first I’ll do my errand.—The good queen,
For she is good, hath brought you forth a

dau^ter;
Here *tis; commends it to your blessing*

[Paging down the child,

Leon. Out!
A manMnd-witchl Hence with her, out o’door:
A most intelligencing bawd!

Paul. Not so:

I am as ignorant in that as you
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la so entitling me; and no less honest [rant.

Than you are mad; which is enough, I’ll war-
As this world goes, to pass for honest.

Leon. Traitors!

Will you not push her oat? Give her the
bastard:

—

Thou dotard [to Antigonus], thou art woman-
hr’d, unroosted

By thy dame Partlet here:—take up the bastard;

Take’t up, I say; give’t to thy crone.
Paul. For ever

Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou
Tak’st up the princess, by that forced baseness
Which he has put upon ’t!

Leon. He dreads his wife.

Paul, So I would you did; then ’twere past
all doubt,

You’d call your children yours.

Leon. A nest of traitors!

Ant. I am none, by this good light.

Paul. Nor I; nor any,

But one, that’s here; and that’s himself: for he
The sacred honour of himself, his queen’s,
His hopeful son’s, his babe’s, betrays to slander,

Whose sting is sharper than the sword’s; and
will not,

—

For, as the case now stands, it is a curse
He cannot be compejl’d to’t,—once remove
The root of his opinion, which is rotten

As ever oak or stone was sound.
Leon. A callat

Of boundless tongue, who late hath beat her
husband,

And now baits me!—This brat is none of mine;
It IS the issue of Polixenes:
Hence with it! and, together with the dam,
Commit them to the fire,

Paul. It is yours! [charge,

And, might we lay the old proverb to your
So like you, ’tis worse.—Behold, my lords.

Although the print be little, the whole matter
And copy of the father,—eye, nose, lip.

The tnck of his frown, his forehead; nay, the
valley, [smiles;

The pretty dimples of his chin and cheek; his

The very mould and frame of hand, nail,

finger:— [made it

And thou, good goddess Nature, which hast
So like to him that got it, if thou hast
The ordering of the mind too, ’mongst all colours
No yellow m’t, lest she suspect, as he does.
Her children not her husband’s!

Leon, A gross hag!
And, losel, thou art not worthy to be hang’d,
That wilt not stay her tongue.

Ant. Hang all the husbands
That cannot do that feat, you’ll leave yourself
Hardly one subject.

Leon. Once more, take her hence.
Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord

Can do no more.
Leon, I’ll have thee burn’d.
Paul. I care not.

It is an heretic that makes the fire, [tyrant;

Not she which bums in’t. I’ll not call you
But this most cmel usage of your queen,—
Not able to produce more accusation [savours
Than your own weak-hmg’d fancy,—somethmg
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you,
Yea, scandalous to the world.

Leon. On your allegiance.

Out of the chamber with her! Were I a tyrant,

Where were her life? she durst not call me so,

If she did know me one. Away with her!
Paul. I pray you, do not push me; I’ll be

gone.— [send her
Look to your babe, my lord, ’tis yours: Jove
A better guiding spirit!—What needs these

hands?
You, that are thus so tender o’er his follies,

Will never do him good, not one of you.
So, so:—farewell; we are gone. [Exit.

Leon. Thou, traitor, has set on thy wife to

this.

—

My child? away with’tl—even thou, thou hast
A heart so tender o’er it, take it hence.
And see it mstantly consum’d with fire;

Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up
straight:

Within this hour bring me word ’tis done,

—

And by good testimony,—or I’ll seize thy life,

With what thou else call’st thine. If thou
refuse,

And wilt encounter with my wrath, say so;

The bastard-brams with these my properhands
Shall I dash out. Go, take it to the fire;

For thou sett’st on thy wife.

Ant, I did not, sir:

These lords, my noble fellows, if they please,

Can clear me in’t.

I Lord. We can:—my royal liege,

He is not guilty of her coming hither.

Leon. You are liars all. [credit:

I Lord. Beseech your highness, give us better

We have always truly serv’d you; and beseech
So to esteem of us: and on our knees we beg,—
As recompense of our dear services,

Past and to come,—that you do change this

purpose.
Which, being so homble, so bloody, must
Lead on to some foul issue: we all kneel.

Leon. I am a feather for each wmd that

blows:—
Shall I live on, to see this bastard kneel
And call me father? better bum it now.
Than curse it then. But, be it; let it live:

—

It shall not neither.—You, sir, come you hither:

[To Antigonus.
You that have been so tenderly officious

With Lady Margery, your midwife, there.

To save thas bastard’s life,—^for ’tis a bastard.

So sure as thy beard’s gray,—what will you
adventure

To save this brat’s life?

Ant. Anything, my lord.

That my ability may undergo.
And nobleness impose: at least, thus much;
I’ll pawn the little blood which I have left.

To save the innocent:—anything possible.

Leon. It shall be possible. Swear by this

sword
Thou wilt perform my bidding.

Ant. I will, my lord.

Leon. Mark, and perform it,—seest thou? for

the fail

Of any point in’t shall not only he
Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu’d wife,

Whom for this time we pardon. We enj’om thee.

As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry

This female bastard hence; and that thou bear it
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To some remote and desert place, quite out
Of our dominions; and tliat there thou leave it,

Without more mercy, to its own protection

And favour of the climate. As by strange for-

tune
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee,

On thy soul’s peril and thy body’s torture,

That thou commend it strangely to some place,

Where chance may nurse or end it. Take it up

Ani, I swear to do this, though a present

death
Had beenmore merciful. —Come on, poor babe:
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and

ravens
To be thynurses ! Wolves and bears, they say,

Casting their savageness aside, have done
Like offices of pity—Sir, be prosperous [ing,

Inmore than this deed does re quire I—and bless-

Against this cruelty, fight on thy side,

Poor thing, condemn’d to loss!

[ExU with the child.

Leon. Ho, I’ll not rear
Another’s issue.

2 Atterd. Please your highness, posts,

From those you sent to the oracle, are come
An hour since: Cleomenes and Dion,
Eeingwellarriv’dfromDelphos, arebothlanded.
Hasting to the court.

X Lord. So please you, sir, their speed
Hath been beyond count.

Leon. Twenty-three days
Theyhave been absent: ’tis good speed; foretells

The great Apollo suddenly will have
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords;

Summon a session, that we may arraign

Our most disloyal lady; for, as she hath
Been publicly accus’d, so shall she have
A just and open trial. While she lives.

My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me;
And think upon my bidding. [Exeimt.

ACT III.

ScEins I.—Sicilia. A Street in some Town.

Enter Cleomenes and Dion.

Geo, The climate’s delicate; the air most
sweet;

Fertile the isle; the temple much surpassing
The common praise it bears.

Dion, I shall report,

For most it caught me, the celestial habits,

—

Mefhinks I so should term them,—and the
reverence

Of the grave wearers. 0, the sacnfice!

How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly
It was i’ the ofieringl

Cleo, But, of all, the burst
And the ear-deafening voice o’ the oracle,

Km to Jove’s thunder, so surprised my sense
That I was nothing.

Dion, If the event o’ the journey
Prove as successful to the queen,—0, be’t so!

—

As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy,
The time is worth the use on’t.

Cleo, Great Apollo
Turn all to the best! These proclamations,
So forcing faults upon Hermione,
I little like.

Dion, The violent carriage of it

Will clearorendthebusiness :whenthe oracle,—
Thus by Apollo’s great divine seal’d up,

—

Shall the contents discover, something rare
Even then will rash to knowledge,—Go,—fresh

horses;

—

And gracious be the issue! [Exeunt

Scene II.

—

The same, A Court of Justice.

Leontes, Lords, and Officers appeaTj properly
seated,

Leon. This sessions,—to our great grief, we
pronounce,

—

Even pushes ’gainst our heart;—the party tried,

The daughter of a king, our wife; and one
Of us too much belov’d. Let us be clear’d
Of being tyrannous, since we so openly'
Proceed in justice; which shall have due course,
Even to the guilt or the purgation.

—

Produce the prisoner. [Queen
Offi. It is his highness’ pleasure that the

Appear in person here in court.

—

Crier, Sdence!

Hermione is brought in guarded; Paulina
and Ladies attending,

Ison. Read the indictment.

Offi. [Reads.] Hermione, queen to the worthy
Leontes, king of Sicilia, thou art here accused
and arraigned of high treason, in committing
adultery with Pohxenes, king of Bohemia; arid

conspiring with CamiUo to take away the life of
our sovereign lord the king, thy royal husband:
the pretence whereof being by circumstances
partly laid open, thou, Hermione, contrary to the
faith and allegiance of a true subject, didst coun-
sel and aid them, for their better safety, to fly
away by night.

Her. Since what I am to say must be but that
Which contradicts my accusation, and
The testimony on my part no other [me
But what comes from myself, it shall scarce hoot
To say, Not guilty: mine integrity

Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it.

Be so receiv’d. But thus,—^if powers divine
Behold our human actions,—as they do,

—

I doubt not, then, but iimocence shall make
False accusation blush, and tyranny [know,

—

Tremble at patience.—You, my lord, best
Who least will seem to do so,—my past life

Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true,

As I am now unhappy: which is more
Than history can pattern, though devis’d
And play’d to take spectators; for, behold me,—
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe
A moiety of the throne, a great king’s daughter,
The mother to a hopeful prince,—here standing
To prate and talk for life and honour ’fore [it

Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize

As I weigh grief; which I would spare; for

honour,
’Tis a derivative from me to mine,
And only that I stand for, I appeal
To your conscience, sir, before Polixenes
Came to your court, how I was in your grace, ,

How merited to he so; since he came,
. ,

*

With what encounter so uncurrent I

Have sibrain’d, to appear^hus: if one jot beyond
The hound of honour, or iujact or mil .

'
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That way inclining, hardened be the hearts
Of ail that hear me, and my near’st of km
Cry, Fie upon my grave!

Leon, I ne’er heard yet
That any of these bolder vices wanted
Less impudence to gainsay what they did
Than to perform it first.

Her. That’s true enough;
Though ’tis a saying, sir, not due to me.
Leon. You will not own it.

Her, More than mistress of

Which comes to me in name of fault, I must not
At all acknowledge. For Polizenes,

—

With whom I am accus’d,—I do confess
I lov’d him, as in honour he requir’d;

With such a kmd of love as might become
A lady like me; with a love even such
So and no other, as yourself commanded:
TK^ch not to have done, I think had been in me
Both disobedience and ingratitude [spoke,

To you and toward your friend; whose love had
Even since it could speak, from aninfant, freely,

That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy,

I know not how it tastes; though it be dish’d
For me to try how: all I know of it

Is, that CamiUo was an honest man;
And why he left your court, the gods them-

selves.

Wotting no more than I, are ignorant.

Icon. Youknew of his departure, as youknow
What you have underta’en to do in’s absence.

Her. Sir,

You speak a language that I understand not:

My life stands in the level of your dreams.
Which I’U lay down.

Leon. Your actions are my dreams,
You had a bastard by Polizenes, [shame,

—

And I but dream’d it:—as you were past aU
Those of your fact are so,—so past all truth:

Which to deny concerns more than avails; for as
Thy brat hath been cast out, like to itself,

No father owning it,—which is, indeed,
More cnnunal in thee than it,—so thou
Shalt feel our justice; in whose easiest passage
Look for no less than death.
Her. Sir, spare your threats:

The bug which you would frightme with, I seek.
To me can life be no commodity:
The crown and comfort of my life, your favour,

I do give lost; for I do feel it gone,
But know not how it went: my second joy,

And first-fruits of my body, from his presence
I am barr’d, like one infectious: my ttod com-

fort,

Start’d most unluckily, is from my breast,

—

The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth,

—

Hal’d out to murder: myself on every post
Proclaim’d a strumpet; with immodest hatred,

The child-bed privilege demed, which ’longs

To women of all fashion; lastly, hurried
Here to this place, i’ the open air, before
I have got strength of limit. Now, my hege,
Tell me what blessings I have here aUve,
That I should fear to die? Therefore, proceed.
But yet heaifthis; mistake me not;—no hfe,

—

I prize it not a straw,—^but for mine honour
(Which I would free), if I shall be condemn’d
Upon surmises—all proofs sleeping else, -

But what your j'ealousies awake—I tell you
’Tis ngour, and not law,—Your honours, all,

I do refer me to the oracle:

Apollo be my judge!
I Lord. This your request

Is altogether just: therefore, bring forth,

And in Apollo’s name, his oracle:

[Exeunt certain Officers.

Her. The Emperor of Russia was my father;

0 that he were alive, and here beholding
His daughter’s trial! that he did but see
The flatness of my misery; yet with eyes
Of pity, not revenge!

Re-enter Officers with Cleomekes and Dion.

O^. You here shall swear upon this sword
of justice,

That you, Cleomencs and Dion, have
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have

brought
This seai’d-up oracle, by the hand deliver’d

Of peat ApoHo’s pnest; and that, since then,

You have not dar’d to break the holy seal.

Nor read the secrets in’t.

Cleo. Dion. AU this we swear.
Leon. Break up the seals and read.

Offi. [Reads.] Hermione is chaste; Polkenes
blameless; CamiUo a true subject, Leontes a
jealous tyrant; his innocent babe truly begotten,

and the king shall live without an heir, if that

which IS lost be not found.
Lords. Now blessed be the peat Apollo!

Her. Praised!

Leon. Hast thou read truth!

Offi. Ay, my lord; even so
As it is here set down.
Leon. There is no truth at all i’ the oracle:

The sessions shall proceed: this is mere false-

hood!

Enter a Servant hastily.

Serv, My lord the king, the king!

Leon. What is the business?
Serv. 0 sir, I shall be hated to report it:

The prince your son, with mere conceit and fear
Of the queen’s speed, is gone,

Leon. How! gone?
Serv. Is dead.
Leon. Apollo’s angry; and the heavens them-

selves

Do strike at my injustice. [HERMiONE/mnfs.]
How now there!

Paul. This news is mortal to the queen:

—

Look down
And see what death is doing.

Leon. Take her hence:
Her heart is but o’ercharg’d ; she will recover.

—

1 have too much believ'd mine own suspicion:

—

Beseech you, tenderly apply to her
Some remedies for life.—ApoUo, pardon

[Exeunt Paul, and Ladies, with Her.
My peat profaneness ’gainst thme oracle!

—

I’ll reconcile me to Polizenes;
New woo my queen; recall the good CamiUo,
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy;
For, being transported by my jealousies

To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chose
CamUlo for the mimster, to poison
My friend Polizenes: which had been done,
But that the good mind of CamiUo tardied
My sw:ift command, though I with death and

with
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Reward did threaten to encourage him,
Rot doing it and being done: he, most humane,
And fill’d with honour, to my kingly guest

Unclasp’d my practice; quit his fortunes here,

Which you knew great; and to the certain

hazard
Of all incertainties himself commended.
No ncher than his honour:—How he glisters

Thorough my rust! and how his piety

Does my deeds make the blacker!

Re-enier Paulina.

Fml. Woe, the while!

0, cut my lace, lest my heart, cracking it.

Break too!

I Lord. What fit is this, good lady?

Paul. What studied torments, tyrant, hast

for me? [boilmg

What wheels? racks? fires? what flaying’

In leads or oils? what old or newer torture

Must I receive, whose every word deserves

To taste of thy most worst? Thy tyranny

Together working with thy jealousies,

—

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle

For girls of nine,—0, think what they have
done,

And then run mad indeed,—stark mad! for ah
Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it.

That ttou betray’ dst Polixenes, ’twas nothing,

That did but show thee, of a fool, inconstant,

And damnable ingrateful; nor was’t much
Thou wouldst have poison’d good Camillo’s

honour.

To have him kifl a kmg; poor trespasses,

—

More monstrous staadmg by: whereof I reckon
The casting forth to crows thy baby daughter,

To be or none, or little; thou^ a devil

Would have shed water out of fire ere done’t:

Nor is’t directly laid to thee, the death
Of the young prince, whose honourable

thoughts,— [heart

Thoughts high for one so tender,—cleft the

That cotdd conceive a gross and foolish sire

Blemish’d his gracious dam: this is not—no.
Laid to thy answer: but the last,—0 lords,

When I have said, cry, Woe!—the queen, the
queen,

The sweetest, dearest creature’s dead; and
vengeance for’t

Nor dropp'd down yet.

I Lord. The higher powers forbid!

Paul I say she’s dead. I’U swear’t. If

word nor oath
Prevail not, go and see: if you can bring
Tmcture, or lustre, in her Up, her eye,

Heat outwardly or breath within, I’U serve you
As I would do the gods.—But, O thou tyrant!

Do not repent these things; for they are heavier
Than all thy woes can shr; therefore betake thee
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting,

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods
To look that way thou wert.

Leon. Go on, go on:
Thou canst not speak too much, I have deserv’d
AU tongues to talk their bitterest!

I Lord. Say no more;
Howe’er the business goes, youhave made fault

F the boldness of your speech.

RciuL I am sorry for’t*
AU faults I make, when I shaU come to know

them,
I do repent. Alas, I have show’d too much
The rashness of a woman: he is touch’d
To the noble heart.—What’s gone, and what’s

past help,

Should be past grief: do not receive affliction
At my petition; I beseech you, rather
Let me be pumsh’d, that have minded you
Of what you should forget. Now, good my hege
Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman;

^

The love I bore your queen,—lo, fool again!

—

I’U speak of her no more, nor of your clSldren;
I’U not remember you of my own lord,

Who is lost too: take your patience to you,
And I’U say nothing.
Leon. Thou didst speak but weU,

When most the truth; which I receive much
better

Than to be pitied of thee. Pr’ythee, bring me
To the dead bodies of my queen and son:
One grave shall be for both; upon them shall
The causes of their death appear, unto
Our shame perpetual. Once a day I’ll visit

The chapel where they Ue; and tears shed there
ShaU be my recreation: so long as nature
WiU bear up with this exercise, so long
I daily vow to use it.—Come, and lead me
To these sorrows. [Exmnt.

Scene III.—Bohemia. A desert Country
near the Sea.

Enter Antigonus with the Child, and a
Manner.

Ant. Thou art perfect, then, our ship hath
touch'd upon

The deserts of Bohemia?
Mar. Ay, my lord; and fear

We have landed in ill time; the skies look
grimly, [science,

And threaten present blusters. In my con-
The heavens with that we have in hand are

angry,
And frown upon’s. [aboard;
Ant. Their sacred wiUs be done!—Go, get

Look to thy bark: I’ll not be long before
I call upon thee.

Mar, Make your best haste, and go not
Too far i’ the land: ’tis like to be loud weather;
Besides, this place is famous for the creatures
Of prey that keep upon ’t.

Ant. Go thou away;
I’U foUow instantly.

Mar. I’m glad at heart

To be rid o’ the business. [Exit.

Ant. Come, poor babe:

—

I have heard (but not beUev’d), the spirits of

the dead
May walk again: if such thing be, thy mother
Appear’d to me last night; for ne’er was^ dream
So like a waking. To me comps a creature,

Sometimes her head on one side, some another:

I never saw a vessel of kke sorrow,

So fill’d and so becoming: in pure white robes.

Like very sanctity, she did approach
My cabin where I lay: thrice bow’d before me;
And, gasping to begin some speech her eyes
Became two spouts: the fury spent, anon



SCENE HI-] THE WINTER'S TAIE m
Did tMs break from her: Good Antigonus,

Since fdiet against thy better disposition,

Hath made thy person for the thrower-out

Ofmypoor babe, according to thine oath,

—

Places remote enough are in Bohemia, [babe

There weep, and leave it crying; arid, for the

Is counted lost for ever, Perto,
Ipfythee, calVL For this ungentle business,

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne^er shali see

Thy wife Paulina more:—and so, with shrieks,

She melted into air. Affrighted much,
I did in time collect myself; and thought
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys;

Yet, for this once, yea, superstitiously

I wdl be squar’d by this. I do believe

Hermione hath suffer’d death; and that

Apollo would, this being indeed the issue

Of King Polixenes, it should here be laid,

Either for hfe or death, upon the earth

Of its right father. Blossom, speed thee well!

[Laying down the child.

There lie; and there thy character: there these;

[Laying down a bundle.

Which may if fortune please, both breed thee
pretty, [wretch.

And still rest thine.—The storm begins :—poor
That, for thy mother’s fault, art thus expos’d
To loss and what may follow!—Weep I cannot,
But my heart bleeds: and most accurs’d am 1

To be by oath enjoin’d to this.—Farewell!

The day frowns more and more:—^thou’re like

to have
A lullaby too rough:—I never saw [our!

—

The heavens so dim by day. A savage clam-
Well may I get aboard!—TWs is the chace:
I am gone for ever! [Fxit, pursued by a hear.

Enter an old Shepherd.

Skep. I would there were no age between
ten and three-and-twenty, or that youth would
sleep out the rest; for there is nothing in the
between but getting wenches with child, wrong-
ing the ancientry, stealmg, fighting.—Hark
you now!—Would any but these boiled brains
of nineteen and two-and-twenty hunt this

weather? They have scared away two of my
best sheep, which 1 fear the wolf will sooner
find than the master: if any where I have
them, ’hs by the sea-side, browsing of ivy.

—

Good luck, an’t be thy will! what have we
here? [Taking up the child.] Mercy on’s, a
bairn; a very pretty bairn! A boy or a child,

I wonder? A pretty one; a very pretty one:
sure, some scape: ^ough I am not bookish,

yet I can read waiting-gentlewoman in the
scape. This has been some stair-work, some
trunk-work, some behind-door work: they were
warmer that got this than the poor thing
is here. I’ll take it up for pity: yet I’ll tarry

till my son comes; he hollaed but even now.—
Whoa, ho hoal

Clo. [Within.] Hilloa, loa!

Shep. What, art so near? If thou’lt see a
thing to talk on when thou art dead and rotten,

come hither.

Enter Clown.

What ailest thou, man?
Clo. I have seen two such sights, by sea and

by land!—but I am not to say it is a sea, for it

K

is now the sky: betwixt the firmament and it,

you cannot thrust a bodkin’s point.
Shep, Why, boy, how is it?

Clo. I would you did but see how it chafes,
how it rages, how it takes up the shore! but
that's not to the point. O, the most piteous
cry of the poor souls! sometimes to see ’em,
and not to see ’em; now the ship bonng the
moon with her mainmast, and anon swallowed
with yest and froth, as you’d thrust a cork in
a hogshead. And &en for the land service,

—

to see how the bear tore out his shoulder-bone;
how he cried to me for help, and said Ms
name was Anhgonus, a nobleman.—But to
make an end of the ship,—^to see how the sea
flap-dragoned it:—but, first, how the poor souls
roared, and the sea mocked them;—and how
the poor gentleman roared, and the bear
mocked him,—both roaring louder than file

sea or weather.
Shep. Name of mercy! when was this,

boy?
Clo. Now, now; I have not winked since I

saw these sights: the men are not yet cold
under water, nor the bear half dined on the
gentleman; he’s at it now.

Shep. Would I had been by to have helped
the old man!

Clo. I would you had been by the ship-side,

to have helped her: there your charity would
have lacked footing. [Aside.

Shep. Heavy matters! heavy matters! but
look fiiee here, boy. Now bless thyself: thou
mettest with t^gs dymg, 1 with things new-
born. Here’s a sight for thee; look thee, a
bearing-cloth for a squire’s child! look thee
here! take up, take up, boy; open ’t. So,
let’s see:—it was told me I should be rich by
the fairies: tMs is some changeling:—open ’t.

What’s within, boy?
Clo. You’re a made old man; if the sins of

your youth are forgiven you, you’re well to

live. Gold! all gold!

Shep. TMs is fairy-gold, boy, and ’twill

prove so: up with it, keep it close: home,
home, the next way! We are lucky, boy; and
to be so still requires nothing but secrecy

—

Let my sheep go:—come, good boy, the next
way home.

Clo, Goyouthenext way with your findings:

I’ll go see it the bear be gone from the gentle-

man, and how much he hath eaten: they are
never curst but when they are hungry: if there

be any of him left, I'll bury it.

Shejf}. That’s a good deed. If thou mayest
discern by that which is left of him what he is,

fetch me to the sight of Mm.
Clo. Many, will 1; and you shall help to

put Mm i’ the ground.
Shep. ’Tis a lucky day, boy; and we’ll do

good deeds on’t. [Exeimt,

ACT IV.

Enter Time, as Chorus,

Time. I,—^that please some, try all; bofi
joy and terror

Of good and bad; that make and unfold error,

-

Now take upon me, in the name of Time,
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To use my wings. Impute it not a crime
To me or my swift passage^ tiiat I slide

O’er sixteen years, andleave the growth untried
Of that wide gap, since it is in my power
To overthrow law, and m one self-bom hour
To plant and o’erwhelm custom. Let me pass
The same I am, ere ancient’st order was,
Or what is now received: I witness to

The times that brought them in; so shall I do
To the freshest things now reigning, and make

stale

The glistering of this present, as my tale

Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing,

Iturnmy glass, and give my scene such growing
As you had sleptbetween. Leontes leaving
The effects of his fond jealousies, so grieving

That he shuts up himself; iiaagme me.
Gentle spectators, that I now may be
In fair Bohemia; and remember weU,
I mention’d a son o’ the king’s, which Florizel

I now name to you; and with speed so pace
To speak of Perdita, now grownin grace

Equal with wondering: what of her ensues,
I list not prophesy; but let Time’s news
Be known when ’tis brought forth:—a shep-

herd’s daughter,

And what to her adheres, which follows after,

Is the argument of Time. Of this allow,

If ever you have spent time worse ere now;
If never, yet that Time himself doth say
He wishes earnestly you never may. [Exit.

Scene I.

—

Bohemia. A Room in the Palace
Oj POLIXENES.

Enter Polixehes and Camexo.

Pol. I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more
importunate: ’tis a sickness denying thee any-
thing; a death to grant this.

Cam. It is fifteen years since 1 saw my
country; though I have for the most part been
aired abroad, 1 desire to lay my bones there.

Besides, the penitent king, my master, hath
sent for me; to whose feeling sorrows I might
be some allay, or I o’erween to think so,—which
is another spur to my departure.

Pol. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not
out the rest of thy services by leaving me now:
the need I have of thee, thme own goodness
hath made: better not to have had thee than
thus to want thee; thou, having made me busi-

nesses which none without thee cansufELciently

manage, must either stay to execute them thy-
self, or take away with thee the very services

thou hast done; which if I have not enough
considered,—as too much I cannot,—to be
more thankful to thee shall be my study; and
my profit therein the heapmg friendships. Of
that fatal country, Siciha, pr’ythee, speak no
more; whose verynaming punishesme with the
remembrance of that penitent, as thou call’st

him, and reconciled iung, my brother; whose
loss of his most precious queen and children
are even now to be afresh lamented. Say to

me, when sawest thou the Pnnce Florizel, my
son? . Kings are no less unhappy, theirissue not
being gracious, than they are in losing them,
when they have approved their virtues.

Cam. Sir, it is three days since I saw the
prince,' What his happier affairs may be, are

to me unknown; but I have missingly noted he
is of late much retired from court, and is less
frequent to his prmcely exercises than formerly
he hath appeared.

^

Pol. I have considered so much, Camillo
and with some care; so tar, that I have eyes
under my service which look upon his removed-
ness; from whom I have this intelhgence,—-that
he is seldom from the house of a most homely
shepherd; a man, they say, that from very
nothing, and beyond the imagmation of his
neighbours, is grown into an unspeakable
estate.

Cam. I have heard, sir, of such a man, who
hath a daughter of most rare note: the report
of her is extended more than can be thought to
begin from such a cottage.

Pol, That’s likewise part of my intelligence:
but I fear the angle that plucks our son thither.
Thou Shalt accompany us to the place; where
we will, not appeanng what we are, have some
question with the shepherd; from whose sim-
phcity I think it not uneasy to get the cause
of my son’s resort thither. Pr’ythee, be my
present partner in this business, and lay aside
the thoughts of Sicilia.

Cam, I willingly obey your command.
Pol. My best Camillo!—^We must disguise

ourselves. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—The same. A Road near the
Shepherd’s Cottage.

Enter Autolycus, singing.

When daffodils begin to peer,

—

With, hey! the dory over the dale,

—

Why, then comes m the sweet o’ the year;
For the red blood reigns m the wmter’s pale.

The white sheet bleaching on the hedge,

—

With, hey’ the sweet birds, O,how they sing!—
Doth set my pugging tooth on edge;
For a quart of ale is a dish for a kmg.

The lark, that tirra-Urra chants,

—

With, hey! with, hey! the thrush and the jay,

—

Are summer songs for me and my aunts,
While we he tumblmg m the hay.

I have served Prince Florizel, and, in my time,
wore three-pile; bat now I am oat of service:

But shall I go mourn for that, my dear?
The pale moon shmes by night:

And when I wander here and there,
I then do most go right.

If tinkers may have leave to hve,
And bear the sow-skm budget,

Then my account I well may give

And in the stocks avouch it.

My trafiEic is sheets; when the kite builds, look
to lesser hnen. My father named me Autoly-

cus; who being, as I am, Uttered under Mer-
cury, washkewise a snapper-up of unconsidered
trifles. With die and drab I purchased this

caparison; and my revenue is the silly-cheat:

gallows and knock are too poweriul on the

highway; beating and hanging are terrors to

me; for the life to come, I sleep out the though

of itt—A prize I a prize I
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Enter Clown.

Clo* Let me see:—every ^leven wether tods;

every tod yields pound and odd shiUmg; fifteen

hundred shorn, what comes the wool to?

Aut. If the spring hold, the cock’s mine.
[iiside.

do, I cannot do ’t without counters.—Let
me see; what am I to buy for our sheep-shear-

ing feast? Three pound of sugar; five pound
of currants; rice—what will this sister of mine
do with nee? But my father hath made her
mistress of the feast, and she lays it on. She
hath made me lour-and-twenty nosegays for

the shearers,—three-man song-men all, and
very good ones; but they are most of them
means and bases; but one puritan amongst
them, and he sings psalms to hornpipes. I

must have saffron, to colour the warden pies;

mace—dates,—none; that’s out of my note;
nutmegs, seven; a race or two of ginger,—but
that I may beg; four pound of prunes, and as
many of raisins 0’ the sun.

Aut. O that ever I was bom!
[Grovelling on the grourui.

do. r the name of me,

—

Aut. 0, help me, help me! pluck off these

rags; and then, death, death!
do. Alack, poor soul! thou hast need of

more rags to lay on thee, rather than have these
off.

Aut. 0, sir, the loathsomeness of them
offends me more than the stnpes 1 have re-

ceived, which are mighty ones and millions.

do. Alas, poor man! a million of beating
may come to a great matter.

Aut. I am robbed, sir, and beaten; my
money and apparel ta’en from me, and these
detestable things put upon me.

do. What, by a horseman or a footman?
Aut. A footman, sweet sir, a footman.
do. Indeed, he should be a footman, by the

garments he has left with thee; if this be a
horseman’s coat, it hath seen very hot service.

Lend me thy hand, I’ll help thee: come, lend
me thy hand. [Helping him up.

Aut. 0, good sir, tenderly, 0!
do. Alas, poor soul!

Aut. Oh, good sir, softly, good sir; I fear,

sir, my shoulder blade is out.

do. How now! canst stand?

Aut. Softly, dear sir! [picks his f^cket] good
sir, softly; you ha’ done me a charitable office.

do. Dost lack any money? I have a httle

money for thee.

Aut. No, good sweet sir; no, I beseech you,
sir: I have a kinsman not past three quarters
of a mile hence, unto whom I was going; I

shall there have money or anstthing I want:
offer me no money, I pray you; that kills my
heart. [robbed you?

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that

Aut. A fellow, sir, that I have known to go
about with troll-my-dames: I knew him once
a servant of the prince: I cannot tell, good sir,

for which of his virtues it was, hut he was
certainly whipped out of the court.

Clo. His vices, you would say; there’s no
virtue whipped out of the court: they chensh

I
it, to make it stay there; and yet it will no

‘ more but abide.

Aut. Vices, I would say, sir. I know this

man well: he hath been since an ape-bearer;

then a process-server, a baihff; then he com-
passed a motion of the Prodigal Son, and
married a tinker’s wife within a mile where my
land and hvmg lies; and, having flown over
many knavish professions, he settled only in
rogue; some call him Autolycus.

Clo. Out upon him! prig, for my life, prig:

he haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings.

Aut. Very true, sir; he, sir, he; that’s the
rogue that put me into this apparel.

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all

Bohemia; if you had but looked big and spit

at him, he’d have run.
Aut. I must confess to you, sir, I am no

fighter: I am false of heart that way; and that

he knew, I warrant him.

Clo. How do you now?
Aut. Sweet sir, much better than I was; I

can stand and walk: I will even take my leave

of you, and pace softly towards my kinsman’s.

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way?
Aut. No, good-faced sir; no, sweet sir.

Clo. Then fare thee well: I must go buy
spices for our sheep-sheanng.
Aut. Prosper you, sweet sir! [Exit Clown.]

Your purse is not hot enough to purchase your
spice.~ rU. be with you at your sheep-shearing

too. If I make not this cheat bring out an-

other, and the shearers prove sheep, let me be
enrolled, andmy name put in the book of virtue 1

[Sings.

Jog on, jog on, the footpath was^,

And merrily bent the stile-a:

A merry heart goes all the day.
Your sad tires in a mile-a. [Erif.

Scene III.—The same. A Shepherd^s
Cottage.

Enter Florizel and Perdita.

Elo. These your unusual weeds to each part

of you
Do give a life: no shepherdess, but Flora [ing

Peering in April’s front. This your sheep-shear-
Is as a meeting of the petty gods,

And you the queen on’t.

Per. Sir, my gracious lord.

To chide at your extremes it not becomes me,

—

0, pardon that I name them!—your high self,

The graciousmark o’ the land, youhave obscur’d
Witha swain’s wearing; andme, poorlowly maid.
Most goddess-like prank’d up. But that our

feasts

In every mess have folly, and the feeders
Digest it with a custom, I should blush
To see you so assur’d; swoon, I think.

To show myself a glass.

Flo. I bless the time
When my good falcon made her flight across
Thy father’s ground.

Per. Now Jove afford you cause!
To me the difference forges dread: your great-

ness
Hathnotbeen us’d to fear. Evennow Itremble
To think your father, by some accident,

Should pass this way, as you did. 0, the fates I
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How would lie look to see Ms work, so noble,
Vilely bound up? Wbat would he say? Or bow
Should I, in these my borrow’d flaunts, behold
The sternness of Ms presence?

Flo. Apprehend
NotMng but jollity. The gods Aemselves,
Humbling their deities to love, have taken
The shapes of beasts upon them: Jupiter

BecameabuU, ana bellow’d: the green Neptune
A ram, and bleated; and the fire-rob’d god.

Golden Apollo, a poor humble swam.
As I seem now:—their transformations

Were never for a piece of beauty rarer,

—

Nor in a way so chaste, since my desires

Run not before mine honour, nor my lusts

Burn hotter than my faith.

Per. 0, but, sir,

Your resolution cannot hold, when ’tis

Oppos’d, as it must be, by the power of the king:

One of these two must be necessities,

Which then will speak, that you must change
tMs purpose.

Or I my life.

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita, [not

Willi these forc’d thoughts, I pr’ythee, darken
The mirth o’ the feast: or I’ll be thine, my fair,

Or not my father’s; for I cannot he
Mine own, nor anytMng to any, if

I be not thine: to this I am most constant,

Though destiny say no. Be merry, gentle:

Strangle such thoughts as these with anytMng
That you behold the while. Your guests are

coining:

lift up your countenance, as it were the day
Of celebration of that nuptial wMch
We two have, sworn shall come.

Per. 0 lady Fortune,
Stand you auspicious!

Flo.

'

See, your guests approach
Address yourself to entertain them sprightly,

And let’s he red with mirth.

Enler Shepherd, with Polixenes and Cam-
ILLO disguised; Clown, Mopsa, Dorcas,
with others.

Sh^, Fie, daughter! when my old wife
liv’d, upon

TMs day she was both pantler, butler, cook;
Both dame and servant; welcom’d all; serv’d

all; [here
Would sing her song and dance turn; now
At upper end o’ the table, now i’ the middle;
On Ms shoulder, and Ms; her face o’ fire,

With labour; and the tMng she took to quench
it,

She would to each one sip. You are retir’d.

As if you were a feasted one, and not
The hostess of the meeting: pray you, bid
These unknown fnends to us welcome; for it is

A way to make us better friends, more known.
Come, quench your blushes, and present

yourself

ThatwMch you are, mistress of the feast: come
on,

And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing,
As your good flock shall prosper.

Per, Sir, welcomel [To Poe.
It is my father’s will I should take on me
The hostess-sMp o’ the day;—-You’re welcome,

sir! [To Camuxo.

Give me those flowers there, Dorcas.—Rev-
erend sirs.

For you there’s rosemary and rue; these keen
Seeming and savour all the winter long;
Grace and remembrance be to you both.
And welcome to our shearing!

Fol. Shepherdess—
A fair one are you!—well you fit our ages
With flowers of winter.

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient,—
Not yet on summer’s death, nor on the birth
Of trembhng winter,—the fairest flowers o’ the

season
Are our carnations, and streak’d gillyvors,
WMch some call nature’s bastards: of that kind
Our rustic garden’s barren; and I care not
To get slips of them.

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden.
Do you neglect them?

Per. For I have heard it said
There is an art wMch,m their piedness, shares
With great creating nature.

Pol. Say there be;
Yet nature is made better by no mean,
But nature makes that mean; so, o’er that aft
WMch you say adds to nature, is an art
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we

marry
A gentler scion to the wildest stock,
And make conceive a bark of baser kind
By bud of nobler race. TMs is an art
WMch doesmend nature,—change it rather; but
The art itself is nature.

Per. So it is.

Pol. Thenmake your garden rich in gillyvors
And do not call them bastards.

Per. I’ll not put
The dibble in earth to set one slip of them;
No more than, were I painted, I would wish
TMs youth would say, ’twere well, and only

therefore

Desire to breed by me.—Here’s flowers for
you;

Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram;
The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun,
And ydth Mm rises weeping; these are flowers
Of middle summer, and I think they are given
To men of middle age. You’re very welcome

!

Cam. I should leave grazing, were I of your
flock.

And only live by gazing.

Per. Out, alas!

You’d be so lean that blasts of January
Would blow you through and through.—Now,

my fairest friend, [might
I would I had some flowers o’ the spring that
Become your time of day;—and yours, and

yours,

That wear upon your virgin branches yet
Your maidenheads growing.—0 Proserpina,
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou lett’st

faU
From Dis’s waggon!—daffodils,

That come before the swallow dares, and take
The winds of March with beauty; violets dim.
But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes
Or Cytherea’s breath; pale primroses,
That die unmarried ere they can behold
Bright Phoebus in Ms strength,—a malady
Most incident to maids; bold oxUps, and
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The crown-imperial; lilies of all Mnds,
The flower-de-luce being one!—0, these I lack,

To make you garlands of; and, my sweet fnend,

To strew him o’er and o’er!

plo» What, like a corse?

Per. JTo; like a bank for love to lie and play

on;

Kot Hke a corse; or if,—not to be buried,

But quick, and in mine arms* Come, take your
flowers;

Methinks I play as I have seen them do

In Whitsun pastorals: sure, this robe of mine
Does change my disposition.

Flo, What you do
Still betters what is done. When you speak,

sweet,
I’d have you do it ever; when you sing,

Pd have you buy and sell so; so give alms;

Pray so; and, for the ordering your affairs,

To sing them too: when you dance, I wish you
A wave o’ the sea, that might ever do
Nothing but that; move still, still so, and own
No other function: each your domg,
So singular in each particular,

Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds.

That all your acts are queens.
Per. 0 Doricles,

Your praises are too large: but that your youth.

And the true blood which peeps fairly through it.

Do plainly give you out an unstained shepherd,

Widi wisdom 1 might fear, my Doricles,

You woo’d me the false way.
Flo. I think you have

As Httle skill to fear as I have purpose

To put you to’t—But, come; our dance; I pray:

Your hand, my Perdita; so turtles pair

That never mean to part.

Per, I’ll swear for ’em.

Pol, This is the prettiest low-bom lass that

ever [seems

Ran on tbe green sward: nothing she does or

But smacks of somethmg greater than herself,

Too noble for this place.

Cam. He tells her something [is

That makes her blood look out; good sooth, she

The queen of curds and cream.
Clo, Come on, strike up.

Dor, Mopsa must be your mistress; mairy,
garlic.

To mend her Mssing with.

Afo^. Now, in good time!

Clo, Not a word, a word; we stand upon our
manners.

—

Come, strike up. [Music.

Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses.

Pot, Pray, good shepherd, what
Pair swain is this which dances with your

daughter? [himself

Shep. They call him Doricles; and boasts

To have a worthy feeding; but I have it

Upon his own report, and I believe it;

He looks like sooth. He says he loves my
daughter:

1 think so too; for never gaz’d the moon
Upon the water as he’ll stand, and read.

As ’twere, my daughter’s eyes: and, to be plain,

X think there is not half a to choose

Who loves another best.

Pol, She dances neatly.

Shep. So she does anything; though I report
it,

That should be silent: if young Doricles
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that
Which he not dreams of.

Enter a Servant,

Serv. 0 master, if you did but hearthe pedlar
at the door, you would never dance again after

a tabor and pipe; no, the bagpipe could not
move you: he sings several tunes faster than
you’ll tell money: he utters them as he had
eaten ballads, and all men’s ears grew to Ms
tunes.

Clo, He could never come better: he shall

come in: I love a ballad but even too well; if

it be doleful matter merrily set down, or a very
pleasant thing indeed and sung lamentably.

Serv. He hath songs for man or woman of
all sizes; no milliner can so fit his customers
with gloves; he has the prettiest love-songs for
maids; so without bawdry, which is strange;
with such delicate burdens otdildosandfadingSt
jump her and thump her; and where some
stretch-mouth’d rascal would, as it were, mean
mischief, and break a foul gap into the matter,
he makes the maid to answer, Whoop, do me
no harm, good man; puts him oS, slights him,
with Whoop, do me no harm, good man.

Pol. This is a brave fellow.

Clo, Beheve me, thou talkest of an admir-
able conceited fellow. Has he any unbraided
wares?

Serv. He hath ribands of all the colours i’

the rainbow; points more than aU the lawyers
in Bohemia can learnedly handle, though they
come to him by the gross; inkles, caddisses,
cambrics, lawns: why he sings ’em over as they
were gods or goddesses; you would think a
smock were a she-angel, he so chants to the
sleeve-hand,and thework aboutthe squareon’t.

Clo. Prince, bring him in; and let Mm
approach singing.

Per, Forewarn him that he use no scurrilous
words m Ms tunes. [Exit Servant.

Clo. You have of these pedlars that have
more in ’em than you’d think, sister.

Per, Ay, good brother, or go about to thmlr.

Enter Autolycus, singing.

Lawn as white as driven snow;
Cyprus black as e’er was crow;
Gloves as sweet as danmsk-roses;
Masks for faces and for noses;
Bugle-bracelet, necklace amber,
Perfume for a lady’s chamber;
Golden quoife and stomachers,
For my lads to give their dears;
Pms and poMng-sticks of steel.

What maids lack from head to heel;
Come, buy of me, come; come, buy, come buy;
Buy, lads, or else your lasses cry;

Come buy.

Clo. If I were not in love with Mopsa, thou
shouldst take no money of me; but being en-
thralled as I am, it will also be to bondage of

certain ribands and gloves.

Mop, I was promised them against the feast;

but they come not too late now.
Dor. He hath promised you more than that,

or there be Ears.
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Mop* He Ixatli paid you all he promised you:
may be be bas paid you more,—whicli will

sbame you to give him again.

Clo. Is there no manners left among maids?
will they wear their plackets where they should
hear their faces? Is there not nulkittg-time,

when you are going to bed, or kiln-hole, to

whistle off these secrets, but you must be
titde-tattkng before all our guests? ’tis well
they are whispering. Clamour your tongues,
and not a word more.
Mop, 1 have done. Come, you promised

me a tawdry lace, and a pair of sweet gloves.

Clo. Have I not told thee how I was cozened
by the way, and lost all my money?
Aut And, indeed, sir, there are cozeners

abroad; therefore it behoves men to be wary.
Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou shalt lose

nothmg here.

Aut, I hope so, sir; for I have about me
many parcels of charge.

Clo, What hast here? ballads?
Mcp. Pray now, buy some: I love a ballad in

print a-hfe; for then we are sure they are true.

Aut. Here’s one to a very doleful tune.
How a usurer’s wife was brought to bed of

twenty money-bags at a burden, and how she
longed to eat adders’ heads and toads carbona-
doed.
Mop. Is it true, think you?
Aut. Very true; and but a month old.

Aut. Here’s the midwife’s name to’t, one
Mistress Taleporter, and five or sir honest
wives that were present. Why should I carry
lies abroad?
Mop. Pray you now, buy it.

Clo, Come on, lay it by; and let’s first see
more ballads; we’ll buy the other things anon.

Aut, Here’s another ballad, of a fish that
appeared upon the coast on Wednesday the
fourscore of April, forty thousand fathom above
water, and sung this ballad against the hard
hearts of maids: it was thought she was a
woman, and was turned into a cold fish for: she
would not exchange flesh with one that iWed
her. The ballad is very pitiful, and as true.

Dor, Is it true too, tlfink you?
Aut, Five justices* hands at it; and wit-

nesses more than my pack will hold.
# Clo. Lay it by too: another.

Aut. Tins is a merry ballad; but a very
pretty one.

M. Or thou go’st to the grange or null:
jD. If to either, thou dost ilL

What, neither? A. Neither.
D. Thou hast sworn my love to be;
M. Thou hasf sworn it more to me;

Then, whither go’st?—say, whither?

Clo. We’ll have this song anon by our-
selves; my father and the gentlemen are m sad
talk, and we’il not trouble them.—Come, bring
away thy pack after me.—Wenches, I’ll buy
for you both:—Pedlar, let’s have the first
choice.—Follow me, girls.

Aut. And you shall pay well for ’em.

[Aside,

Will you buy any tape,
Or lace for your cape.

My dainty duck, my dear-a?
Any silk, any thread.
Any toys for your head,

Of the new’st and fin’st, fin’st wear-a?
Come to the pedlar;
Money’s a meddler.

That doth utter all men’s ware-a.

[Exeunt Clown, Aut., Dor., and Mop.

Re-enter Servant.

Serv, Master, there is three carters, three
shepherds, three neat-herds, three swine-herds,
that have made themselves ail men of hair;
they call ^emselves saltiers: and they have a
dance which the wenches say is a gaUimaufry
of gambols, because they are not in ’t; but they
themselves are o’ the mind (if it be not too
rough for some, that knpw little but bowling)
it will please plentifully.

Shep. Away! we’ll none on ’t: here has been
too much homely foolery already.—I know, sir,
we weary you..

Pol. You weary those that refr^h us: pray,
let’s see these four threes of herdsmen.

Serv, One three of them, by their own re-
port, sir, hath danced before the king; and not
the worst of the three jumps twelve foot and a
half by the squire,

Sh^. Leave your prating: since these good
men are pleased, let tiiem come in; but quickly
now.

Serv, Why, they stay at door, sir. [Fxif.

Enter Twelve Rustics, habited like Satyrs,
They dance, and then exeunt.

Mop. Let’s have some merry ones.
Aut. Why, this is a passing merry one, and

goes to the tune of Two maids wooing a man:
there’s scarce a maid westward but she sings
it: ’tis in request, I can tell you.
Mop. We can both sing it: if thou’lt bear a

part thou shalt hear; ’tis in three parts.
Dor. We had the tune on’t a month ago.
Aut, I can bear my part; you must know

’tis my occupation: have at it with you.

Pol, O father, you’ll know more of that
hereafter.

—

Is it not too far gone?—’Tis time to part them.

—

He’s simple and teHs much. Usafe.]-How
now, fair shepherd!

Your heart is full of something that does take
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was

young,
And handed love as you do, I was wont
To load my she with knacks: I would have

ransack’d

SONG.

A. Get your hence, for I must go;
Where, it fits not you to know.
D, Wnither? Jkf. O, whither? D, Whither?

M, Ifrbecomes thy oath full well.
Thou to me thy secrets tell;

D. Me too, let me go thither. -

The pedlar’s silken treasury, and have pour’d it

To her acceptance; you have let him go.
And nothmg matted with Mm. If your lass'

Interpretation should abuse, and call this
Your lack of love or bounty, you were straited
For a reply, at least if you make a care
Of happy holding her.
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Flo. Old sir, I know
She pnzes not such trifles as these are:

The ^ts she looks from me are pack'd and
lock’d

Up in my heart; which I have given already,

But not deliver’d.—0, hear me breathe my Me
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem,
Hath sometime lov’d,—I take thy hand! this

hand,

As soft as dove’s down, and as white as it,

Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann’d snow that’s

By the northern blasts twice o’er. [bolted

Pol. What follows this?—

How prettily the young swam seems to wash
The hand was fair before!—Ihave put you out:

But to your protestation; let me hear
What you profess.

Flo. Do, and be witness to ’t.

Pol. And this my neighbour too?

Flo. And he, and more
Than he, and men,—the earth, the heavens,

and aU:— [monarch,
That,—were I crown’d the most imperial

,

Thereof most worthy, were I the fairest youth
That ever made eye swerve; had force and

knowledge [them
More than was ever man’s—I would not pnze
Without her love: for her employ them all.

Commend them, and condemn them, to her
service.

Or to their own perdition.

Pol. Fairly offer’d.

Cam. This shows a sound affection.

Shep. But, my daughter,
Say you the hke to him?

Per. 1 cannot speak
So well, nothing so well; no, nor means better:

By the pattern of name own thoughts I cut out
The punty of his.

Shep. Take hands, a bargain’

—

And, friends unknown, you shall bear witness
to’t:

I give my daughter to him, and will make
Her portion equal his.

Flo. 0, that must be
r the virtue of your daughter: one being dead,
I shall have more than you can dream of yet.

Enough then for your wonder: but come on,

Contract us ’fore these witnesses.

Shep. Come, your hand,

—

And, daughter, yours.

Pol. Soft, swain, awhile, beseech you;
Have you a father?

Flo. I have; but what of him?
Pol. 'Knows he of this?

Flo. He neither does nor shall.

Pol. Methinks a father

Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest [more;
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once
Is not your father grown incapable
Of reasonable affairs? is he not stupid
With age and altering rheums? can he speak?

hear?
Know man from man? dispute his own estate?

Lies he not bed-nd? and again does nothing
But what he did being childish?

Flo. No, good sar;

He has his health, and ampler stren^h indeed
Than most have of Ms age.
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Pol. By my wMte beard,
You offer him, if tMs be so, a wrong
Somethmg unfihal: reason my son
Should choose huaseH a wife; but as good

reason
The father,—all whose joy is nothmg else

But fair postenty,—should hold some counsel
In such a business.

Flo.
^

I yield all this;

But, for some* other reasons, my grave sir,

WMch ’tis not fit you know, I not acquaint
My father of tMs business.

Pol. Let him know’t.
Flo. He shall not.

Pol. Pry’thee, let him.
Flo. No, he must not*

Shep. Let Mm, my son: he sh^ not need to
^leve

At knowing of thy choice.

Flo. Come, come, he must not—
Mark our contract.

Pol. Mark your divorce, young sir,

[Discouerinp himself.

Whom son I dare not call; thou art too base
'To be acknowledged: thou a sceptre’s heir,

That thus affect’st a sheep-hook!—Thou old

traitor,

I am sorry that, by hanging thee, I can but
Shorten thy life one week.—And thou, fresh

piece [know
Of excellent witchcraft, who, of force, must
The royal fool thou cop’st with,

—

Shep. 0, my heart!

Pol. I’ll have thy beauty scratch’d with
bners, and made [boy*

—

More homely than thy state.—For thee, fond
If I may ever know thou dost but sigh

That thou no more shalt see this knack,—as
never [cession;

I mean thou shalt,—we’ll bar thee from suc-

Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin.

Far than Deucalion off,—mark thou my words:
Follow (is to the court.—Thou churl, for this

time.

Though full of displeasure, yet we free thee
From the dead blow of it.—And you, enchant-

ment,

—

Worthy enough a herdsman; yea, him too

That makes himself, but for our honour therein.

Unworthy thee,—if ever henceforth thou
These rural latches to Ms entrance open.
Or hoop Ms body more with thy embraces,
I will devise a death as cruel for thee
As thou art tender to’t. [Exit

Per. Even here undone!
I was not much afeard: for once or twice

I was about to speak, and tell Mm plainly

The self-same sun that shmes upon Ms cotirt

Hides not Ms visage from our cottage, but
Looks on alike.—Will’t please you, sir, be

gone? [To FtORiZEL.
I told you what would come of tMs! Beseech

you,

Of your own state take care: tMs dream of

mine,
Being now awake, I’ll queen it no mch further.

But milk my ewes, and weep.

Cam. Why, how now, father!

Speak ere thou diest.
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Shep. 1 camiot speak, nor thinkj

Kor dare to know that which I know.—0, sir,

[To Florizel.
Yon have nadone a man of fonrscore-three.

That thought to fill his grave in quiet; yea.

To die iifMjn the hed my father died,

To lie close by Ms honest bones! but now
Some hangman must put on my shroud, and

lay me
Where no priest shovels in dust.—O cursed

wretch, [To Perdita.
That knew’st tMs was the prince, and wouldst

adventure
To laini^e faith with him!—Undone! undone!
If I mi^t die within this hour, I have livM

To die when I desire. [Exit

Elo. Why look you so upon me?
I am but sorry, not afeard; delay’d,

Bat nothing alter’d: what I was, I am:
More straining on for plucking back; not

following

My leash tmwillingly.

Cam. Gracious, my lord,

You know your father’s temper: at this time
He wfil allow no speech,—which I do guess

You do not purpose to him;—and as hardly

Will he endure your sight as yet, I fear:

Then, till the fury of Ms Mghness settile,

Come not before Mm.
Tlo. I not purpose it.

I fhinir CamiUo?

jCam. Even he, my lord.

“"Per. How often have I told you ’twould be
thus!

How often said my dignity would last

But till ’twere knownl

P?o. It cannot fail but by
The violation of my faith; and then

Let nature crush the sides o’ the earth together.

And mftf the seeds within!—Lift up thy looks.

—

Erom my succesrion wipe me, father; I

Am hdr to my aSection.

Cam. Be advis’d.

fh. I am,—and by my fancy: if my reason
Will thereto be obedient, I have reason;

If not, my senses, better ideas'd with madness.
Bo bid it welcome.

Cam. TMs is desperate, sir.

Flo. So call it: but it does fulfil my vow;
I needs must think it honesty. CamiUo,
Hot for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may
Be thereat glean’d; for all the sun sees or

The dose earth wombs, or the profound seas
Mde

In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath
To this my fair belov’d: therefore, I pray you.

As you have ever been my father’s honour’d
friend [not

When he shaU miss me,—as, in faith, I mean
To seeMm any more,—cast your good counsels

Upon Ms passion: let myself and fortune

Tug for the time to come. TMs you may know,
And so deliver,—I am put to sea
With her, whom here 1 cannot hold on shore;

And, most opportune to our need, I have
A Vessel rides fast by, hut not prepar’d

Tor tMs design. What course 1 mean to hold
ShaU nothing benefit your knowledge, nor
Concern me the reporting.

Cam. O, my lord.
I would your spirit were easier for advice,
Or stronger for your need.

Flo. Hark, Perdita.—[Mes her aside.
I’U hear you by and by. [To Camillo.
Cam. He’s irremovable,

Resolv’d for flight. Now were I happy if

His going I could frame to serve my turn;
Save Mm from danger, do Mm love and honour;
Purchase the sight again of dear Siciha,
And that unhappy king, my master whom
1 so much thirst to see.

Flo. Now, good CamiUo,
I am so frau^t with curious business that
I leave out ceremony. [Going.
Cam. Sir, I think

You have heard of my poor services, i’ the love
That I have borne your father?

Flo. Very nobly
Have you deserv’d: it is my father’s music
To speak your deeds; not little of Ms care
To have them recompens’d as thought on.

Cam. WeU, my lord.

If you may please to think I love the king,
And,throughMm,whatisnearesttoMm,wMchis
Your gracious self, embrace but my direction,—
If your more ponderous and settled project
May suffer alteration,—on mine honour [ing
FU point you where you shaU have such receiv-
As shaU become yourM^ess: where you may
Enjoy your mistress,—^from the whom, I see,
There’s no disjunction to be made, but by,
As heavens forfendl your rmn,—marry her;
And,—^with my best endeavors in your ab-

sence,

—

Your discontenting father strive to qualify,

And bring him up to Hiring.

Flo. How, CamiUo,
May tMs, almost a miracle, be done?
That I may caU thee something more than man,
And, after that, trust to thee.

Cam. Have you thought on
A place whereto youH go?

Flo. Not any yet:

But as the un^oug^t-on accident is guilty

To what we wildly do; so we profess
Ourselves to be the slaves of chance, and flies

Of every wind that blows.

Cam. Then list to me:
TMs foUows,— you wiU not charge your pur-

But undergo tMs flight,—make for Sicilia;

And there present yourself and your fair prin-

cess,

—

For so, I see, she must be,—’fore Leontes:
She shaU be habited as it becomes
The partner of your bed. MetMnks I see
Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping
His welcomes forth; asks thee, the son^ forgive-

ness,

As ’twere i’ &e father’s person; Msses the hands
Of your fresh princess; o’er and o’er dividesMm
"Twizt Ms urikindness and his kindness,—the

one
He cMdes to heU, and bids the other grow
Faster than thought or time.

Flo. Worthy CamiUo,
What colour for my visitation shall I

Hold up before Mm?
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Cam. Sent by tbe king your fatker

To greet him and to give Mm comforts. Sir,

Tke manner of your bearing towards Mm, witb

Wbat you, as from your father, shall deliver,

TMnp known betwixt us three, FE write you
down;

The which shall point you forth at every sittiag,

What you must say; that he shall not perceive

But that you have your father’s bosom there.

And spe^ Ms very heart,

Flo, I am bound to you:
There is some sap in tMs.

CaiTu A course more promising
Than a wild dedication of yourselves [certain

To unpath’d waters, undream’d shores, most
To miseries enough: no hope to help you;
But, as you shake off one, to take another:
Nothing so certain as your anchors; who
Do their best office if they can but stay you
Where pu’U be loath to be: besides, you know
Prosperities the very bond of love, [gether

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart to-

Affiiction alters.

Per. One of these is true:

I tMnk affiiction may subdue the cheek.
But not take in the mind.
Cam. Yea, say you so?

There shall not, at your father’s house, these
seven years

Be bom another such.

Flo. My good Camillo,

She is as forward of her breediag as
She is i’ the rear our birth.

Cam. I cannot say *tis pity

She lacks instraction; for she seems a mistress

To most that teach.

Per. Your pardon, sir, for tMs:
FU blush you thanks.

Flo. My prettiest Perdita!

—

But, O, the thorns we stand upon!—Camillo,

—

Preserver of my father, now of me;
The medicine of our house!—how shall we do?
We are not furnish’d like Bohemia’s son;
Hot shall appear in Sicilia.

Cam. My lord, [tunes

Fear none of tMs: I think you know my for-

Do all lie there: it shall be so my care
To have you royally appointed as if [sir,

The scene you play were mine. For instance,

That you may know you shall not want,—one
word. [TAeif talk aside,

Pe-enfer Autolyccs.

Aut. Ha, ha! what a fool Honesty is! and
Trust, his sworn brother, a very simple gentle-
man! I have sold all my trumpery; not a
counterfeit stone, not a riband, glass, pomander,
brooch, table-book, ballad, li^e, tape, glove,

shoe-tie, bracelet, bom-ring, to keep my pack
from fasting;—^they throng who should buy
first, as if my trinkets bad been hallowed, and
brought a benediction to the buyer: by wMcb
means I saw whose purse was best in picture;

and what I saw, to my good use I remembered.
My clown (who wants but something to be a
reasonable man) grew so in love with the
wenches’ song that he would not stir Ms petti-

toes till he had both tune and words; wMch so
drew the rest of the herd to me, that all their

other senses stuck in earn; you might have

pinched a placket,—^it was senseless; ’twas
nothing to geld a codpiece of a purse; I would
have filed keys off that hung in chains: no hear-
ing, no feeling but my sir’s song, and admir-
ing the nothing of it So that, in tMs time of

lethargy, I picked and cut most of their

festival parses; and had not the old man come
in with a whoohub against Ms dau^tcr and the
king’s son, and scared my chou^s from the
chaff, I had not left a purse alive in the whole
army. [Cam., Flo., arai Per. come forward.
Cam. Hay, but my letters, by tMs means

being there

So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt.
Flo. And those that you’ll procure from

king Leontes,

—

Cam. Sh^ satisfy your father.

Per. Happy be you!
AH that you speak shows fair.

Cam. Who have we here?—

-

[Seeing Atjtolycus.
We’ll make an instrument of tMs; omit
Hothing may give us aid.

Aut. If they have overheard me now,—why,
hangmg. [AnVfe.

Cam. How now, good fellow! why shakest
thou so? Fear not, man; here’s no harm in-

tended to thee.

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir.

Cam. Why, be so still; here’s nobody will

steal that from thee: yet, for the outside of thy
poverty, we must make an exchange: therefore,

disease thee instantly,—thou must tMnk there’s

a necessity in’t,—and change garments with
tMs gentleman: thougdi the pennyworth on Ms
side be the worst, yet hold thee, there’s some
boot. [Giving money,

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir:—I know ye
well enough. [Asiife.

Cam. Nay, priylhee, despatch: the gentle-

man is half-fiayed already.

Aut. Are you in earnest, sir?—I smell the
trick on’t.— [Aside.

Flo. Despatch, I priylhee.

Aut, Indeed, I have had earnest; but I can-
not with conscience take it.

Cam. Unbuckle, imbuclde.

—

[Fw. and Autol. exchange garments
Fortunate mistress,—^Ict my prophecy
Come home to you!—you must retire yourself

Into some covert; take your sweetheart’s hat,

And pluck it o’er your brows; muffle your face;

Dismantle you; and, as you can, disliken

The truth of your own seeming; that you may,

—

For I do fear eyes over,—to sMpboard
Get undescried.

Per. I see the play so lies

That I must bear a part.

Cam. No remedy.

—

Have you done there?
Flo. Should I now meet my father,

He would not call me son.

Cam. Nay, you shall have no hat.

—

[Giving it to Pekdita.
Come, lady, come.—Farewell, my friend.

Aut. Adieu, sir.

Flo. 0 Perdita, what have we twain forgpt?

Pray you, a word. - [They converse apart.

Cam. What I do next, shdl he to tett tih,e

king Usade.



30S THE WENfTSE’S TIIE [act IV,

Of tMs escape, and irhitlier they are bound;
Wherein, my hope is, I shall so prevail

To force hm after: m whose company
I shall review Sicilia, for whose sight

I have a woman’s longing.

Flo* Fortune speed usl

—

Thus we set on, Camiilo, to the sea-side.

Cam, The swifter speed the better.

,Bxeunt Flor., Per,, and Cam.
Aut I understand the business,—I hear it:

to have an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble

hand, is necessary for a cut-purse; a good nose

Is requisite also, to smeH out work for the other

senses. I see this is the time that the unjust

man doth thrive. What an exchange had this

been without boot? what a boot is here with

tins exchange? Sure, the gods do this year
coniuve at us, and we may do anything extern-

pore. The pnnce himself is about a piece of

'

iniquity,—stealmg away from his father with
‘

his clog at his heels: if I thought it were a piece

of honesty to acquaint the king withal, I would
not do’t: I hold it the more knavery to conceal

it; and therem am I constant to my profession.

Re-enter Clown and Shepherd.

Aside, aside;—'here is more matter for a hot
brain: every lane’s end, every shop, church,
session, hanging, yields a careful man work.

Aut. A lie; you are rough and hairy. Let
me have no lymg; it becomes none but trades-
men, and they often give us soldiers the lie: but
we pay them for it with stamped com, not stab-
bmg steel; therefore they do not give us He.

Clo. Your worship had hke to have given us
one, if you had not taken yourself with the
manner,

Shep. Are you a courtier, an’t like you, sir?

Aut. Whether it like me or no, I am a
courtier. Seest thou not the air of the court in
these enfoldings? hath not my gait in it the
measure of the court? receives not thy nose
court-odour from me? reflect I not on thy base-
ness court-contempt? Thinkest thou, for that
I msmuate, or toze from thee thy business, I
am therefore no courtier? I am courtier cap-
a-pe; and one that will either push on or pluck
back thy business there: whereupon I com-
mand thee to open thy affair.

Shep. My business, sir, is to the Mng.
Aut. What advocate hast thou to him?
Shep. I know not, an’t like you.

do. Advocate’s the court-word for a phea-
sant, say you have none.

Shep. None, sir; I have no pheasant, cock
nor hen. [men I

Aut. How bless’d are we that are not simple
Yet nature might have made me as these are,

Therefore I will not disdain.

Cio. See, see; what a man you are now!
There is no other way but to tell the king she’s
a changeling, and none of your flesh and blood.

Shep. Nay, but hear me.
Clo. Nay, but hear me.
Shep. Go to, then.

Clo. She being none of your flesh and blood,
your flesh and blood has not offended the kmg;
and so your flesh and blood is not to be pun-
ished by him. Show those things you found
about her; those secret things,—all but what
she has with her; this being done, let the law go
whistle; I warrant you.

Shep. I will tell the king all, every word,

—

yea, and his son’s pranks too; who, I may say,
is no honest man neither to his father nor to me,
to go about to make me the kbg’s brother-m-
law.

Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furthest
off you could have been to him; and then your
blood had been the dearer by I know how much
an ounce.

Aut. Very wisely, puppies! [Aside.
Shep. Well, let us to the king: there is that

in this fardel will make him scratch his beard!
Aut. I know not what impediment this com-

plaint may be to the flight of my master. [Aside.
Clo. Pray heartily he be at palace.
Aut. Though I am not naturally honest, I am

so sometimes by chance. Let me pocket up
my pedlar’s excrement. [Aside, and takes off )

Ms false becrd.j—How now, rushes! whither
are you hound?

Shep. To the palace, an it like your worship.
Aut. Your affairs there, what, with whom,

me condition of that fardel, the place of your
awelling, your names, your ages, of what hav-
ing, breeding, and anything that is fitting to be
known? discover.

Clo, We are but plain fellows, sir.

Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier.

Shep. His gannents are rich, but he wears
them not handsomely.

Clo. He seems to be the more noble in being
fantastical: a great man, I’ll warrant; 1 know
by the picking on’s teeth.

Aut. The fardel there? what’s i’ the fardel?

Wherefore that box?
Shep. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel

and box, which none must know but the king;
and which he shall know within this hour, if I

may come to the speech of him.
Aut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour,

Shep. Why, sir?

Aut. The king is not at the palace; he is

gone aboard a new ship to purge melancholy
and air himself; for, if thou beest capable of

thin^ serious, thou must know the king is full

of grief.

Shep. So ’tis said, sir,—about Ms son, that
should have married a shepherd’s dau^ter.

Auf. If that shepherd be not in hand-fast,
let him fly: the curses he shall have, the tor-

tures he shall feel, will break the back of man,
the heart of monster.

Clo. Think you so; sir?

Auf. Hot he alone shall suffer what wit can
make heavy and vengeance bitter; but those
that are germane to hun, though removed fifty

times, shall all come under the hangman:
wMch, though it be great pity, yet it is neces-
sary. An old sheep-whistling rogue, a ram-
tender, to offer to have his dau^ter come into

grace!' Some say he shall be stoned; but that

death is too soft for him, say I. Draw our
throne into a sheep-cote!—all deaths are too

few, the sharpest too easy,

Clo, Has the old man e’er a son, sir, do you
hear, an’t like you, sir?
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Aut* He has a son,—who shall he flayed

alive; then ’aointed over with honey, set on
the head of a wasp’s nest; then standM he he
three quarters and a dram dead; then recov-

ered again with aquavitae, or some other hot

infusion; then, raw as he is, and in the hottest

day prognostication proclaims, shall he he set

against a bnck-waU, the sun looking with a
southward eye upon Mm,—where he is to be-

hold him W1& flies blown to death. But what
talk we of these traitorly rascals, whose miser-

ies are to be smiled at, their offences being so

capital? Tell me,—^for you seem to be honest
plain men,—what have you to the Mng: being
somethmg gently considered, Fli bring you
where he is aboard, tender your persons to his

presence, whisper him in your behalfs; and if

it be in man besides the kmg to eflect your
suits, here is man shall do it.

Clo. He seems to be of great authority: close

with him, give him gold; and thou^ authority

be a stubborn bear, yet he is oft led by the nose
with gold: show the inside of your purse to the

outside of his hand, and no more ado. Be-
member,—stoned and flayed alive.

Shep. An’t please you, sir, to undertake the

business for us, here is that gold I have: I’ll

make it as much more, and leave this young
man in pawn till I bring it you.

Aui. After I have done what I promised?

Shep, Ay, sir.

Aut. Well, give me the moiety,—^Are you a
party in this business?

Clo. In some sort, sir; but though my case
be a pitiful one, I hope I shall not be flayed

out of it.

Aut 0, that’s the case of the shepherd’s
son. Hang him, he’ll be made an example!

Clo. Comfort, good comfort! We must to

the king, and show our strange sights: he must
know ’tis none of your daughter nor my sister;

we are gone else. Sir, I w5l give you as much
as this old man does, when the busmess is per-

formed; and remain, as he says, your pawn till

it be brought you.

Aut I will trust you. Walk before toward
the sea-side; go on the right-hand: I will but
look upon the hedge, and follow you.

Clo. We are blessed in this man, as I may
say, even blessed.

Shep. Let's before, as he bids us: he was
provided to do us good.

[Exeunt Shepherd and Clown.

Aut If I had a mind to be honest, I see
Fortune would not suffer me: she drops booties
in my mouth. I am courted now with a double
occasion,—gold, and a means to do the prince
my master good; wMch who knows how that
may turn back to my advancement? I will

bring these two moles, these blind ones, aboard
Mm: if he tMnk it fit to shore them again, and
that the complaint they have to the kmg con-
cerns him nothing, let Mm call me rogue for

being so far officious; for I am proof against
that title, and what shame else belongs to’t.

To Mm will I present them: there may be
matter in it. [Exit

ACT V.

Scene L—Sicilia. A Room in the Palace
of Leontes.

Enter Leontes, Cleomenes, Dion,
Paulina, and others,

Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and have
perform’d

A saint-hke sorrow: no fault could you make.
Which you have not redeem’d; indeed, paid

down
More penitence than done trespass: at the last.

Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil;

With them, forgive yourself.

Leon. Whilst I remember
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget

My blemishes in them; and so still think of

The wrong I did myself: wMch was so much
That heiriess it hath made my fcmgdom, and
Destroy’d the sweet’s companion that e’er man
Bred Ms hopes out of.

Paul. True, too true, my lord;

If, one by one, you wedded all the world.
Or from the all that are took something good.
To make a perfect woman, she you kill’d

Would be unparaliel’d.

lean. I think so.—KiU’d!
She I kill’d 1 I did so: but thou stnk’st me
Sorely, to say I did: it is as,bitter [now.

Upon thy tongue as in my thought: now, good
Say so but seldom.

Cleo. Not at all, good lady;

You might have spoken a thousand things that
would

Have done the time more benefit, and grac’d
Your kmdness better.

Paul. You are one of those
Would have Mm wed agam.

Dion. If you would not so,

You pity not the state, nor the remembrance
Of Ms most sovereign name; consider little

What dangers, by Ms Mghness’ fail of issue.

May drop upon his Jangdom, and devour
Incertain lookers-on. What were more holy
Than to rejoice the former queen is well?
What holier than,—^for royalty’s repair,

For present comfort, and for future good,

—

To hless the bed of majesty again
With a sweet fellow to’t?

Paul. There is none worthy,
Respecting her that’s gone. Besides, the gods
Will have fulfill’d their secret ptrrposes:

For has not the divine Apollo said,

Is’t not the tenor of his oracle,

That king Leontes shall not have an heir
Till Ms lost child be found? wMch that it shaU,
Is all as monstrous to our human reason
As my Antigonus to break Ms grave,

And come again to me; who, on my life.

Did perish with the infant. ’Tis your counsel
My lord should to the heavens be contrary,

Oppose against their wills.—Care not for issue;

[To Leontes.
The crown will find an heir: great Alexander
Left Ms to the worthiest; so his successor
Was like to be the best.

Leon. Good Paulina,^
Who hast the memory of Henmone,



I know, in kononr,—0, that ever I {now,

Had SQntr*d me to thy couasell—then, even

I lai^t have look’d upon my queen’s full eyes*

Have taken treasure from her lips,

—

Paititi And left them
More rich for what they yielded.

Icon- Thou speak’st truth.

No more such wives; therefore, no wife: one

worse,

And better us'd, would make her sainted spirit

Again assess her corpse; and, on this stage,

—

Where we ofiend her now,—appear, soul-vexed,

And he^, Whp io me?
Pmd, Had she such power,

She had just cause.

Xeon, She had; and would incense me
To murder her I married,

Pouf. I should so.

Were I the ghost that walk’d, I’d bid you mark
Her eye, and tell me for what duU part m’t

You chose her; then I’d shriek, that even your
ears [follow’d

Should rift to hear me; and the words that

Should be, Remember mine!

Icon. Stars, stars,

And al eyes else dead coals!—fear thou so

I’ll have no wife, Paulina.

Paul Will you swear
Never to marry but by my free leave?

leoru Never, Pauhna; so be bless’d my
spirit! [his oath.

Pouf. Ilien, good my lords, bear witness to

Cfeo. You tempt Mm over-much.

Pouf. Unless another,

As Hke Hermione as is her ^cture,

Affront Ms eye.

Cfeo. Good madam,—
Pouf. I have done.

Yet, if my lord will mar^,—if you wiU, sir,

No remedy, but you will,—give me the office

To choose you a queen: she shall not be so

young
As was your former; but she shall be such
As, walk’d your fir^ queen’s ghost, it should

take joy

To see her in jonr aims.
Leon, My true Paulina,

We shall not marry till thou bidd’st us.

Pmd. That
Shal be when your first queen’s again in breath;
Never till then.

Enter a Gentleman-

Genf. One that gives out Mmself Prince
Floilzel,

Son of Poikenes, with his princess,—she
The fairest I have yet beheld,—desire access
To your Mgh presence.
teon. What with him? he comes not

Like to Ms father’s greatness: his approach,
So out of circumstance and sudden, tells us
’Tis not a visitation fram’d, but forc’d

By need and accident. What train?
Genf. But few.

And those but mean.
lean* His princess, say you, with Mm?
Oent, Ay, the most peerless piece of earth,

I think,
That e’er the sun shone bright on.

pQul. O Hermione,
As every present time doth boast itself

Above a better gone, so must thy grave [self
Give way to what’s seen now. Sir, you your-
Have said and wnt so,—but your writing now
Is colder than that theme,—She had not been
Nor was not to be e(iualVd;~thns your verse

*

Flow’d with her beauty once; ’tis shrewdly
ebb’d.

To say you have seen a bettei.

Oent, Pardon, madam:
The one I have almost forgot;—your pardon;
The other, when she has obtain’d your eye,
Will have your tongue too. This is a creature,
Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal
Of all professors else; make proselytes
Of who she but bid follow.

Paul. How! not women?
Gent. Women will love her, that she is a

woman
More worth than any man; men, that she is

The rarest of all women.
Leon. Go, Cleomenes;

Yourself, assisted with your honour’d fnenus,
Bring them to our embracement.—Still, ’tis

strange,

[Exeunt Cleo., Lords, and Gent.
He thus should steal upon us.

Paul. Had our prince,

—

Jewel of cMldren,—seen tMs hour, he had

^

pair’d

Well with tMs lord: there was not full a month
Between their births. [know’st
Leon. Pr’ythee, no more; cease; thou

He dies to me again when talk’d of: sure,
When I shall see tMs gentleman, thy speeches
Will bring me to consider that wMch may
Unfumish me of reason.—They are come.

Re-enter Cleomenes, with Florizel,
Perdita, and Attendants.

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince;
For she did print your royal father off.

Conceiving you: were I but twenty-one.
Your father’s image is so Mt in you,
His veiy air, that I should call you brother,
As I did Mm, and speak of something \^dly
By us perform’d before. Most dearly welcome:
And you fair princess,—goddess!—O, alas!
I lost a couple that ’tw^ heaven and earth
Might thus have stood, begetting wonder, as
You, gracious couple, do! and then I lost.

—

All mine owai foDy,—the society,

Anuty too, of your brave father, whom,
Though bearing misery, I desire my life

Once more to look on Mm.
Plo. By his command

Have I here touch’d Sicilia, and from him
Give you all greetings that a Mng, at friend,
Can send Ms brother; and, but inSnnity,

—

WMch wits upon worn times,—hath some-
tMng seiz’d

His wish’d abihty, he had Mmself
The lands and waters ’twist your throne and his
Measur’d, to look upon you; whom he loves,

—

He bade m'e say so,—more than all the sceptres,
And those that bear them, living.

Leon. 0 my brother,

—

Good gentlenmn!—^the wrongs I have done
thee stir
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Afreslt mtMn me; aitd these thy offices,

So finely Mud, aie as interpreters [hither.

Of my behind-hand slacfcaessi—Welcome
As In the spring to the earth. And hath he too
Exposed this paragon to the fearftd usage,

—

At least tmgently,—of the dreaded Neptune,
To greet a man not worth her pains, much less

The adventure of her person?
Flo, Good, my lord.

She came from libya.
leon. Where the warlike Smalus,

That noble honour'd lord, is fear'd and lov'd?

Fh, Most royal sir, from thence; from him,
whose daughter

His team proclaim'd his, parting with her:
thence —

A prosperous south wind friendly,—we have
cross’d,

To execute the charge my father gave me.
For visiting your hi^ess: my best train

I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss’d;

Who for Bohemia bend, to signify

Not only my success in Libya, dr.

But my arrival, and my wife's, in safety

Here, where we are.

Leon. The blessed gods
Purge all infection from our air whilst you
Bo climate here! You have a holy faffier,

A graceful gentleman; against whose person.

So sacred as it is, 1 have done sin:

For which the heavens, taMng angry note.

Have left me issueless; and your faffier's

bless'd,

—

As he from heaven merits it,—with you,
Worthy his goodness. What might 1 have been.
Might I a son and daughternow have look'd oji.

Such goodly things as you! i

Enter a Lord.^

Lord. Most noble dr.
That which I shall report will bear no credit.

Were not the proof so ni^ Please you, great
sir,

Bohemia greets you from himself by me;
Besires you to attach his son, who has,

—

His dignity and duty both cast off,

—

Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with
A shepherd's daughter.

Leon. Where's Bohemia? speak.
Lord. Here In your city; I now came from

him:
I speak amazedly; and it becomes
My marvel and my message. To your court
Whiles he was hast'ning,—^in the chase, it

seems,
Of this fair couple,—meets he on the way
The fatherW this seeming lady, and
Her brother, having both their country quitted

With this young prince.

Flo. Camille has betra^d me;
Whose honour, and whose honesty, tm now,
Endur'd aU weathers.

Lord, Lay't so to this charge;

He's with the Mng your father.

Leon. Who? CamiSo?
Lord. CamiHo, sir; 1 spake with him; who

now
Has these poor men in question. Never saw I

Wretches so quake: tbey kneel, they Mss the
earth;

Forswear themselves as often as they speak:
Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them
With divers deaths in death.

Per. 0 mypm father!—
The heaven sets spies upon us, not have
Our contract celebrated.

Leon. You are married?
Flo. We are not, s3i, nor are we like to be;

The stars, I see, will Mss the valleys first:—

The odds for high and low's alike.

Leon. My lord.

Is this the daughter of a Mng?
Flo. She is.

When once she is my wife,

Leon. That once, I see, by your good faffieris

speed,
Will come on very slowly. I am sorry.

Most sorry, you have broken hrom his liMng,
Where you were tied in du^; and as sorry

Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty,
That you might well enjoy her.

Flo, Bear, look up:
Though Fortune, visible an enemy,
Should chase us, with my father, power no jot

Hath she to change our loves.—Beseech you,
sir,

Remember since you ow'd no more to time
Than I do now: with thou^t of such affectums,
Step forth mine advocate; at your request
My father will grant precious things as tzifies.

Leon. Would he do so, Pd beg your predbus
mistress,

Which he counts but a trite.

PauL Sir, my liege.

Your eye hath too nmch youth in't: not a month
’Fore your qpeen died, she was more worth

such grazes

Than what you look on now.
Leon. I thought of her

Even in these looks I made.—^But your petition

[To Flomzel.
Is yet unanswer’d. 1 will to your father:

Your honour not o'erthrown by your desires,

I am friend to them and you: upon which
errand

I now go toward him; therefore, follow me,
And mark what way 1 make. Come, good

my lord. {Exeunt.

Scene XL—The same. B^ore ihe Pahce.

Enter Auidlycus md a Gentleman.

Aut. Beseech you, sir, were you present at

this relation?

I Gent. I was by at the opening of the far-

del, heard the old shepherd deliver the manner
how he found it: whereupon, after a little

amazedness, we were all commanded out of the

chamber; only this, methou^t 1 heard the

shepherd say he found the chud. [it.

Aut. 1 would most gladly know the issue of

1 Gent. Imake a broken delivery of the busi-

ness; but the changes I perceive in the king and
CamiUo were very notes of admiration: they
seemed almost, with staring on one another,

to tear the cases of their eyes; there was speech
in their dumbness, language in their very ges-

ture; they looked as they had heard of a world

ransomed, or one destroyed: a notable passion

of wonder appeared in them; but the wisest be-
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helder, liat knew no more bnt seeing, cotAd

not sty if tie unportance were joy or sorrow;

—

bttt in the extremity of the one, it must needs

be. Here comes a gentleman that happily

knows more.

Enter a Gentleman.

The news, Rogero?
.

2 GmL Hothing but bonfires: the oracle is

fulfilled; the king’s daughter is found: such a

deal of wonder is broken out within this hour

that btlad-makers cannot be able to express it.

:

Here comes the Lady Paulina’s steward: he

can deliYcr you more.

Enter a third Gentleman.

How goes it now, sir? this news, which is

called true, is so kke an old tale that fte verity

of it is in sh:ong suspicion. Has the kiag

his heir?

3 Gmt Most true, if ever truth were preg-

nant by circumstance: that which you_ hear

you’ll swear you see, there is such unity in the

proofs. The mantle of Queen Hennione; her

jewel about the neck of it; the letters of Anti-

gonus, found with it, which they know to be
his character; the majesty of the creature in

resemblance of the mother; the aSection of

nobleness, which nature shows above her breed-
ing; and many other evidences,—proclaim her

with all certainty to be the king’s daughter.

Did you sec the meeting of the two Mn^?
2 Gent. No.

3 Gent. Then have you dost a sight which
was to be seen, cannot be spoken of. There
might you have beheld one joy crown another,

80 and in such manner that it seemed sonow
wept to take leave of Idiem; for their joy waded
in tears. There was casting up of eyes, hold-

ing up of hands, with countenance of such dis-

traction that they were to be known by garment,

not by favour. Our king, being ready to leap

out of himself for joy of his found daughter, as

if that joy were now become a loss, cries, O,
fhp mother, diy mother! then asks Bohemia
forgiveness; then embraces his son-in-law;

then again worries his daughter with chpping
her; now he thanks the old shepherd, which
standsbylike a weather-beaten conduit of many
kings’ reigns. I never heard of such another
encounter, which lames report to follow it, and
undoes description to do it.

2 Gent. Wiiat, pray you, became of Anti-

^nus, that carried hence the child?

3 Gent. Like an old tale still, which will have
matter to rehearse, though credit be asleep,
and not an ear open. He was tom to pieces
with a bear: this avouches the shepherd’s son;
who has not only Ms innocence,—wMch seems
much,—^to just% him, bnt a handkerchief and
rings of his, that Paulina knows.

I Gent What became of his bark and his
followers?

3 Gent Wrecked the same instant of their
miner’s death, and in the view of the shepherd;
so that all the instruments which aided to ex-
pose the child were even then lost when it was
found. But, 0, the noble combat, ’twixt
joy and sorrow, was fought in Paulina! She
had one eye declined for the loss of her hus-

' band, another elevated that the oracle was fnl-

fiUed: she lifted the princess from the earth, and
,

so locfe her in embracing, as if she would pm
her to her heart, that she might no more he in
danger of losing.

I Gent The dignity of this act was worth
the audience of Mngs and prmces; for by such
was it acted.

3 Gent One of the prettiest touches of all,

and that which angled for mine eyes,—caught
the water, though not the fish,—was when, at

the relation of the queen’s death, with the
manner how she came to it,—bravely confessed
and lamented by the Mng,—how attentiveness
wounded Ms daughter; till, from one sign of

dolour to another, she did, with an alas^ I would
fain say, bleed tears; for I am sure my heart
wept blood- Who was most marble there
changed colour; some swooned, all sorrowed:
if all the world could have seen it, the woe had
been universal.

1 Gent Are they returned to the court?

3 Gent. No: the princess hearing of her
mother’s statue, which is in the keeping of
Paulina,—a piece many years in domg, and
now newly performed by that rare Italian

master, Julio Romano, who, had he himself
eternity, and could put breath into his work,
would beguile nature of her custom, so per-
fectly he is her ape: he so near to Eermione
hath done Hennione, that they say one would
speak to her, and stand in hope of answer;

—

thither with all greediness of affection are they
gone; and there they intend to sup.

2 Gent 1 thought she had some great matter
there in hand; for she hath pnvately twice or
thrice a day, ever since the death of Hennione,
visited that removed house. Shall we thither,

and with our company piece the rejoicing?

I Gent Who would be thence that has the
benefit of access? every wink of an eye some
new grace will be bom; our absence makes us
unthrifty to our knowledge. Let’s along.

[Exeunt Gentlemen.
Aut Now, had I not the dash of my former

life in me, would preferment drop on my head.
I brought the old man and Ms son aboard the
prince, told him 1 heard them talk of a fardel,

and I know not what; but he at that time over-
fond of the shepherd’s daughter,—so he then
took her to be,—who began to be much seasick
and himself little better, extremity of weather
continuing, this mystery remained undiscov-
ered. But ’tis all one to me ; for had I been the
finder-out of tMs secret, it would not have
relished among my other discredits. Here
come those I have done good to against my
will, and already appearing in the blossoms of
their fortune.

Enter Shepherd and Clown.

Sh^. Come, boy; I am past more children,
bnt thy sons and dan^ters will be all gentle-
men bora.

CIq. Ton are well met, sir: you denied to

fight with me this other day, because I was no
gentieman horn. See you these clothes? say
you see them not, and think me still no gentle-
man bora: you were best say these robes are
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not gentlemen bom. Give me the He, do; and
|

try whether I am not now a gentleman bom.
[bom.

AuL I know yon are now, sir, a gentleman
do. Ay, and have been so any time these

four hours.
Shep. And so have I, boyl
do. So you have:—but I was a gentleman

bom before my father; for the king's son took
me by the hand and called me brother; and
then the two kings called my father brother;

and then the pnnce, my brother, and the
princess, my sister, called my father father;

and so we wept: and there was the first gentle-

man-like tears that ever we shed.
Shep. We may hve, son, to shed many more.
do. Aji or else 'twere hard luck, being in so

preposterous estate as we are.

Aut. I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon
me all the faults I have committed to your
worship, and to give me your good report to

the prince my master.
Shep. Pr’ythee, son, do; for we must be

gentle, now we are gentlemen.
do. Thou wilt amend thy life?

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worship.
do. Give me thy hand: I will swear to the

prince thou art as honest a true fellow as any
is m Bohemia.

Shep. You may say it, but not swear it.

do. Not swear it, now I am a gentleman?
Let boors and franklins say it, PH swear it.

Shep. How if it be false, son?
do. If it be ne'er so false, a true gentleman

may swear it in the behalf of his friend.—Andm swear to the prince, thou art a tall fellow

of thy hands, and that thou wilt not be drunk;
but I know thou art no tail fellow of thy hands,
and that thou wilt be drank: but I’ll swear it;

and I would thou wouidst be a tall fellow of

thy hands.
Aut. 1 will prove so, sir, to my power.
do. Ay, by any means, prove a tall fellow:

if I do not wonder how thou darest venture to

be drunk, not being a tall fellow, trust me
not.—Hark! the kings and the princes, our
kindred, are going to see the queen’s picture.

Come, foHow us; we’ll be thy good masters.
[Exeunt.

Scene I1L~The same. A Room in

Patilina’s House,

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Per-
DiTA, Camillo, Paulina, Lords, and At-
tendants.

Leon. O grave and good Paulina, the great

comfort
That I have had of thee I

Paul What, sovereign sir,

I did not well, I meant well. AH my services

You have paid home: but that you have vouch-
saf’d, [tracted

With your crown’d brother, and these your con-

Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to visit

It is a surplus of your grace which never
My life may last to answer.

Leon. O, Paulina,
We honour you with trouble:—but we came
To see the statue of our queen: your gallery

Have we pass’d tlirough, not without much con-
tent

In many singularities; but we saw not
That which my daughter came to look upon,
The statue of her mother.

Paul. As she liv’d peerless,

So her dead likeness, I do well believe,

Excels whatever yet you look’d upon,
Or hand of man hath done; therefore I keep it

Lonely, apart. But here it is: prepare

To see the hfe as hvely mock’d as ever [weH.
SUU sleep mock’d death: behold; and say ’tis

[Paulina undraws a curtain, and discovers
Hermione standing as a statue.

I like your silence,—^it the more shows off

Your wonder: but yet speak;—first, you, mj
Hege.

Comes it not something near?
Leon. Her natural posture!

—

Chide me, dear stone, that I may say indeed,
Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art she,

In thy not chidmg; for she was as tender
As infancy and grace.—But yet, Paulina,

Hermione was not so much wrinkled; nothing
So aged, as this seems.

Pol. 0, not by much.
Paul. So much the more our carver’s excel-

lence; [her

Which lets go by some sixteen years, and makes
As she Hv’d now.

Leon. As now she might have done,
So much to my good comfort, as it is

Now piercing to my soul. 0, thus she stood,

Even with such life of majesty,—warm life,

As now it coldly stands,—when first I woo’d
her!

I am asham’d: does not the stone rebuke me
For bemg more stone than it?—0 royal piece,

There’s magic m thy majesty; which has
My evils conjur’d to remembrance; and
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits,

Standing like stone with thee!

Per. And give me leave;
And do not say ’tis superstition, that

I kneel, and then implore her blessing.—Lady,
Dear queen, that ended when I but began.
Give me that hand of yours to kiss.

Paul. O, patience!
The statue is but newly fix’d, the colour’s

Not dry. [on.

Cam. My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid

Which sixteen winters cannot blow away.
So many summers dry: scarce any joy
Did ever so long live; no sorrow
But kill’d itself much sooner.

Pol. Dear my brother,
Let him that was the cause of this have power
To take off so much grief from you as he
Will piece up in himself.

Paul. Indeed, my lord,

If I had thought the sight of my poor image
Would thus have wrought you,—for the stone

is mine,

—

I’d not have show’d it.

Leon. Do not draw the curtain.

Paul. No longer shall you gaze on’t; lest

your fancy
May think anon it moves.

Leon. Let be, let be.

—

Would Iwere dead,butihat, methinfcs,already—
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Whtt was he that did make it?—See, my lord,

Would you not deem it hrcith’d? and that

those veins

Bid verily bear blood?

?o?. Masterly done:

The very life seems warm upon her lip.

Leon. The fixture of her eye has motion in’t.

As we are mock’d with art.

Pml ru draw the curtain;

My lord’s almost so far transported that

He’ll think anon it Eves.

Leon. 0 sweet Paulina,

Make me to think so twenty years together!

Ho settled senses of the world can match
The pkasure of that madness. Let’s alone.

Fmd, 1 am sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr’d

you: bat

I could afflict you further.

Leon. Do, Paulina;

For this affliction has a taste as sweet

As any cordial comfort.—Still, methinks,

There is an air comes from her: what fine

chisel [me,

Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock
For I will loss her!

PmiL Good my lord, forbear:

The ruddmess upon her Up is wet;

You’U mar it if you kiss it; stain your own
With oily paintmg. ShaE I draw the curtain?

Leon. Ho, not these twenty years.

Per. So long could I

Stand by, a looker on.

Paul. Either forbear,

Quit presently the chapel, or resolve you
For more amazement. If you can beholdm make the statue move indeed, descend
And take you by the hand: but then you’ll

thtnk,—
Which I protest against,—I am assisted

By wicked powers.

Leon. What you can make her do

I am content to look on: what to speak.

I am content to hear; for ’tis as easy

To make her speak as move.
Paul It is requir’d

You do awake your faith. Then ail stand still;

Or those that think it is unlawful business

I am about, let them depart.

Leon. Proceed:

Ho foot shaU stir.

Paul Music, awake her: strike!—[Music.

’Tis time; descend; be stone no more; approach;

Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come;
I’E fin your grave up; stir; nay, come away:
Bequeath to death your numbness, for from

btm
Bear life redeems you.—You perceive she

stirs:

[Hbrmione comes dotm from the pedestal
Start not; her actions shall be qs holy as
You hear my spell is lawful: do not shun her
Until you see her die again; for then
YouM her double. Nay, present your hand:
When she was young you woo’d her; now in age
Is she become the suitor, I

! Leon. 0, she’s warm! [Embracing her.

If this be ma^c, let it be an art

Lawful as eating.

Pol She embraces him.

Cam. She hangs about his neck;

If she pertain to life, let her speak too.

Pol. Ay, and make’t manifest where she
has Ev’d,

Or how stol’n from the dead.

Paul That she is living,

Were it hut told you, should be hooted at

Like an old tale; but it appears she lives,

Though yet she speak not, Mark a Ettle

while.

—

Please you to interpose, fair madam: kneel,

And pray your mother’s blessing.—Turn, good
lady;

Our Perdita is found.

[Presenting Per., who kneels to Her.
Her. You gods, look down,

And from your sacred vials pour your graces

Upon my daughter’s head!—Tell me, mine own,
Where hast thou been preserv’d? where liv’d?

how found?
Thy father’s court? for thou shalt hear that

Knowing by Paulina that the oracle

Gave hope thou wast m being,—have preserv’u
MyseE to see the issue.

Paul There’s time enough for that;

Lest they desire, upon this push, to trouble
Your joys with like relation.—Go together,

You precious winners all; your exultation

Partake to every one. I, an old turtle,

Will wingme to some wither’d bough, and there
My mate, that’s never to be found again,

Lament tidl I am lost.

Leon. 0 peace, PauEnal
Thou shouldst a husband take by my consent,
As I by thme a wife: this is a match,
And made between’st by vows. Thou hast

found mine;
But how, is to be question’d; for I saw her,
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, said

many
A prayer upon her grave. I’ll not seek far,—
For him, I partly know his mmd,—to fmd thee
An honourable husband.—Come, CaitdUo,
And take her by the hand, whose worth and

honesty
Is richly noted, and here justified

By us, a pair of kings.—Let’s from this place.—
What! look upon my brother:—both your

pardons,

That e’er I put between yonr holy looks
My El suspicion.—This your son-in-law,
And son unto the king,—whom heavens

directing,

Is troth-plight to your daughter.—Good
Paulina,

Lead us from hence; where we may leisurely

Each one demand, and answer to his part
Perform’d in this wide gap of time, since first

We were dissever’d: hastily lead away!
[Exeunt
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A Courtezan.

Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants.

Scene,™

ACT 1.

Scene I.—A Hall in the Duke’s Palace.

Enter Duke, ABgeon, Gaoler, Officers, and
other Attendants.

AEge. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall.

And, by the doom of death, end woes and all.

Duke. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more
I am not partial to infringe our laws:
The enmity and discord which of late
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,

—

Who, wanting ^‘Iders to redeem their liires.

Have sealed Ms rigorous statutes with their

bloods,

—

Excludes all pity from our threat’ning looks.
For, since the mortal and intestine jars
’Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us,
It hath in solemn synods been decreed,

Ephesus.

Both by the Syracusans and ourselves,

To admit no traffic to our adverse towns:
Nay, more,
If any bom at Ephesus be seen
At any Syracusan marts and fairs,

—

Again, if any Syracusan bom
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies,

His goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose;

Unless a thousand marks be levied,

To quit the penalty and to ransom him.

—

Thy substance, valued at the highest rate.

Cannot amoimt unto a hundred marks:
Therefore, by law thou art condemn’d to die.

JEge. Yet this my comfort,—when your
words are done,

My woes end likewise with the evening sun.

Duke. Well, Syracusan, say, in brief, the

cause
Why thou departedst from thy native home,
And for what cause thou cam’st to Ephesus.
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A lieivier Usk could not have been
impos’d

Tban I to speak my griefs tanspeaktble!

Yet, that the world may witness that my end

'

Was wrought by nature, not by vile oSence,
|

ra utter what my sorrow gives me leave.

In Syrtcusa was I bom; and wed
tJnto a woman, happy but for me,

And by me too, had not oar hap been bad.
{

With her I liv’d m joy; our wealth increas’d

By prosperous voyages I often made
To Epdanmum, till my factor’s death,

And he,—great care of goods at random left,— |

Brew me from Mnd embraccments of my
spouse:

,

From whom my absence was not six months

Before herself,—almost at faintmg tinder

The pleasing punishment that women bear,—

Had made provision for her following me,

And soon and safe arrived where I was.

There she had not been long but she became

A joyful mo&er of two goodly sons;

And, which was strange, the one so like the

other

As could not be distmguish’d but by names.

That very hour, and in the self-same inn,

A poor mean woman was dehvered

Of such a burden, male twins, both alike:

Those,—fortheirpareatsweieexceedingpoor,

—

I bou^t, and brought up to attend my sons.

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys.

Made didy motions for our home return:

Unwilling I agreed; alas, too soonl

We came aboard:

A league from Epidamnum had we sail’d

Before the tlways-wmd-obeymg deep
Gave any tragic instance of our harm;
But longer did we not retain much hope

:

For what obscured light the heavens did grant

Bid but convey unto our fearful minds
A doubtful warrant of immediate death;

Which, though myself would gladly have em-
brac’d,

Yet the incessant weepings of my wife.

Weeping before for what she saw must come,

And piteous plainings of the iiretty babes,

That mourn’d for fashion, ignorant what to

fear,

Forc’d me to seek delays for them and me.
And this it was,—for other means was none.—
The sailors sought for safety by our boat

And leftthe ship, then sinking-npe, to us:

My wife, more careful for the latter-bom,

Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast,

Such as sea-fanng men provide for storms:
To him one of the other twins was bound,
Whilst I had been like heedful of the other.

The children thus dispos’d, my wife and I,

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d.

Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast;
And fi,OBtuig straight, obedient to tiie sfteam,
Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought,

At length the stm, gazing upon the earth,

Dispers’d those vapours that offended us;
And, by the benefit of Ms wish’d light,

The seas wax’d calm, and we discovered
Two sMps from far making amain to us,—
Of Corinth that, of Epidauras this:

But ere they came,—D, let mo say no morel-
Gather the sequel by that went before.

Ihike. Nay; forward, old man, do not break
of so;

For we may pity, though not pardon thee.
JSge. 0, had the gods done so, I had not now

Wortih^y term’d them merciless to usl

For, ere the ships could meet by twice five
leagues,

We were encoimter’d by a mighty rock.
Which being violently borne upon,
Our helpful ship was sphtted in the midst;
So that, m this unjust divorce of us.

Fortune had left to both of us alike

What to dehght in, what to sorrow for.

Her part, poor souil seeming as burdened
With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe,
Was carried with more speed before Che wind;
And in our sight they three were taken up
By fidiermen of Connth, as we thought.

At length another ship had seiz’d on us;
And, knowmg whom it was their hap to save,
Gave helpful welcome to their shipwreck’d

guests;

And would have reft the fishers of their prey.
Had not their bark been very slow of sail,

And therefore homeward did they bend their
course.—

Thus have you heard me sever’d from my bUss;
That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d,

To tell sad stories ofmy own mishaps.
Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sor-

rowest for,

Bo me the favour to dilate at full

What hath befali’n of them and thee till now.
Mge. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest

At eighteen years became inquisitive [care,

After Ms brother, and importun’d me
That Ms attendant,—for Ms case was like,

Eeft of Ms brother, but retain’d Ms name,—
Might bearMm company in the guest of hdm:
Whom whilst I labour’d of a love to see,

I hazarded the loss of whom I lov’d.

Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece,
Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia,
And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus;
Hopeless to find, yet loath to leave unsou^t
Or that of any place that harbours men.
But here must end the story of my life;

And happy were I in my timely death,
Could allmy travels warrant me they live.

Ihike. Hapless .®geon, whom the fates have
mark’d

To bear the extremity of dire mishap I

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws,
Against my crown, my oath, my digmty,
WMch princes, would they, may not disannul,
My soul should sue as advocate for thee.
But though thou art adjudged to the death.
And passed sentence may not be recall’d

But to our honour’s great disparagement.
Yet will I favour thee in what I can:
Therefore, merchant, I’U limit thee tMa day
To seek thy help by beneficial help

:

Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus:
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum.
And live; if not, then thou art doom’d to die.

—

Gaoler, takeMm to thy custody.
Gaol. I will, my lord.

.£ae. Hopeless and helpless doth iEgeon
wend.

But to procrastinate Ms lifeless end, [Exeunt.
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Scene II.

—

jil public Place,

Enter Antipholus and Dromio of
Syracuse, and a Merchant.

Mer, Therefore, give out you are of Epi-
damnuin,

lest that your goods too soon be confiscate.

This very day a Syracusan merchant
Is apprehended for amvai here;

And, not being able to buy out his hfe,

According to the statute of the town.

Dies ere the weary sun set in the west.—
There is your money that I had to keep.

Ani. S, Go bear it to the Centaur, where
we host.

And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee.

Within this hour it will be dinner-tinie:

TiH that, I’ll view the manners of the town.
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings.

And then return and sleep within mine mn;
For with long travel I am stiff and weary.

—

Get thee away.
Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your

word
And go indeed, having so good a mean.

[Exit Dromio S
Ant S, A trusty villain, sir, that very oft.

When I am dull with care and melancholy,

Lightens my humour with his merry jests.

What, will you walk with me about the town,

And then go to my inn and dine with me?
Mer. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants,

Of whom I hope to make much benefit:

I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o’clock.

Please you, I’ll meet with you upon the mart.

And afterwards consort you until bed-time:

My present busmess calls me from you now.
Ant S. Farewell till then: I will go lose

myself,

And wander up and down to view the city.

Mer, Sir, I commend you to your own con-

tent.

[Exit Merchant.
Ant S. He that commends me to mine own

content,

Commends me to the thing I cannot get.

I to the world am like a drop of water
That in the ocean seeks another drop;

Who, failing there to find his fellow forth,

Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself:

So I, to find a mother and a brother,

In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself.

Enter Dromio of Ephesus.

Here comes the almanac of my true date.—
What now? How chance thou art return’d so

soon?
Dro. E. Return’d so soon! rather approach’d

too late:

The capon bums, the pig falls from the spit,

The clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell—
My mistress made it one upon my cheek:
She is so hot because the meat is cold;

The meat is cold because you come not home;
You come not home because you have no

stomach;
Ycru have no stomach, having broke your fast;

JBut we, that know what ’tts to fast and pray.

Are penitent for your default to-day.

Ant S. Stop—in your wind, sir; tell me this,

I pray;

Where have you left the money that I gave you?
Dro. E. 0,—sixpence that I had o’Wednes-

day last

To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper;

—

The saddler had it, sir, I kept it not
Ant. 5 I am not in a sportive humour now:

Tell me, and dally not, where is the money?
We being strangers here, how dar’st thou trust

So great a charge from thine own custody?
Dro E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at

dinner:
I from my mistress come to you in post:
if I return, I shall be post indeed;
For she will score your fault upon my pate.

Methinks your maw, like mme, should be your
clock,

And stnke you home without a messenger.
Ani. S. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are

out of season;
Reserve them till a merrier hour than this.

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee?

Dro. E. To me, sir? why, you gave no gold
to me!

Ant. S. Come on, sir knave; have done your
foolishness.

And tell me how thou hast dispos’d thy charge.

Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you from
the mart

Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner:
My mistress and her sister stay for you.
Ant S. Now, as I am a Christian, answer me

In what safe place you have bestow’d my
money:

Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours,
That stands on tricks when I am undispo&’d;
Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me?

Dro. E. I have some marks of yours upon my
pate,

Some of my mistress’ marks uponmy shoulders,
But not a thousand marks bettveen you both.—
If I should pay your worship those again,

Perchance you will not bear them patiently.

Ant S. Thy mistress’ marks! what mistress,
slave, hast thou?

Dro. E. Your worship’s wife, my mistress at

the Phoenix;
She that doth fast till you come home to dinner,
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner.

Ant S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto
my face,

Being forbid? There, take you that, sir knave.
Dro. E. What mean you, sir? for God’s sake,

hold your hands:
Nay, an you will not, sur. I’ll take my heels.

[Exit Dromio E.

Ant S. Upon my hfe, by some device ox
other,

The villain is o’er-raught of all my money.
They say this town is full of cozenage;
As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye,

Dark-working sorcerers that change the mind,
Soul-kilhng witches tliat deform the body,
Disgmsed cheaters, prating mountebanks,
And many such-like liberties of sin:

If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner.

PU to the Centaur, to go seek this slave:

I greatly fear my money is not safe. [Exit
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ACT 11.

SCEKE I.—A public Phce.

Enter Abeiaka and Luciaixa.

Mr, Ifmtlier xny Imsband nor tbe slave re>

tam’d,
Tltat in such haste I sent to seek Ms master!
Sore, X-nciatta, it is two o’clock, [him,

iwc. Perhaps some merchant hath invited

Add &om the mart he’s somewhere gone to

dinner.

Good ^ster, let ns dine, and never tret:

A man is master of Ms liberty;

Time is their master; and, when they see time,

They’H go or come. If so, be patient, sister.

Luc, Spake he so dottbtfiiHy thoa coiddst not
fee! Ms meaning?

Dro. E, STay, he struck so plainly I cotild too
wcU feel Ms blows; and withal so doubtfully
that 1 could scarce understand them.

Adr. But say, I pr’ythee, is he coming home?
It seems he hath great care to please his wife.
Dro. E, Why, mistress, sure my master is

hom-mad.
Adr. Hom-mad, thou villain?

i>ro. E. 1 mean not cuckold«mad: but. sure
he’s stark-mad.

*

When I desir’d him to come home to dinner.
He ask’d me for a thousand marks in gold:
*Tis dmtm-time. ouoth I; My gold, ouoth he«

Air. then hbertr than oro he wmsou comelame? geothljJIf^^yW, quottto:

Luc. their bneinese stffl Hes iut <>!

Adr Look when I serve him so he takes it ^^9

>

•pxoth I, is brnn^d, My gold, quoth he:Jiar, vnen i serve mm so, ae takes it
distress, sir, quoth I; Bang up thy mistressi

Luc. O, know he ie the bridle of ytmr trill.
^

Adr. There’s nose but esses mU be bridled
mster:

hesdsrion* Ebert, is lesb’d'^fS

I thank hrm, 1 bare home upon my shoulders;
Por, in conclusion, he did beat me there.

Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch
him home. [home?

Dro. E. Go back again! and be new beaten
For God’s sake, send some other messenger.
Adr. Back, slave, or X will break thy pate

across. [other beating;
Dro. E. And he will bless that cross with

Between you I shall have a holy head.
Adr. Hence, prating peasant; fetch thy

master home. _ [me,
Dro. E. Am 1 so round with you, as you with

That like a football you do spurn me thus?
You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me

Mther:
If I last in tMs service you must case me in

leather. [£xif.
Luc, Fie, how impatience low’reth in your

face!

Adr. His companymust do Ms minions grace.
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look.
Hath homely age the alluring beauty took
From my poor cheek? then he hath wasted it;

There’s notimig atuate under heaven’s eye
But hath Ms bound in earth, in sea, in skr:
The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls,

Are their inales’ subject, and at their control;
Men, more divine, the masters of all these,
lords of the wide world and wild wat’ry seas,

Indued with intellectual sense and souls

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls,

Are masters to their females, and their lords;
Then let your wifi attend on taeir accords.
Adr. This servitude makes you to keep un-

wed. [bed.
Luc. Hot thn^ but troubles of the marriage-
Adr. But, were you wedded, you would bear

some sway.
Ittc. Ere I leam love, FU practise to obey.
Adr. How if your husband start some other

where?
Aue. HU he come home again 1 would for-

bear.

Adr. Patience tmmov’d, no marvel though
she pause:

They can be meek that have no other cause.
A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity,

We bid be quiet when we hear it cry; .^ . v --

But were we burden’d with like weight of pain, ^ barren my wit?

As much, or more, we should ourselves com- S^ ^
® and sh^ discourse be marr’d,

plain: fthee
t^xikmdness blunts it more than marble bard:

So thou, that hast no unMnd mate to gdevi 2® vestments Ms affections bait?

With urging helpless patience wouldst relieve 52“ ® ® master of my state:

me: What rums are m me that can be found
But if thou live to see Kke right bereft, 5? hini not ruin’d? then is he the ground
This fool-begg’d patience in thee wUl be left defeataresimy decayed fair

Luc, WeU, I wiU marry one day, bnt to ® would soon repair;

Here comes your man, now is your husband j*
too ui^y deer, he breaks the pale

nigh. feeds from home; poor I am but Ms stale.

fl«.r DROMfook B.HBSBS.
jdr. Sa:^ is your tar^master now at hand? Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs

I know Ms eye doth homage otherwhere;
y witneM, Or else what lets it but he would be here?

Adr. Say, did^ thou speakwithMm? know’st Sister, you know he promis’d me a chain;—
thouhisi^p Would that alone, alone he would detain,

mine So he wonld keep fair quarter with Ms bed!
Beshrew his hand, I scarce could under- I see the jewel best enamelled

i
Will lose his beauty; and though gold ’bides still
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Tliat otJiers touch, yet often touching will

Wear gold; and so no man that hath a name
But falsehood and corruption doth it shame.
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye,

HI weep what’s left away, and, weeping, die.

Luc, How many fond fools serve mad
jealousy! [Exeunt.

Scene IL—The same.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse.

Ant. S. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up
Safe at the Centaur; and the heedful slave

Is wander’d forth in care to seek me -out.

By computation and mine host’s report

I could not speak with Dromio since at first

I senthim from the mart. See, here he comes.

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

How now, sirl is your merry humour alter’d?

As you love strokes, so jest with me again.

You know no Centaur? you receiv’d no gold?

Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner?

My house was at the Phoenix? Wast thou mad,
That thus so madly thou didst answer me?

Dro. S. What answer, sir? when spake I such
a word?

Ant. S. Even now, even here, not half-an-

hour since.

Dro. 5. I did not see you smce you sent me
hence,

Home to the Centaur with the gold you gave me.
Ant. S. Villain, thou didst deny the gold’s

receipt;

And told’st me of a mistress and a dinner;

For which, Xhope, thou felt’st 1 was displeas’d.

Dro. iS. I am glad to see you in this merry
vem: [me.

What means this jest? I pray you, master, tell

Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me m
the teeth?

Think’st thou I jest? Hold, take thou that,

and that. [Beafmg Mm.
Dro, S. Hold, sir, for God’s sake; now

your jest is earnest:

Upon what bargain do you give it me?
Ant. S. Because that 1 familiarly sometimes

Do use you for my fool, and chat with you,
Your sauciness will jest upon my love.

And make a common of my serious hours.

When tho sun shines let foolish gnats make
sport,

But creepm crannies when he hides his beams.
If you will jest with me, know my aspect,

And fashion your demeanour to my looks,

Or I will beat this method in your sconce.

Dro. S. Sconce, call you it? so you would
leave battering, I had rather have it a head; an
you use these blows long, I must get a sconce

for my head, and ensconce it too; or else I

slmll seek my wit in my shoulders.—But, I

pray sir, why am I beaten?
Ant. S. Dost thou not know?
Dro. S. Nothing, sir; but that I am beaten.

Ant, S, Shall I tell you why?
Dro. S. Ay, sir, and wherefore; for, they say,

every why hath a wherefore,—
Ant S. Why, first,—for flouting me; and

then, wherefore,
For urging it the second time to me.

Dro S. Was there ever any man thus beatea
out of season.

When in the why and the wherefore is neither
rhyme nor reason?

—

Well, sir, I thank you.
Ant. S. Thank me, sir! for what?
Dro. S. Marry, sir, for this something that

you gave me for nothing.
Ant S. I’ll make you amends next, to give

you nothing for something.—But say, sir, is it,

dinner-time? [that I have.
Dro. S. No, sir; I think the meat wants
Ant S. In good time, sir, what’s that?
Dro. S. Basting.

Ant. S. Well, sir, then ’twill be dry.
Dro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you eat none of iL
Ant S. Your reason?
Dro. S. Lest it make you choleric, and pur-

chase me another dry basting.

Ant S. WeH, sir, leam to jest in good time;
There’s a time for all things.

Dro. S. I durst have demed that before you
were so choleric.

Ant S. By what rule, sir?

Dro. S, Marry, sir, by a rule as pl^ as the
plain bald pate of Father Time himself.

Ant S. Let’s hear it.

Dro. S. There’s no time for a man to re-
cover his hair, that grows bald by nature.
Ant S. May he not do it by fine and recovery?
Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and

recover the lost hair of another man.
Ant. S. Why is Time such a niggard of hair,

being, as it is, so plentiful an excrement?
Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that he be-

stows on beasts: and what he hath scanted
men in hair he hath given them in wit.

Ant. S. Why, but there’s many a man hath
more hair than wit

Dro. S. Not a man of those but he hath the
wit to lose his hair.

Ant. S. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men
plam dealers without wit.

Dro. S. The plainer dealer the sooner lost;

yet he loseth it in a kmd of jollity.

Ant. S. For what reason?
Dro. S. For two; and sound ones too.

Ant. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you.

Dro. S. Sure ones, then.

Ant. S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing.

Dro, iS. Certain ones, then.

Ant. S. Name them.
Dro. S. The one, to save the money that he

spends in tiring; the other, that at dinner they

should not drop in his porridge.

Ant. S. You would all this time have proved

there is no time for all things.

Dro. S. Marry, and did, sir; namely, no
time to recover hair lost by nature.

Ant S. But your reason was not substantial

why thero is no time to recover.

Dro. S. Thus I mend it: Time himself is

bald, and, therefore, to the world’s end will

have bald followers.

Ant. S. I knew ’twould be a bald conclusion:

But, soft! who wafts us yonder?

Enter Adriana and Luciana.

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange and
frown;
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Some other unstress hffth thy sweet aspects : - But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt.
I &m not Adriana, nor thy wife. fvow

|

Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine:

The time was, once, when thou tiinirg’d wouldst > Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine,

That never words were nmsac to thine ear, Whose weakness, married to thy stronger state.

That never object pleasing m thine eye. Makes me with thy strength to communicate:
That never touch well welcome to thy hand, ! If aught possess thee from me, it is dross.

That never meat sweet-savourid in thy taste,
|

Usurping ivy, bner, or idle moss;
Unless I spake, look’d, touch’d, or carv’d to

|
Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion

thee.
I

Infect thy sap, and hve on thy confusion.

How comes it now, my husband, oh, how Ant. S. To me she speaks; she moves me
comes it, for her theme:

That thou are then estranged from thyself? What, was I married to her in my dreams?
Thyself I call it, being strange to me, Or sleep I now, and think I hear all this?

That, uadividable, incorporate, What error drives our eyes and ears amiss?
Am. better than tiiy dear seifs better part. Until I know this sure uncertainty

Ah, do not tear away thy seif from me; I’ll entertain the offer’d fallacy.

For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall Luc. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for
A drop of water in the breaking gulf, dinner. [sinner.
And unmingled thence that drop again, Dro. S. O for my heads! I cross me for a
Without addmon or diminishing,

As take from me thyself, and notme too.

How dearly would it touch thee to the Quick

Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious.

And that tos body, consecrate to thee.

By rafGian lust should he contaminate!

Wouldst thou not spit at me, and spurn at me,
And hurl the name of husband in my face.

And tear the stain’d skm off my harlot brow.
And from my false hand cut the wedding-nng,
And break it with a deep-divorcing vow?
I know thou canst; and, therefore, see thou

do It.

I am possess’d with an adulterate blot;

My blood is mingled with the cnme of lust:

For if‘we two he one, and thou play false,

I do digest the poison of thy flesh,

Being stmmpeted by thy contagion. [bed;
Keep then fair league and truce with thy true
I Eve dis'Stain’d, thou undishonoured.

Ant. S. Plead you to me, fair dame? I
know you not;

In Ephesus I am but two hours old,

As strange unto yourtownasto your talk;

Who, every word by aE my wit being scann’d,
Waat wit in all one word to understand.

X«c. Fie, brother! how the world is chang’d
with you:

When were you wont to use my sister thus?
She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner.

Ani. S. By Dromio?
Dto. S. By me?
Adr. By thee; and this ihou didst return

from him,—

-

That he did buffet thee, and in his blows
Demed my house for his, me for his wife.

Ani. S. Did you converse, sir, with this
gentlewoman?

What is the course and drift of your compact'^’
Dro. S. I, sir? I never saw her till this time.
Ant, S. VElaia, thou best; for even her

This is the fairy land;—0 spite of spites!

We talk with gobUns, owls, and elvish sprites;
1 If we obey them not, this will ensue, [blue,

j

They’U suck our breath, or pinch us black and

I

Luc. Why prat’st thou to thyself, and an-
swer’st not? [sot!

I
Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou

! Dto. S. I am transformed, master, am not I?

I
Ant. S, I think thou art, in mind, and so am I.

I

Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind and in
» my shape.

I

Ant. S. Thou hast thine own form.

!
jDto. S. No, I am an ape.

i Luc. If thou art chang’d to aught, ’tis to an
ass. [for grass.

Dto. S. ’Tis true; she rides me, and I long
’Tis so, I am an ass; else it could never be
But I should know her as well as she knows me.
Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool.

To put the finger in the eye and weep,
Whilst man and master laugh my woes to

scorn.— [gate:—
Come, sir, to dinner;—Dromio, keep the
Husbahd, I’ll dine above with you to-day,

I

And shnve you of a thousand idle pranks;—
i Sirrah, if any ask you for your master,
! Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter.—
Come, sister:—Dromio, play the porter well.
Ant. S. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell?

Sleepmg or waking? mad, or weU advis’d?
Known unto these, and to myself disguis’d?
I’ll say as they say, and pers^ver so,
And in this mist at all adventures go.
Dro. S. Master, shall I be porter at the gate?
Adr. Ay; and let none enter, lest I break

your pate.
Luc. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too

{Exeunt.

ACT III.

very words
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart.

Dro, S. I never spake with her m all my life,

inf. S, How can she thus, then, call us by

Scene I.—The same.

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus, Dromio op
Ephesus, Angelo, and Balthazar.

_
our names,

Unless it be by inspiration?
Adr. How lU agreesit withyour gravity

To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave,
Abetting him to thwartme in my mood

!

Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt,

Ant.E. Good Signior Angelo, you must
excuse us all.

My wife is shrewish when I keep not hours:
Say that I linger’d with you at your shop
To see the making of her carcanet,
And that to-morrow you will bring it home.
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Btit here’s a villain that wotild face me down.
He met me on the mart; and that I beat him,
And charg’d him with a thousand marksm gold

And that I did deny my wife and house:—
Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean

by this?

Dto. E. Say what you will, sir, but I know
what I know:

That you beat me at the mart I have your
hand to show:

If the skin were parchment, and the blows you
gave were mk, [think.

Your own handwriting would tell you what I

Ant E. I think thou art an ass.

Dto. E. Marry, so it doth appear

By the wrongs I suffer and the blows I bear.

I should kick, being kick’d; and, being at that
pass, ' [an ass.

You would keep from my heels, and beware of

Ant E. You are sad, Signior Balthazar,

pray God, our cheer [come here.

May answer my good-will and your good wel-

Bah I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and
your welcome dear.

Ant E. 0, Signior Balthazar, either at

flesh or fish,

A table full of welcome makes scarce one
dainty dish.

Bat Good meat, sir, is common; that every
churl affords.

Ant E. And welcome more common; for

that’s nothing but words.
Bat Small cheer and great welcome makes

a merry feast. [sparing guest.

Ant E. Ay, to a niggardly host and more
But though my cates be mean, take them in

good part; [heart
Better cheer may you have, but not with better

But, soft; my door is lock’d: go bid them let

us in. [GiUian, Jen!
Dto. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely,

Dro. S. [Within 3 Mome, malt-horse, capon,
coxcomb, idiot, patch!

Either get thee from the door or sit down at

the hatch:

Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call’st

for such store, [the door.

When one is one too many? Go, get thee from
Dro> E. What patch is made our porter?

My master stays in the street.

Dro. S. Let him walk from whence he came,
lest he catch cold on’s feet.

Ant E. Who talks within there? ho, open
the door.

Dro. S. Right, sir, I’ll tell you when an
you’ll tell me wherefore..

Ant. B. Wherefore! for my dinner; I have
not dined to-day.

Dro. S. Nor to-day here you must not;

come again when you may.
Ant E. What art thou that fceep’st me out

from the house I owe?
Dro. S. The porter for this time, sir, and

my name is Dromio.
Dro.B. 0 villain, thou hast stolen both

mine office and my name; [blame.

The one ne’er got me credit, the other mickle
If thou hadst been Dromio to-daym my place.

Thou wouldst have chang’d thy face for a name,
or thy name for an ass.

Luce. [ Wifhin.] What a coil is there! Dromio,
who are those at the gate?

Dro. E. Let my master in, Luce.
Luce. Faith, no; he comes too late;

And so tell your master.
Dro. E. O Lord, I must laugh;—

Have at you with a proverb.—Shall I set in
my staff?

Luce. Have at you with another: that’s,

—

When? can you tell?

Dro. S. If thy name be called Luce,—Luce,
thou hast answer’d him well.

Ant E. Do you hear, you minion? you’ll

let us in, I hope?
Luce. 1 though to have ask’d you.
Dro. S. And you said no.

Dro. E. So, come, help: well struck; there
was blow for blow.

Ant E. Thou baggage, let me m.
Luce. Can you tell for whose sake?
Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard.
Luce. Let him knock till it ache.

Ant E. You’ll cry for this, minion, if I beat
the door down.

Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of

stocks in the town?
Adr. [WitAm.] Who is that at the door, that

keeps all this noise?
Dro. S. By my troth, your town is troubled

with unruly boys.
Ant.E. Are you there, wife? you might

have come before. [the door.

Adr. Your wife, sir knave! go, get you from
Dro.E. If you went in pain, master, this

knave would go sore.

Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome;
we would fain have either.

Bat In debating which was best, we shall

part with neither.

Dro. E. They stand at the door, master; bid
them welcome hither.

Ant E. There is somethingm the wind, that

we cannot get in.

Dro. E. You would say so, master, if your
garments were thin.

Your cake here is warm within; you stand here
mthe cold;

It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so
bought and sold.

Ant.E. Go, fetch me somthing, I’ll break
ope the gate.

Dro. S. Break any breaking here, and I’ll

break your knave’s pate.

Dro. E. A man may break a word with you,
sir; and words are but wind,

Ay, and break it in your face, So he break it

not behind.
Dro. S. It seems thou wantest breaMng; out

upon thee, hind!
Dro. E. Here’s too much out upon thee: I

pray thee, let me in.

Dro. S. Ay, when fowls have no feathers

and fish have no fin.

Ant E. Well, I’ll break in; go borrow me
a crow.

Dro. E. A crow without a feather; master,

mean you so? [a feather;

For a fish without a fin there’s a fowl without

If a crow help us in, sirrah, we’ll pluck a crow
together.
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Ani, M. Oo, get thee gone; fetch me an iron Shame hath a hastard-fame, well managed;

crow, B1 deeds are doubled with an evil word.
Sd, Ha?e imtience, sir: 0, let it not be so:

Herein you war agamst your reputation.

And draw within the compass of suspect

The unTiokted honour of your wife.

Once ffis,—your long escponence ofher wisdom
Her sober virtue, years, and modesty,
Plead on her paat some cause to you unknown;
And doubt not, but she will well excuse

Whyat this time the dooi^ are made against you.

Be rul’d by me; depart in patience,

And let us to the Tiger aH to dinnner:

And* about evening, come yourself alone,

^

To know the reason of this strange restraint

If by strong hand you offer to break in,

How in the stirring i^sage of the day,

A vulgar comment be made of it;

And &at supposed by the common rout

Agamst your yet ungaHed estimation.

That may with foul intrusion enter in,

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead:

Por slander Uves upon succession,

For ever hous’d where it once gets possession.

AntE. You have prevail’d. I will depart

in quiet,

And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry.

I know a wench of excellent discourse,—
Ihetty and witty; wild, and yet, too, gentle;—
There will we dine: this woman that I mean,
My wife,—but, I protest, without desert,

—

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal;

To her will we to dinners—Get you home
And fetch the chain: by this, I know, ’tis made:
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine;

Forthere’s the house; that chain will Ibestow,—
Be it for nothing but to spite my wife,—
Upon mine hostess there: good sir, make haste;

Snce mine own doors refuse to entertain me,m knock elsewhere, to see if they’ll disdmn
me. [hence.

Ang. I’ll meet you at that place some hour
inf. B. Bo so; this jest sh^ cost me some

expense. [Exemt,

Scene II.—The same.

Enter Luciana and Aittipholtis of
Syracuse.

Tire. And may it be that you have quite for-

got

A husband’s office? Shall, Antipholus, hate,

Even in the s^ng of love, thy love-springs rot?

Shall love, in buHding, grow so ruinate?
if you did wed my sister for her wealth,

The, for her wealth’s sake, use her with
more Hndness:

Or, if you hke elsewhere, do it by stealth;

Muffle your false love with some show of

blindness;
Let not my sister read it in youx eye;

Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator;
j

look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty;

Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger:
Bear a fairpresence though yourheartbetainted;
Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint;

Be secret-false; what need she be acquainted?
What simple thief brags of his own attaint?

*Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed
And let her read it in thy looks at board;—

!

Alas, poor woman! make us but believe,

Being compact of credit, that you love us;
Though others havethe arm, showusthe sleeve;
We in your motion turn, and you may move

us.

Then, gentle brother, get you in again;
1 Comfortmy sister, cheer her, call her wife:
’Tis holy sport to be a little vain [strife.

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers
Ant. S. Sweet mistress,—what your name is

else, I know not.

Nor by what wonder do you hit on mine,

—

Less, in your knowledge and your grace, you
show not

[ divine.
Than our earth’s wonder; more than earth

Teach me, dear creature, how to think and
speak;

Lay open to my earthly gross conceit,

Smo^erid in errors, feeble, shallow, weak,
The folded meaning of your words* deceit.

Agamst my soul’s pure truth why labour you
To make it wander in an unknown field?

Are you a god? would you create me new?
Transform me, then, and to your power FlI

yield.

But if that 1 am I, then well 1 know
Your weeping sister is no wife of mine.

Nor to her bed no homage do I owe:
Far more, far more, to you do I decline.

O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note.
To drown me in thy sister’s flood of tears:

Sing, siren, for thyseff, and I will dote:
Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs,

And as a bed FU take thee, and there He;
And, in that glorious supposition, think

He gains by death that hath such means to
die;—

Let love, being light, be drowned if she sink!
Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reason

so?
Ant. S. Not mad, but mated; how, I do not

know.
Luc. It is a fault that springeth from your

eye.

Ant. S. For gazmg on your beams, fair sun,
being by.

Luc. Gaze where you should, and that will

clear your sight.

Ant. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look
on night.

Luc. Why you me love? call my sister so.
Ant S. Thy sister’s sister.

Luc. That’s my sister.

Ant S. No;
It is thyself, mine own seifs better part;

Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer
heart;

My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope’s aim,
My sole earth’s heaven, and my heaven’s claim.
Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be.
Ant. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim

thee:
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my Efe;
Thou hast no husband yet, nor 1 no wife;
Give me thy hand.
Luc. O soft, sir, hold you still}

FH fetch my sister, to get her good-wilL
fBxif Luciana.
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Enter from the House of Antipholus of
Ephesus, Bromio op Syracuse.

Ant. S. Why, how now, Bromio? where
runn’st thou so fast?

jDro. S. Bo you know me, sir? am I Bromio?
am I your man? am I myself?

Ant. S. Thou art Bromio, thou art my man,
thou art thyself.

Hro. S. I am an ass, I am a woman’s man,
and beside myself.

Ant S. What woman’s man? and how beside
thyself?

Hro. S. Marry, sir, beside myself, I am due
to a woman; one that claims me, one that

haunts me, one that will have me.
Ant. S. What claim lays she to thee?

Bro. S. Marry sir, such claim as you would
lay to your horse: and she would have me as a
beast; not that, I being a beast, she would have
me; but that she, being a very beastly creature,

lays claim to me.
Ant S. What is she?
Bro. S. A very reverent body; ay, such a

one as a man may not speak of without he say
sir-reverence: I have but lean luck in the
match, and yet she is a wondrous fat marriage.

Ant S. How dost thou mean?—a fat mar-
riagef?

Bro. S. Marry, sir, she’s the kitchen-wench,
and all grease; and 1 know not what use to put
her to, hut to make a lamp of her, and run
from her by her own hght. I warrant, her
rags, and the tallow in them, will bum a
Poland winter: if she lives till doomsday, she’ll

bum a week longer than the whole world.

Ant S. What complexion is she of?

Bro. S. Swart, like my shoe; but her face

nothmg like so clean kept: for why? she sweats,

a man may go over shoes in the grime of it.

Ant S. That’s a fault that water will mend.
Bro. S. No, sir, ’tis in grain; Noah’s flood

could not do it.

Ant S. What’s her name?
Bro. S. Nell, sir;—but her name and three-

quarters, that is an ell and three-quarters, will

not measure her from hip to hip.

Ant S, Then she bears some breadth?
Bro. S, No longer from head to foot than

from hip to hip: she is fephencal, like a globe:

I could find out countries in her.

Ant S. In what part of her body stands Ice-

land?
Bro. S. Marry, sir, in her buttocks: I found

it out by the bogs.

Ant S. Where Scotland?
Bro. S. I found it by the barrenness; hard

in the palm of the hand.
Ant S. Where France?
Bro. S. In her forehead; armed and re-

verted, making war against her hair.

Ant. S. Where England?
Bro. S. I looked for the chalky cliffs, but I

could find no whiteness in them: but I guess it

stood in her chin, by the salt rheum that ran
between France and it.

Ant S. Where Spain?
Bro. S, Faith, I saw it not; but I felt it hot

in her breath.
Ant S. Where America?—the Indies?

Dro. S. 0, sir, upon her nose, all o’er em-
bellished mth rubies, carbuncles, sapphires,

j

declining their rich aspect to the hot breath of

;
Spain; who sent whole armadas of catracks to

f
bd ballast at her nose.

Ant. S. Where stood Belgia,—the Nether-
lands?

Dro. S. 0, sir, I did not look so low.—To
conclude, this drudge or diviner laid claim to
me; called me Bromio; swore I was assured
to her; told me what privy marks I had about
me, as the mark of my shoulder, the mole in
my neck, the great wart on my left arm, that
I, amazed, ran from her as a witch: and, I

think, if my breast had not been made of faith

and my heart of steel, she had transformed me
to a curtail-dog, and made me turn i’ the
wheel. [road;

Ant S. Go, hie thee presently post to the
And if the wind blow any way from shore,
I will not harbour in this town to-night,

if any bark put forth, come to the mart.
Where I will walk till thou return to me.
li every one knows us, and we know none,
’Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone.

Dro. S. As from a bear a man would run for

life,

So fly I from her that would be my wife.

[Exit
Ant S. There’s none but witches do inhabit

here;
And therefore ’tis high time that I were hence.
She that doth call me husband, even my soul
Both for a wife abhor; but her fair sister.

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace.

Of such enchanting presence and discourse.

Hath almost made me traitor to myself:
But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong,

I’ll stop mine ears against the mermaid’s song.

Enter Angelo.

Ang. Master Antipholus?
Ant S. Ay, that’s my name. [chain;

Ang. 1 know it well, sir. Lo, here is the

I thought to have ta’ea you at the Porcupme:
The chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long.

Ant S. What is your will that I shall do with
this?

Ang. What please yourself, sir; I have made
it for you.

Ant. S. Made it for me, sir! I bespoke it not
Ang, Not once nor twice, but twenty times

you have:
Go home with it, and please your wife withal;

And soon at supper-time I’ll visit you.

And then receive my money for the chain.

Ant S. 1 pray you, sir, receive the money
now.

For fear you ne’er see chain nor money more.

Ang. You are a merry man, sir; fare you well.

[Exit

Ant S. What I should think of this I cannot

tell:

But this I think, tiiere’s no man is so vain

That would refuse so fair an offer’d cham.
I see a man here needs not live by shifts.

When in the street he meets such golden gifts.

I’ll to the mart, and there for Bromio stay;
^

If any ship put out, then straight away. [Fxtf
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ACT IV.

Scene l,~The same.

Enter a Mercliant, Angelo, and an Officer.

Mer. You Imow, since Pentecost the sum is

due’
And since I haire not much importun’d you;

Nor now I had not, hut that I am bound
To Persia, and want gilders for my voyage;

Therefore make present satisfaction,

Or I’ll attach you by this officer.

Ang. Even just the sum that I dd owe to you

Is growing to me by Anlipholus;

And in the instant that I met with you
He had of me a chain; at five o’clock

I shall receive the money for the same:
Heaseth you walk with me down to his house

I will discharge my bond, and thank you too.

Enter Antipholusof Ephesus, and
Dromioof Ephesus.

Of. That labour may you save: see where
he comes. [go thou

Ant. E. While I go to the goldsmith’shouse.

And buy a rope’s end; that I bestow
Among my wife and her confederates,

For lockmg me out of doors by day.—
But, soft; I see the goldsmith: get thee gone;

Buy thou a rope, and bnng it home to me.
Oto. E. I buy a thousand pound a year! I

buy a rope! [Exii Dromio.
Ant E. A man is well holp up that trusts

to you:

1 promised your presence, and the chain;

But neither cham nor goldsmith came to me:
Befike you thought our love would last too long,

If it were chained together; and therefore came
not. [note,

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here’s the
How much your chai® weighs to the utmost

carat;

The fineness of the -gold, and chargeful fashion;

Which does amount to three odd ducats more
Than I stand debted to this gentleman:
I pray you, pee him presently discharg’d,

For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it.

Ant. B. l&m not furnished with the present
money;

Besides I have some business in the town:
Good Signior, take the stranger to my house,
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof;

Perchance I will be there as soon as you.
Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her

yourself?

Ant. E. No; bear it with you, lest I come
not time enough. [about you?

Ang. Weli sir, I will: have you the chain
Ant B. An if I have not, sir, I hope you have,

Or else you may return without your money.
Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the

chain;

Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman.
And I, to blame, have held him here too long.

Ant. E. Good lord, you use this dalliance to
excuse

Your breach of promise to the Porcupine;
1 should have chid you for not biiagmg
But; like a shrew, you first begin to brawi

OF EREOES [act iv.

Mer, The hour steals on; I pray you, sir,

despatch.

Ang. You hear how he imp6rtunes me: the
chain,—

Ant E. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch
your money. [now;

Ang. Come, come,youknow I gave ityou even
Either send the chain or sendme by some token.
Ant. E. Fie! now you run this humour out

of breath: [it.

Come, where’s the chain? I pray you, let me see
Met, My business cannot brook this dal-

hance:
Good sir, say whe’r you’ll answer me or no;
If not. I’ll leave him to the officer. [you?
Ant. E. I answer you! What should I answer
Ang, The money that you owe me for the

chain. [chain.

Ant E. I owe you none till I receive the
Ang You know I gave it you half-an-hour

since.

Ant. E. You gave me none: you wrong me
much to say so.

Ang. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it:

Consider how it stands upon my credit.

Mer. Weil, officer, arrest him at my suit.

Off. I do, and charge you in the duke’s name
to obey me.

Ang. This touches me in reputation:

Either consent to pay this sum for me.
Or I attach you by this officer.

Ant E. Consent to pay thee that I never hadi
Arrest me, foohsh fellow, if thou dai’st.

Ang. Here is thy fee; arrest him, officer:

—

I would not spare my brother in this case.

If he should scorn me so apparently.

Off. I do arrest you, sir: you hear the suit.

Ant E. I do obey thee till I give thee bail:—
But, sirrah you shdl buy this sport as dear
As all the metal m your shop will answer.
Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus,

To your notorious shame, I doubt it not.

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Master, there is a bark of Epidam-
num

That stays but till her owner comes aboard,
And then, sir, bears away; our fraughtage, sir,

I have convey’d aboard; and I have bought

I

The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vitae.
I The ship is in her tnm; the merry wind
Blows fair from land: they stay for naught at all

But for their owner, master, and yourself.
Ant. E. How now! a madman? Why, thou

peevish sheep.
What ship of Epidamnum stays for me?
Dro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waft-

age.

Ant E. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for
a rope;

And told thee to what purpose and what end.
Dro. S. You sent me, sir, for a rope’s end as

soon:
You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark.
Ant.E. I will debate this matter at more

leisure,

And teach your ears to Hstea with more heed.
To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight:
Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk
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That’s cover’d o’er with Turkish tapestry

There is a purse of ducats; let her send it:

Tell her I am arrested in the street,

And that shall hail me: hie thee, slave; he gone.

On, officer, to prison till it come.
[Exeunt Mm.., Ang., Off., and AJst, E.

Dto. S. To Adnanaf that is where we din’d,

Where Dowsahel did claim me for her husband:

She IS too hig, I hope, for me to compass.
Thither I must, althou^ against my will,

For servants must their masters’ minds fulfil.

[£rff.

Scene II.—The same.

Enter Adriana and Ltjciana.

Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so?

Might’st thou perceive austerely iu his eye

That he did plead in earnest, yea or no?

Look’d he or red or pale, or sad or memly?
What observation mad’st thou in this case

Of his heart’s meteors tilting in his face?

Luc. First, he denied you had him in no
right. [my spite,

Adr. He meant he did me none; the more
Luc. Then swore he that he was a stranger

here. [he were.

Adr. And true he swore, though yet forsworn

Luc. Then pleaded I for you.

Adr. And what said he?
Luc. That love I begg’d for you he begg’d

of me. [love?

Adr. With what persuasion did he tempt thy
Luc. With words that m an honest suit

might move.
First, he did praise my beauty, then my speech.

Adr. Didst speak Itua fair?

Luc. Have patience, I beseech.

Adr, 1 cannot, 5.01 1 will not hold me sfaH:

My tongue, thou^ not my heart, shall have
his will.

He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere,

Hl-fac’d, worse bodied, shapeless everywhere;

Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind;

Stigmatical in making, worse in mind. [one?

Luc. Who would be jealous then of such a
No evil lost is wail’d when it is gone.

Adr. Ah! but I think him better than I say,

And yet would herein others’ eyes were
worse:

Far from her nest the lapwing cries, away:

My heart prays for him, though my tongue

do curse.

lisnrER Dromio of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Here, go: the desk, the purse:

sweet now, make haste.

Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath?

Dro. S. By running fast,

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio? is he
well? [hpll.

Dro. S. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worse than

A devil in an everlasting garment hatii him;
One whose hard heart is button’d up with steel;

A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rou^;
A wolf—nay worse, a fellow all in buff;

A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that

countermands
The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow

lands;

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry
foot well; [to hell.

One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls
Adr. Why, man, what is the matter?
Dro. S. I do not know the matter: he is

’rested on the case. [suit.

Adr. What, is he arrested? tell me at whose
Dro. S. I know not at whose suit he is

arrested, well;

But he’s in a suit of buff which ’rested him,
that can I tell:

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the
money in the desk?

Adr. Go fetch it, sister.—This I wonder at,

[Exit Luciana.
That he, unknown to me, should be in debt—
Tell me, was he arrested on a band?
Dro. S. Not on a band, but on a stronger

thing;

A chain, a chain: do you not hear it ring?
Adr. What, the chain? [gone.

Dro. S. No, no, the bell: ’txs time that I were
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock

strikes one.
Adr. The hours come back! that did I never

hear.

Dro, S. 0 yes. If any hour meet a sergeant,
’a turns back for very fear.

Adr. As if time were in debt! how fondly
dost thou reason!

Dro. S. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes
more than he’s worth to season.

Nay, he’s a thief too: have you not heard men
say

That Time comes stealing on by night and day?
If he be in debt and theft, and a sergeant in the

way, [day?
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a

Enter Luciana.

Adr. Go, Dromio; there’s the money, bear
it Straight;

And bring thy master home immediately.—
Come, sister: I am press’d down with conceit;

Conceit my comfort and my mjury.
[Exeunt.

Scene III.—The same.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse.

Ant S. There’s not a man I meet but doth
salute me

As if I were their well-acquainted friend;

And every one doth call me by my name.
Some tender money to me, some mvite me;
Some other give me thanks for kindnesses;

Some offer me commodities to buy:
Even now a tailor call’d me in Ms shop.

And show’dme silks that he had bou^t for me,
And therewithal took measure of my body.

Sure, these are but imaginaty wiles.

And Lapland sorcerem inhabit here.

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

Dro S. Master, here’s the gold you sent me
for.

What, have you got the picture of Old Adam
new apparelled?

Ant S. What gold is this? What Adam
dost thou mean?
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Dm* S, Hot flwit Adam that kept the para-

dm, imt thal Adam that keeps the prison: he

that goes in the caif s-sirin that was killed for

tli» l^digal; he that came behind you, sir, hke

an efil angel, and bid yon forsake yoar hbcrty.

Artf. S. I understand thee not.

JDro. S. Ho? why, ’tis a plain case: he thal

wmit Eke a base-viol in a case of leather; the
iwu fi ,

1^, that, when gentlemen are tired, gives

them a fob, and ’rests them; he, sir, that takes

pity on decayed men, and ^ves them suits of

dtamme; he that sets np his rest to do more
ei^oiti with his mace than a monis-pike.

AM. S. What! thon mean’st an officer?

Dro. S. Ay, sir, —the sergeant of the band

he that brings any man to answer it that breaks

his band; one that thinks a man always going

to bed, and says, God give you good rest!

Ant. S. Weh, rir, there rest in your foolery.

Is there any ship puts forth to-night? maywe be
gone? ^
Dm. S. Why, sir, 1 brought you word an hour

irince, that the bark Eipedition put forth to-

night; and then were you hindered by the

sergeant, to tarry for the hoy, Delay: here are

the angels that you sent for to deEver you.

Ant. S, The fellow is distract, and so am I;

And here we wander in illusions:

Some blessed power dehver us from hence!

Enter a Courtezan.

Cour. Well met, wcE met, Master Antipho-

lus. I see, sir, yon have found the goldsmith

sow: Is t^t the chain you promis’d me to-day?

ini. S. Satan, avoid! 1 charge thee, tempt
me not!

Dro. S. Master, is this Mistress Satan?

AnL S. It is the devil.

Jko. S. Hay, she is worse—she is the devil’s

dam; and here she comes in the habit of a Eght
wmk^; and thereof comes that the wenches
say, Crod damn me—that’s as much as to say,

make me a h'gftf wench. It is written, they
appear to men hke angels of light: Ught is an
elfect of fire, and fire will hum; ergo, Eght
wenches will bum: come not near her.

Com. Your man and you are maxveUous
meny, sir. {here.

Wifl you go with me? We’E mend our dinner
Dro.S. Master, if you do; expect spoon-

meat, or bespeak a long spoon.

AM. S. Why, Dromio?
Dm. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon

that must eat with the devil.

Ant S. Avoid then, fiend! what tell’st ikou
me of supping?

Thou art, as you are sE, a sorceress:

1 mnjure fiiee to leave me and be gone.
Co«r. Give me the ring of mine you had at

dinner.

Or, iot my diamond, the chain you promis’d,
And PE be gone, sir, and not trouble you.
Dro. S. Some devils ask but the paring of

one’s tiaii,

A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin,

A nut, a cherry-stone; but she, more covetous.
Would have a chain.

Ma^er, be wise; an if you give it her,
The devil wiS shake her cham, and. Eight us

with it.

Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the
chain:

I hope you do not mean to cheat me so.

AnL S. Avaunt, thou witch! Come, Dromio,
let us go.

Xho. S. Fly pride, says the peacock: Mis-
tress, that you know,

[Exeunt Ant., S, and Duo. S.
Com. How, out of doubt, Antipholus is mad,

Else would he never so demean himself:
A ring he hath of mine worth forty dacats,
And for the same he promis’d me a chain;
Both one and other he denies me now:
The reason that I gather he is mad,

—

Besides this present instance of his rage,—
Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner.
Of hisown doors being shut against his entrance.
Belike his wife, acquainted with his fits,

On purpose shut the doors against his way.
My way is now to hie home to his house.
And teE his wife that, being lunatic,

He rush'd into my house, and took perforce
My ring away: this course I fittest choose.
For forty ducats is too much to lose. [Exzf*

Scene IV.—The same.

Enter AnTiPHotus of Ephesus and an
Officer.

Ant. E. Fear me not, man; I wiU not break
away:

I’D give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money
To warrant thee, as I am ’rested for.

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day;
And wiE not Eghtly trust the messenger
That I should be attach’d in Ejphesus:

I tell you, ’twiE sound harshly in her ears.

EMer Deomio of Ephesus, with a rope*s ettd

Here comes my man: I think he brings the
money.

How now, sir! have you that 2 sent you for?

Dro. E. Here’s that, I warrant you, wEl
pay them aE.

Ant. B. But where’s the money? [n

Dro. E. Why, sir, I gave the money for i

AM. B. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a
rope? (the rate.

Dro. E. I’U serve you, sir, five hundred at
Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee

home?
Dro.E. To a rope’s end, sir; and to that

end am I return’d.

Ant. E. And to that end, sir, I wiH welcome
you. [Beaimg him.

Off. Good sir, be patient.

Dro. E. Hay, ’tis for me to be patient; I am
in adversity.

Off. Good now, hold thy tongue.
Dro. E. Hay, rather persuade him to hold

his hands.
Ant E. Thou whoreson senseless viEain!

.

Dro. E. I would I were senseless, sir, that
I might not feel your blows.
AntE. Thou art sensible in nothing but

blows, and so is an ass.

Dro. E. I am an ass indeed: you may prove
it bymy long ears. Ihave served him from the
hour of my nativity to this instant, and have
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nothmg at Ms hands for my semce but blows:

when I am cold he heats me with beatmg; when
I am warm he cools me with beating. I am
waked with it when I sleep; raised with it when
I sit; driven out of doors with it when I go

from home; welcomed home with it when I re-

turn: nay, I bear it on my shoulders as a beggar
wont her brat; and I think, when he hath lamed
me, I shall beg with it from door to door.

Ant. E. Come, go along; my wife is coming
yonder.

Enter Adriana, Ltjciana, and the Courtezan,

with Pinch and others,

Dro. E. Mistress, rcs^zcejdnem, respect your

end; or rather the prophecy, like the parrot,

Beware the rope*s end
Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? [Beats him.

Cour. How say you now? is not your husband
mad?

Adr. His mcivihty confirms no less.—
Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer;

Establish Mm in Ms true sense again,

And I will please you what you will demand.
Luc. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks!

Cour. Mark how he trembles in his ecstacy!

Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel

your pulse. [your ear.

Ant. E. There is my hand, and let it feel

Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous’d within
tMs man,

To yield possession to my holy prayers,

And to thy state of darkness Me thee straight:

I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven.
Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace; I am

not mad.
Adr. 0 that thou wert not, poor distressed

soul! [customers?

Ant. E. You minion, you, are these your
Did this companion with the saffron face

Revel and feast it at my house to-day,

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut,

And I denied to enter in my house? [home,

Adr. O husband, God doth know youdia’d at

Where would you had remain’d until this time.

Free from these slanders and tMs open shame!
Ant. E. I din’d at homel Thou villain,

what say’st thou?
Dro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at

home.
Ant* E. Were not my doors lock’d up and I

shut out?
Dro. E. Perdy, your doors were lock’d and

you shut out.

Ant E. And did not she herself revile me
there? [these.

Dro. E. Sans fable, she herself revil’d you
AntE. Did not her kitchen-maid rail,

taunt, and scorn me?
Dro. E. Certes, she did; the kitchen-vestal

scorn’d you.
Ant E. And did not I in rage depart from

thence? [witness,

Dro. E. In verity, you did;—^my bones bear
That since have felt the vigour of Ms rage.

Adr. Is’t good to soothe him in these con-

traries? [vein,

Pinch. It is no shame: the feUow finds Ms
And, yielding to him, humours well Ms frenzy.

Ant E. Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith
to arrest me.

Mr. Alas! I sent you money to redeem you,
By Dromio here, who came in haste for it
Dro. E. Money by me! heart and good-will

you mj^t,
But surely, master, not a rag of money.
Ant E. Went’ St not thou to her for a purse

of ducats?
Adr. He came to me, and I deliver’d it
Luc. And I am witness with her that she did.

Dro. E. God and the rope-maker, bear me
witness

That I was sent for nothing but a rope!
Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is

possess’d;
I know it by their pale and deadly looks:
They must be bound, and laid in some dark

room.
Ant E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me

forth to-day?

—

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold?
Mr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee

forth.

Dro. E. And, gentle master, I receiv’d no
gold;

But I confess, sir, that we were lock’d out.

Mr. DissemblMg villain, thou speak’st false
in both. [ail;

Ant E. Dissembling harlot, thou art false in

And art confederate with a damned pack,

To make a loathsome abject scorn of me:
But with these nails I’ll pluck out these false

eyes,

That would behold me in tMs shameful sport.

[PmcH and Assistants bmd Ant. £. and
Dro. E.

Adr. 0, bind him, bind Mm; let him not
come near me.

Pinch. More company;—the fiend is strong
within him. [looks!

Luc. Ah me, poor man! how pale and wan he
Ant E. What, will you murder me? Thou

gaoler, thou,

I am thy prisoner; wilt thou suffer them
To make a rescue?

Off. Masters, let him go:

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have hint.

Pinch. Go, bind tMs man, for he is frantic

too.

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer?

Hast tiiou delight to see a wretched man
Do outrage and displeasure to himself?

Off. He is my prisoner; if I let Mm go.

The debt he owes will be requir’d of me.
Adr. I will discharge thee ere I go from thee:

Bear me forthwith unto Ms creditor, fit.

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay
Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d

Home to my house.—O most unhappy day!

Ant E. O most unhappy strumpet!

Dro. E. Master, I am here enter’d in bond
for you.

Ant E. Out on thee, villain! wherefore
dost thou mad me? (mad,

Dro. B. Will you be bound for nothing? be
Good master; cry, the devil.— (talk

!

Luc. God help, poor souls, how idly do they

Adr. Go bear Mm hence.—-Sister, go you
with me.—
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IJSxeiiinf Pinch and Assistants, with

Art. E. and Dro. E,

Say now, whose suit is he arrested at?

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith; do you

know him? {owes?

Adr. I know the man* what is the sum he

O^. Two hundred ducats.

Adr. Say, how grows it due?

Off. Bue for a chain your husband had of him.

Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had

it not.

Cour. When as your husband, all in rage,

to-day

Came to my house, and took away my ring,—

The ring I saw upon his finger now,

—

Straight after did I meet him with a chain.

Adr. It may he so, bat I did never see ii:_

Come, giwier, bring me where the goldsmith is;

I long to know the truth hereof at large.

Enter Ahtipholus of Syracuse, with his

rapier drawn, and Deomio of Syracuse.

Ivc. God, for thy mercy! they are loose

again.

Adr. And come with naked swords; let’s

call more help,

To have them bound again.

Off. Away, they’ll kill us.

[Exeunt OS., Adr., and Luc.

Ant. S. I see these witches are afraid of

swords-

Dro. S. She that would be your wife now
ran from you.

Ant. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our

stuff from thence:

I long that we were safe and sound aboard.

Dro. S. Faith, stay here this night; they

will surely do us no harm; you saw they speak

us fair, give us gold: methinks, they are such

a gentle nation, that but for the mountain of

mad flesh that claims marriage of me, I could

findm my heart to stay here still and turn witch.

Ani. S. I will not stay to-night for all the

town:
Therefore away to get our stuff aboard.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.—The same.

Enter Merchant and Angelo.

Ang. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d
you;

But I protest he had the chain of me,
Though most dishonestly he doth deny it.

Mer. How is the man esteem’d here in the
city?

Ang. Of very reverend reputation, sir;

Of credit infinite, highly belov’d,

Second to none that hves here in the city:

His word might bear my wealth at any time.
Mer. Speak softly; yonder, as I tiiink, he

walks.

Enter Antipholus and Dromio of
Syracuse.

Ang. ’Tis so; and that self chain about his
neck

Which be forswore most monstrously to have.

Good sir, draw near to me, I’ll speak to him.

—

Signior Antipholus, I wonder much [trouble;

That you would put me to this shame and
And not without some scandal to yourself,

With circumstance and oaths so to deny
This chain, which now you wear so openly:

Besides the charge, the shame, imprisonment,
You have done wrong to this my honest friend;

Who, but for staymg on our controversy,

Had hoisted sail and put to sea to-day:

This chain you had of me; can you deny it?

Ant. S. I think I had; I ne-t^er did deny it.

Mer. Yes, that you did, sir; and forswore it

too. [swear it?

Ant. S. Who heard me to deny it or for-

mer. These ears of mine, thou knowest,(did
hear thee.

Fie on thee, wretch! ’tis pity that thou liv’st

To walk where any honest men resort, [thus:

Ani. S. Thou art a villain to impeach me
I’ll prove mine honour and mine honesty
Agamst thee presently, if thou dar’st stand.

Mer. I dare and do defy thee for a villain.

[Theii draw.

Enter Adriana, Lucuna, Courtezan, and
others,

Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God’s sake;
he is mad:

Some get within him, take his sword away:
Bind Bromiq too, and bear them to my house.

Iho. S. Bun, master, run; for God’s sake,
take a house.

This is some priory;—in, or we are spoil’d.

[Exeunt Ant. S. and Dro. S. to the Priory.

Enter the Abbess.
Abb, Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng

you hither? [hence;
Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husband

,

Let us come in, that we may bind him fast,

I

And bear him home for his recovery.

Ang. I knew he was not m his perfect wits.

Mer. I am sorry now that I did draw on him.
Abb. How long hath this possession held the

man? [sad,

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, sour,

And much, much different from themanhe was:
But till this afternoon his passion
Ne’er brake into extremity of rage. [at sea?
Abb. Hath be not lost much wealth by wreck

Boned some dear friend? Hath not else his eye
Stray’d his affection in unlawful love?
A sin prevailing much in youthful men
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazmg.
Which of these sorrows is he subject to?
Adr To none of these, except it be the last;

Namely, some love that drew him oft from
home.

Abb. You should for that have reprehended
him.

Adr. Why, so I did.

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough.
Adr. As roughly as my modesty would let

me.
Abb Haply in private.

Adr. And in assemblies too.

Abb. Ay, but not enough.
Adr. It was the copy of our conference;

In bed, he slept not for my urging it;
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At board, be fed aot for my tirging it;

Alone, it was the subject of my tbeme;

la company, I often glanced it;

Still did I ted Mm it was vile and bad.

Abb. ind thereof came it that the man was
mad:

The venom clamours of a jealous woman
Poison more deadly than a mad dog’s tooth.

It seemsMs sleeps were hindered by thy railing:

And therefore comes it that his head is hght,

Thou say’st his meat was sauc’d with thy
upbraidings:

Unquiet meals make ill digestions,

Thereof the ragmg fire of fever bred;

And what’s a fever but a fit of madness?
Thou say’st his sports were hinder’d by thy

brawls:

Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue
But moody and dull melancholy,

—

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair,

—

And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop

Of pale distemperatures and foes to life?

In food, in sport, and life-preservmg rest

To be disturb’d would mad or man or beast:

The consequence is, then, thy jealous fi.ts

Have scar’d thy husband from the use of’s wits.

Luc. She never reprehended Mm but mildly,

When he demean’d Mmself rough, rude, and
wildly.

—

Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not?

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof.—
Good people, enter, and lay hold on Mm.
Abb. No, not a creature enters m-my house.

Adr. Then let your servants bring my
husband forth.

Abb. Neither: he took tMs place for sanctu-

ary,

And it shall privilege Mm from your hands
Till I have brought him to Ms wits again,

Or lose my labour in assaying it.

Adr. I will attend my husband, be Ms nurse,

Diet Ms sickness, for it is my office.

And will have no attorney but myself;

And therefore let me have Mm home with me.
Abb. Be patient; for I will not let him stir

TiU I have used the approved means I have,

With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy
prayers,

To make of Mm a formal man again:

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath,

A charitable duty of my order;

Therefore depart, and leave Mm here with me.
Adr. I will not hence and leave my husband

here;

And ill it doth beseem your holiness

To separate the husband and the wife.

Abb. Be quiet, and depart: thou shalt not

have Mm. [Kxif Abbess.
Luc. Complain unto the duke of tMs m-

digmty.
Adr. Come, go; I will fall prostrate at Ms

feet,

And never rise until my tears and prayers

Have won Ms grace to come in person Mther,
And take perforce my husband from the abbess.

Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five:

Anon, I am sure, the duke Mmself m pesrson

Comes tMs way to the melancholy vale;

The place of death and sorry execution,

BeMnd the ditches of the abbey here.

Ang. Upon what cause?
Mer. To see a reverend Syracusan merchant

Who put uniucMiy into this bay,
Against the laws and statutes of tMs town,
Beheaded pubHcly for Ms offence. Pus death.
Ang. See where they come- we will behold
Luc. Kneel to the duke before he pass the

abbey.

Enter Duke, attended; ^geon, bare-headed
with the Headsman and other Officers.

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly,
If any friend will pay the sum for Mm,
He shall not die; so much we tender Mm.

Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the
abbess I

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady;
It cannot be that she hath done tbee wrong.

Adr. May it please your grace, Antipholas,
my husband,

—

Whom I made lord of me and all I had.
At your important letters,—tMs ill day
A most outrageous fit of madness took Mm;
Thatdesperatelyhehurriedthroughthestreet,—
With Mm Ms bondman, all as mad as he,

—

Domg displeasure to the citizens

By rushing m their houses, bearing thence
Rings, jewels, anythmg Ms rage did hke.
Once did I get Mm bound, and sent Mm home,
Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went.
That here and there Ms fury had committed.
Anon, I wot not by what strong escape,
He broke from those that had the guard of him;
And, with Ms mad attendant and Mmself,
Each one with ireful passion, with drawn

swords,
Met us again, and, madly bent on us,

Chased us away; till, raising of more aid,

We came again to bmd them: then they fled
Into tMs abbey, wMther we pursued them:
And here the abbess shuts the gates on us,
And will not suffer us to fetch Mm out,

Nor send Mm forth, that we may bear him
hence.

Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy com-
mand, [help-

Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for

Duke. Long smce thy husband serv’d me in
my wars;

And I to thee engag’d a prince’s word,
^WTien thou didst make Mm master of thy bed.
To do Mm ail the grace and good I could-

—

Go, some of you, Imock at the abbey-gate.

And bid the lady abbess come to me:
I will determine tMs before I stir.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. 0 mistress, mistress, shift and save
yourself.

My master and Ms man are both broke loose,

Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the doctor,

Whose beard they have singed off with brands
of fire;

And ever as it blazed they threw on Mm
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair:

My master preaches patience to him, wMle
His man with scissors mcks Mm Hke a fool:

And, sure, unless you send some present help.

Between them they will kill the conjurer.
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Mr, Peace, foci, thy master aad his man
are here;

Aad that m false thoa dost report to as.

Sera. Mistress, Bpon my life, I tell you true'

I have not breath’d almost since I did see it.

He cries for you, and vows, if he can taJke you,

To scorch your face, aad to disfigure you:
[Cry within.

Hark, hark, I hear him; mistress, fly; be gone.

tkiks. Come, stand by me; feax nothing.

Guard with haiberds.

itcfr. ^ me, it is my husband! Witness you
That he is home about invisible.

Bvea now we hous’d him in the'abbey here;

And now he’s there, past thought of human
reason.

Enter ANTiPHOLns and DaoMio of
Ephesus.

inf. E. Justice, most gracious duke; oh’

grant me justice!

Even for the service that long since I did thee.

When I bestrid thee in the wars, and took

Deep scars to save thy life: even for the blood

That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice.

Mge. Unless the fear of death doth make
me dote,

I see my son Antipholus and Droraio.

int.E, Justice, sweet prince, against that

woman ^ere.
She whom thou gav’st to me to be my wife;

That hath abused and dishonour’d me.
Even in the strength and height of injury!

Beyond imagination is the wrong
TMt she this day hath shameless thrown on

me,
Duhe. Discover how, and thou shalt find me

just.

inf. E, This day, great duke, she shut the
doors upon me,

While she with harlots feasted in my house.
Duhe. A grievous fault. Say, woman, didst

tiiou so? [my sister,

idfr. No, my good lord;~myseIf, he, and
To-day did dine together. So befaH my soul

As this is false he burdens me withal!

Imc, Ne’er may I look on day nor sleep on
mgdit.

But she tells to your highness simple truth!

At^. 0 perj^’d woman! they are both
forsworn.

In this the madman justly chaxgeth them.
Ant E. My liege, I am advised what I say;

Neither disturb’d with the effect of wine.
Nor, heady-rash, provok’d with raging ire.

Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad.
Thiswoman lock’4me out this day from dinner:
That goldsmith thfere, were he not pack’d with

her,

Could witness it, for he was with me then;
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain.
Promising to bring it to the Porcupine,
Where Balthazar and" Fdid dine together.
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither,

I went to seek 1^. In the street I met h^
And in Ms company that gentleman, [down,
There did this perjur’d goldsmith swear me
That I tMs day of lum receiv’d the chain.

Which, God he knows, I saw not; for the which

He did arrest me with an officer.

I did obey, and sent my peasant home
For certain ducats: he with none return’d.
Then fairly I bespoke the officer

To go in person with me to my house.
By the way we met
My vrife, her sister, and a rabble more
Of vile confederates: along with them
They brought one Pinch; a hungry lean-faced

viUain,

A mere anatomy, a mountebank.
A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller;

A needy, hollow-ey’d, sharp-looking wretch;
A living dead man; tMs pernicious slave.

Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer;

And gazmg in mine eyes, feehng my pulse.
And with no face, as ’twere outfacing me.
Cries out, 1 was possess’d: then altogether
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence;
And in a dark and dankish vault at home
There leftme andmy man both bound together;
Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunder,
I gain’d my freedom, and immediately
Ran hither to your grace; whom I beseech
To give me ample satisfaction

For these deep shames and great indignities.

Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness
with him,

That he dined not at home, but was lock’d out.
Euhe. But had he such a chain of thee, or

no?
Ang. He had, my lord; and when he ran in

here
These people saw the chain about his neck.
Mer. Besides, I will be sworn these ears of

mine
Heard you confess you had the chain of him.
After you first forswore it on the mart.
And thereupon I drew my sword on you;
And then you fled into this abbey here,
From whence, I think, you are come by miracle,
inf. E. I never came within these abbey

walls.

Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me:
I never saw the chain, so help me heaven!
And this is false you burden me withal.

Duke. What an intricate impeach is tMs!
I think you all have drank of Circe’s cup.
If here you hous’d him, here he would have

been:
If he were mad he would not plead so coldly:—
You say he dined at home; the goldsmith here
Denies that saying:—Sirrah, what say you?
Dro. E. Sir, he dined with her there at the

Porcupine. [that ring.

Cour. He did; and from my finger snatch’d
Ant. E. ’Tis true, my leige, tMs ring I had

of her. [here?
Duke. Saw’st thou him enter at the abbey
Cour. As sure, my liege, as I do see your

grace.

Duke, Why, tMs is strange:—Go call the
abbess Mther:

think you are all mated, or stark mad.
[Ejrif on Attendant.

JEge. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me
speak a word;

Haply, I see a friend will save my life,

And pay the sum that may deliver me. [wilt."

Duke. Speak freely, Syracusan, what thou
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Mge. Is not your name, sir, called Anti-
pholns?

And is not that your bondman Dromio?
ZJto. E. Withm this hour I was his bond-

man, sir,

But he, I thank him, gnaw’d in two my cords:

How am I Bronuo and Ms man. unbotmd.
Mge, I am sure you both of you remember

me. [youj

Bro. E. Ourselves we do remember, sir, by
For lately we were bound as you are now.
You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, sir?

Mge. Why look you strange on me? you
know me well.

Ant. E. I never saw you in my life, till now.
Mge. Oh! grief hath chang’d me since you

saw me last;

And careful hours, with Time’s deformed hand.
Have written strange defeatures in my face:

But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice?

Ant. E. Neither.

Mge. Bromio, nor thou?
Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I,

Mge. I am sore thou dost.

Dro. E. Ay, sir; but I am sure I do not; and
whatsoever a man denies, you are now bound
to behevc him, [tremity!

Mge. Not know my voicel O, time’s ex-

Hast thou so crack’d and splitted my poor
tongue,

In seven short years, that here my only son
Knows not my feeble key of rmtun’d cares?

Though now this grained face of mine be Md
In sap-consuming winter’s drizzled snow,
And all the conduits of my blood froze up.

Yet hath my night of life some memory,
My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left,

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear:

All these old witnesses,—1 cannot err,

—

Tell me, thou art my son Antipholus.

Ant. E. I never saw my father in my life.

Mge. But seven years since, in Syracusa,
boy.

Thou know’st we parted; but perhaps, my son,

Thou sham’st to acknowledge me in misery.

Ant. E. The duke, and all that know me in

the city,

Can witness wi^ me that it is not so:

I ne’er saw Syracusa in my life.

Duke. 1 teQ thee, Syracusan, twenty years

Have I been patron to Antipholus,

During wMch time he ne’er saw Syracusa:
I see, thy age and dangers make thee dote.

Enter the Abbess, with Antipholus Syra-
cusan and Dromio Syracusan.

Abb. Most mighty duke, behold a man much
wrong’d. [Afl gather to see Mm.

Adr. 1 see two husbands, or mine eyes de-
ceive me.

Duke. One of these men is genius to the
other;

And so of these. Which is the natural man,
And wMch the spirit? Who deciphers them?

Dro. S. I, sir, am Dromio; command him
away.

Dro. E. I, sir, am Dromio; pray let me stay.

Ant. S. jEgeon, art thou not? or else Ms
ghost?

o «

Dro. S. O, my old master, who hath bound
him here?

Abb. Whoever bound him, 1 wiE loose Ms
bonds.

And gain a husband by Ms liberty.

—

Speak, old jEgeon, if thou be’st the xnan
That hadst a wife once called
That bore thee at a harden two fair sons;
O, if thou be’st the same ^geon, speak,
And speak unto the same ABmiha!
Mge. If I dream not, thou art iEmilia;

If thou art she, tell me where is that son
That floated with thee on tiic fatal raft?

Abb. By men of Epdamnum, he and I,

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up:
But, by and by, rude fisherman of Connth
By force took Dromio and my son from them,
And me they left with those of Epidamnam:
What then became of them I cannot tell;

I to tMs fortune that you see me in. [right:

Duke. Why, here begms Ms morning story
These two Antipholas’s, these two so like,

And these two Dromios, one in semblance,

—

Besides her urging of her wreck at sea,

—

These arc the parents to these children,
WMch accidentally are met together.
Antipholus, thou cam’st from Corinth first?

Ant. S. No, sir, not I; I came from Syracuse.
Duke. Stay, stand apart; I know not which

is wMch. [ours lord.

Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my most graci-

Dro. E. And I with him.
Ant. E. Brought to this town by that most

famous warrior,

Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle.

Adr. WMch of you two did dine with me
to-day?

Ant. S. I, gentle mistress.

Adr. And are not you my husband?
Ant, E. No; I say nay to that.

Ant. S. And so do I, yet she did call me so;

And tMs fair gentlewoman, her sister here,

Did call me brother.—What I told you then,
I hope I shall have leisure to make good;
If tMs be not a dream I see and hear. [nte.

Ang. That is the chain, sir, wMch you had of

Ant. S. I think it be, sir; I deny it not
Ant. E. And you, sir, for tMs chain arrested

me.
Ang. t think,! did, sir: I deny it not
Adr. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail,

By Dromio; but I tMnk he brought it not
Dro. E. No, none by me. [you.

Ant. S. TMs purse of ducats I receiv’d from
And Dromio my man did bring them me:
I see we still did meet each oner’s man,
And I was ta’en for him, and he for me.
And thereupon these errors are arose. Dbere.

Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for my lather

Duke. It Shan not need; thy father hath Ms
life. [you.

Com. Sir, I must have that diamond from
Ant.E. There, take it; and much tha^s

for my good cheer. [pains

Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the

To go wi& ns into the abbey here,

And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes:—
And all that are assembled in this place.

That by this sympathized one day’s error

Have suffer’d wrong, go, keep us company.
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And we sliidl make full satisfaction.—

Twenty-five years ha^* I bnt gone in travail

Of yon, my sons; nor till this present hour

My heavy burdens are delivered:

—

The duke, my husband, and my children both.

And yon the calendars of their nativity,

Go to a gossip’s feast, and go with me;
After so long gnef, such nativity I [feast.

Du^* With all my heart, Pll gossip at this

|£rewnf DtJKE, Abb,. -ffiOE., Cour.,

Mer., Ahg„ and Attendants.

Dro. S. Master, shaE I fetch your stuff from
shipboard? [embark’d?

Anf. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou

Dro, S. Your goods, that lay at host, sir, m
the Centaur. [Dromio:

Ant. S, He speaks to me; I am your master,

Come, go with us; we’E look to that anon;
Embrace thy brother there; rejoice with him.

[Exeunt Ant., S. and E., Ahr., and Luc.
Dro. S There is a fat fnend at your master’s

house,

That kitchen’d me for you to-day at dinner:
She now shall be my sister, not my wife.

Dro. E. Methmks you are my glass, and not
my brother:

I see by you I am a sweet-faced youth.
WiU you walk in to see their gossiping?

Dro. S. Not I, sir; you are my elder.

Dro. E. That’s a question: how shall we
try it?

Dro. S. We will draw cuts for the senior:
till then, lead thou first.

Dro. E. Nay, then thus:
We came into the world like brother and

brother:

And now let’s go hand in hand, not one before
another, [Exeunt.
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ACT I.

Scene I.—Northampton. A Boom of State

m the Palace.

Enter King John, Queen Exinor, Pem-
broke, Essex, Saxisbury, and others, with
Chatixxon.

K. John* Now, sty, Cli&tilloii, wiitt would
France with us?

Chet. Thus, after, greeting, speaks the King
. of France,

In my behaTiour, to the majesty,
The horrow*d majesty of England here.

Eli. Astrangeheginning',—horrow’dmajesty!
K. John. Silence, good mother; hear the

embassy. [behalf

Chat. Philip of France, in lijght and true
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey^ts son,
Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim
To this fair is^d, and the territories,

—

To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine;
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword
Which sways usurpingly these several titles,
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And pit the s«itt« into yotmg Arthtir*s hand,

Thf nephew and right royal sofereign.

JT. John. What foiows, if we disallow or

this?

ClmL The proud control of fierce and bloody

wax,

To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld.

K. John. Here have we war for war, and

blood for blood,

Controlment for controlment: so answerFrance.

CkiL Then take my king’s defiance from my
mouth,

The furthest Emit of my embassy.

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so departm
peace:

Be thou as Eghtning in the eyes of France;

For ere thou canst report I wiM be there.

The thunder of my cannon shaE be heard:

So, hence! Be thou the trumpet of our wratii.

And suEen presage of your own decay.—

An honourable conduct let him have:

—

Pembroke, look to’t. FareweU, ChatiEon.

{Exeunt Chatillon and Pembroke
EU. What now, my son! have I not ever said

How that ambitious Constance would not cease

Til she had kindled France and aE the world

Upon the right and party of her son?

That might have been prevented and made
whole

With very easy arguments of love;

Which now the manage of two kingdoms must
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate.

K. John. Our strong possession and our right

for us. [your right,

Eli. Your strong possession much more than,

Or else it must go wrong with you and me:
So much my conscience whispers in your ear,

Fihiich none but heaven and you and I shaE
hear.

Enter the Sherif of Northamptonshire, who
whirrs Essex.

Essex, My hege, here is the strangest con-

troversy,

Come from the country to be judg’d by you,

That e’er I heard; shsJl I produce the men?
K. John. Let them approach.

—

[Exit Sheriff.

Our abbeys and our priories shaE pay
This expedition’s charge.

Re-enter Sheriff, with Robert Falconbridge
and Philip, his bastard Brother,

What men are you?
Bast, Your faithful subject I, a gentleman

Bom in Northamptonshire, and eldest son.
As I suppose, to Robert Falconbridge,

—

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand
Of Coear-de-Eon knighted in the field.

K. John. What art thou?
Rob. The son and heir to that same Falcon-

bndge. (the heir?

K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou
You came not of one mother, then, it seems.
Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty

king,— [fa&er;
That is weE known; and, as I think, one
Bat for the certain knowledge of that truth
I put you o’er to heaven and to my mother:

—

Of that I doubt, as aE men’s chEdren may.

Eli. Out on thee, rude man! thou dost
shame thy mother,

And wound her honour with this diffidence.
Bast I, madam? no, I have no reason for

it,

—

That is my brother’s plea, and none of mine;
That which if he can prove, ’a pops me out
At least from fair five hundred pound a-year:
Heaven guard my mother’s honour and mv

land!
JST. John. A good blunt feUow.—^Why, being

younger bom,
Doth he lay claim to thme inheritance?
Bast I know not why, except to get the knd.

But once he slander’d me with bastardy;
But whe’r I be as tme begot or no,

That shE lay upon my mother’s head;
But, that I am as well begot, my liege,

—

Fair faE the bones that took the pains for me!

—

Compare our faces, and be judge yourself.

If old Sir Robert did beget us both,

And were our father, and tins son Eke him,

—

0 old Sir Robert, father, on my knee
1 give heaven thanks I was not Eke to thee!
K. John. Why, what a madcap hath heaven

lent us here!

Eli. He hath a trick of Coeur-de-Eon’s face;

The accent of his tongue affecteth him:
Do you not read some tokens of my son
In the large composition of this man? [parts,

K. John. Mine eye hath weU examined his
And finds them perfect Richard.—Sirrah, speak,
What doth move you to claim your brother’s

land? [father;

Bast Because he hath a half-face, like my
With that half-face would he have aU my land;

A half-fac’d groat five hundred pound a-year I

Rob. My ^acious hege, when that my father
liv’d,

Your brother did employ my father much,

—

Bast WeE, sir, by this you cannot get my
land:

Your tale must be, how he employ’d my mother.
Rob. And once despatch’d him in an embassy

To Germany, there with the emperor
To treat of high affairs touching that time.

The advantage of his absence took the king,

And in the meantime sojourn’d at my father’s;

Where how he did prevml I shatne to speak,—
But truth is truth: large lengths of seas and

shores
Between my father and my mother lay,

—

As I have heard my father speak himself,

—

When this same lusty gentleman was got.

Upon hss death-bed he by wiU bequeath’d
His lands to me; and took it, on Ms death,

That this, my mother’s son, was none of Ms;
And if he were, he came into the world
FuE fourteen weeks before the course of time.

Then, good my Eege, let me have what is mine,
My father’s land, as was my father’s wiE.
K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate;

Your father’s wife did after wedlock bear Mm;
And if she did play false, the fault was hers;
WMch fault Hes on the hazards of aU husbands
That marry wives. TeU me, how if my brother,
Who, as you say, took pains to get tMs son.
Had of your father claim’d tMs son for Ms?
In' sooth, good friend, your father might have
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TMs calf, bred from his cow, from all the world;

la sooth, he mght: then, if he were my
brother’s,

My brother might not claim him; nor yonr
father,

Being none of his, refuse him. This con-
cludes,

—

My mother’s son did get yotir father’s heir;

Your father’s heirmust have your father’s land.

jRoh. Shall, then, my father’s will be of no
force

To dispossess that child which is not Ms?
Best. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir,

Than was Ms will to get me, as I.think.

EU. Whether hadst thou rather be a Falcon-
bridge,

And Eke thy brother, to enjoy thy land.

Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-Eon,

Lord of thy presence, and no land beside?

Bast. Madam, an ifmy brother had my shape

And I had Ms, Sir Robert his, Eke Mm;
And if my legs were two such nding-rods,

My arms such eel-skins stuff’d, my face so thin

Tlmt in mine ear 1 durst not stick a rose

Lest men should say. Look, where ihree^far-

things goest

And, to Ms shape, were heir to all tMs land,

Woidd I might never stir from off tMs place,

Fd give it every foot to have tMs face;

1 would not be Sir Nob in any case.

iSli. 1 Eke thee weU: wilt thou forsake thy
fortune.

Bequeath thy land to Mm, and foEow me?
1 am a soldier, and now bound to France.

Bast Brother, take you my land, 1*E take
my chance:

Your face hath got five hundred pound a-year;

Yet sell your face for fivepence, and 'tis dear.

—

Madam, X’E foEow you unto the death.

EU. Nay, I would have you go before me
tMther. [way.

Bast Our country manners give our betters

K, John. What is thy name?
Bast PMEp, my Eege; so is my name begun;

PMEp, good old Sir Robert’s wife's eldest son.

AT. John. From henceforth bear Ms name
whose form thou beax’st;

Kneelthou down PMEp, but arise more great,—
Arise Sir Richard and Plantagenet
Bast Brother by the mother’s ride, give me

your hand;
My father gave me honour, yours gave land.

—

Now blessed be the hour, by night or day,

When I was got. Sir Robert was awayl
EU, The very spirit of Hantagenetl

—

I am thy grandam, Richard; call me so.

Bast Madam, by chance, but not by truth:

what though?
Something about, a Ettle from the right.

In at the window, or else o’er the hatch;

Who dares not stir by day must Walk by night;

And have is have, however men do catch:

Near or far off, well won is stiE weE shot;

And I am I, howe’er 1 was begot
K. John. Go, Falconbridge; now hast thou

thy desire;

A landless knightmakes thee a landed squire.—
Come, madam,—and come, Richard; we must

speed
For France, for France; for it is more than need.

Bast Brother, adieu: good fortune come to
thee I

For thou wast got i’ the way of honesty.
[Exeunt aU except the Bastakp.

A foot of honour better than 1 was;
But many a many foot of land the worse.
WeE, now can I make any Joan a lady:

—

Goodden. Sir Richard:—God^ormercg,fellow:

—

And E Ms name be George, I’E caH him Peter;
Fornew-made honour doth forget men’s names;
*Tis too respective and too sociable
For your convcrrion. Now your traveler,

—

He and his toothpick at my worship’s mess;
And when my knightly stomach is suffic’d,

Why then I suck my teeth, and catechiae
My pick’d man of countries: Mg dear siT,-^

Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin,

—

I shadl beseech pou—that is question now;
And then comes answer Eke an ABC-book:

—

O sir, says answer, at gour best comrmnd;
At your emplogmeni; at your service, sir:—
No sir, says question, /, suieet sir, at gams:
And so, ere answer knows what questmn

would,

—

Saving in dialogue of compliment,
And talking of the Alps and Apennines,
The Pyrenean and the river Po,

—

It draws towards supjper in condurion so.

But this is worsMpM soci^.
And fits the mounting spixit Eke myseff:
For he is but a bastard to the time.
That doth not smack of observation,—
And so am I, whether Z smack or no;
And not alone in habit and device,

Exterior form, outward accoutrement,
But from the mward motion to deliver

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age’s tooth:

WMch, though I will not practise to deceive
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn;

For it shaE strew the footsteps of my rising.—
But who comes in such haste in riding-robes?

What woman-post is this? hath she no husband,
That wiE take smins to blow a horn before her?

Enter Lahy Falconbrq>ge, and James
GniufiEY.

0 me! it is my mother.—^How now, good lady!

What bringsjou here to court so hastily?

Lady F, Where is that slave, thy brother?
where is he

That holds in chase mine honour up and down?
Bast My brother Robert? old Sir Robert’s

son?
Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man?
Is it Sir Robert’s son that you seek so?
Lady F. Sir Robert’s sonl Ay, thou un-

reveread boy, [Robert?

Sir Robert’s son: why scom’st thou at Sir

He is Sir Robert’s son; and so art thou.

Bast James Gurney, wilt thou g^ve us leave

awMle?
Gur. Good leave, good PMlEp.
Bast PMlEp?—sparrow?—James,

There’s toys abroad: anon FE teH thee more.
[Exit Gurkey.

Madam, I was not old Sir Robert’s son;

Sir Robert might have eat Ms part in me
Upon Good-Fiiday, and ne’er broke his fast;

Sir Robert could do wefl: marry, to confeim.

Could not get me; Sir Robert could not do it,

—
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We taww Ms Iuai<iiwork;~-tIt«i«fore, geod

aol^ery

To idhoxit «m I iMskoidiss lor tliese limbs?

Sir Robert aerer bolp to mtke this leg.

ladM F. Hist tboa coaspied antn thj

brother too, [honotir?

Ttuft for thfa* owa gsia sbotddst defead mine

Wbtt metaa tMs scorn, tboa most tuttoward

icttwrc? Pfco-like;

Msi, Knight, knight, good mother,—BasiJ-

Whstl I sm dabbed; I htYe it on my shoulder.

But, mother, I sm not Sir Robert’s son,

I hirre disckim’d Sir Robert sad my land;

l^gitiaiiition, name, and all ia gone:

Then, good my mo^er, let me know my
father,—

. ^ ^
Some paper man, I hope: who was it, motiher?

j*. ¥r««* ^on denied thyself a Falcour

bridge?

jSmrf, As faithfully as I deny the dcviL

ladu Ft Ricbard Coeur-^O’Iion was
thy father:

By long and Tehement suit 1 was seduc’d

To make room for him in my husband’s bed:

HeaTenlaynotmytransgressiontomychargel—
Thou ait &e issue of my dear offence,

Which was so stron^y urg’d, past my defence.

Ba$t. How, by this light, were I to get again,

Madam, I would not wish a better father.

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth.

And so doth yours; your fault was not your

fofly:

Heeds must you lay your heart at his dispose,—
Subjected tnbute to commanding love,—
Against whose fury and unmatched force

The tweless lion could not mige the fight,

Hoc keep his pincely heart from Richard’s

^d:
He that perforce robs Hons of their hearts

May easily win a woman’s. Ay, my mother,
Wrth all my heart I thank thee for my fatherl

Who Hves and dares but say, thou didrt not well

When 1 was got. I’ll send his soul to hell.

Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin;

And they shsl say, when Richard me begot,

H thou hads^ said him nay, it had been sin:

Who says it was, he lies; I say ’twas not.

[Exemft

ACT IL

SCKKE I.—fKJUiCE. Before the Widh of
Anpcrs.

Knfir, m one safe, the Archduke oe Austria
and Forces; on the other, Philip, King o/

France, Louis, CoirstAHCE, Arthur, and
Forces.

* Xoa. BeforeAngierswell met,braveAustria.

—

Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood,

Richard, that robb’d the lion of his heart,

And fought the holy wars in Palestine,

By this brave duke came early to his grave:
And, for amends to Ms p<^terity,

At our importance Mther is he come '

To spead Ms colours, boy, in thy behalf;
And to rebuke the usurpation
Of rity unnatural uncle, English John:
Bmbiace Mm, love him, give Mm welcome

* . Mther.

ArOu God forgive you Coeur-de>lion’s
death.

The rather that you give Ms offspring life,

Shadowing their right under your winga of war:
I give you welcome with a powerless hand,
But with a heart full of unstained love,—
Welcome before the gates of Anglers, duke.
lout A noble boyl Who would not do

thee right?

At/sf. Upon thy cheek lay I tMs zealous
Mss,

As seal to tMs indenture of my love,

—

That to my home I will no more return.

Till Anglers, and the right thou hast in France,
Together with that pale, that wMte-fac’d shore.
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring

tides,

And coops from other lands her islanders,

—

Even till that England, hedg’d in with the tnaiwj

That water^walled bulwark still secure
And confident from foreign purposes,

—

Even till that utmost comer of the west
Salute thee for her king: till then, fair hoy.
Will 1 not think of home, but follow arms.
Const 0, take Ms mother’s thanks, a

widow’s thanks,
1M1 your strong hand shall help to Mve Mm

strength

To make a more requital to your love!

Aust The peace of heaven is theirs that lift

their swords
In such a just and charitable war*
KtPhi. Well, then, to work: our cannon

shall be bent
Against the brows of this resisting town.-*-
Call for our cMefest men of discipline.

To cull the plots of best advantages:
We’ll lay before tMs town our royal bones,
Wade to the market>place in Frenchxuan’s

blood,

But we will make it subject to tMs boy.
Const Stay for an answer to your embassy.

Lest unadvis’d you stain your swords with
blood:

My Lord Chatillon may from England bring
That right in peace, wMch here we urge in war;
And then we shall repent etch drop of blood
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed.
Kt Fhu A wonder, lady!—lo, upon thy wish,

Our messenger Chatillon is arrived!

Enter Chatillon.

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord;
We coldly pause for thee; ChatiUon, speak.
Chat Then turn your forces from tMs paltry

sieje,

And stir them up against a mightier task.
England, impatient of your just demands,
Hath put himself in arms: the adverse winds,
Whose leisure I have stay’d, have given Mm

time
To land Ms legions all as soon as I;

His marches are expedient to tMs town,
His forces strong, Ms soldiers confident.
With him along is come the mother-queeni;
An Atd, stiltingMm to blood and strife;

With herlier niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain;
With them a bastard of the kingdeceas’d:
And all the unsettled liumoars of the land, --

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries.
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With ladies* faces, and ferce dragon’s

spleens,

—

Ha7e sold their fortanes at their native homes,
Beaitog their birthrights proudly on their backs,

To make a hazard of new fortunes here.

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits,

Than now the English bottoms have waft o’er,

Did never float npon the swelling tide,

To do offence and scath in Christendom.
[Dm/ns beat wiihuu

'•

Hie interruption of their churlish drums
I

Cuts of more circumstance: they are at hand.
To parley or to fight: therefore prepare.

Z. Pht* How much unlook’d-for is this ex-
pedition!

Ausi* By how much unex^cted, by so much
We must awake endeavour for defence;

For courage mounteth with occasion:

Let them be welcome, then; we are prepar’d.

Enter King John, Elinor, Blanch, the
Bastard, Lords, and Forces.

K. John. Peace be to France, if France in

peace permit

Our just and lineal entrance to our own!
If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to

heaven!
Whiles we, God’s wrathful agent, do correct

Their proud contempt that beat his peace to

heaven. [retam
K. Phi. Peace be to England, if that war

From France to England, there to live in peace!

England we love; and for that England’s sake
burden of our armour here we sweat.

Hiis toil of ours should be a work of mine;

.

But thou from loving England art so far.

That thou luust under-wrought his lawful king,

Cut off the sequence of posterity.

Outfaced infant state, and done a rape
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown.
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face;

—

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of

his:

This little abstract doth contain that large

Which died in Geffrey; and the hand of time
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume.
That Geffrey was thy elder brother bom,
And this Ms son; Eng^d was Geffrey’s right,

And this is Geffrey’s: in the name of God,
How comes it then, that thou art call’d a l^g.
When Eving blood doth in these temples beat,

Which owe the crown that thou o’ermasterest?

K. John, From whom hast thou this great

commission, France,

To draw my answer from thy articles?

K. Phi. From that supernal judge that stirs

good thoughts
In any breast of strong authority.

To look into the blots and stains of right.

Tbat judge hath made me guardian to tMs boy:
Under whose warrant 1 impeach thy wrong;
AndJ>y whose help I mean to ch&stise it.

K. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority.

K. Phi. Excuse,—^it is to beat usurping down
Eli. Who is it thou dost caE usurper, France?
Cortst. Let me make answer;—^tl^ usurping

son.
EK. Out, insolent! thy bastard shaE be king,

That thou mayst be a queen, and check the
wotldl

Co ^sL My bed was ever to thy son as true
As thine was to thy husband; and this boy
liker m feature to his father Gefeey flike

Than thou and John in manners,—being as
As ram to water, or devil to Ms dam.
My boy a bastard! By my soul, 1 tMnk
His fa&er never was so true begot:
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother.

Eli. There’s a good mother, boy, that blots

thy father.

Const. There’s a good grandam, boy, that
would blot thee.

Amt. Peace!
Bast. Hear the crier.

Aasf. What the devil art thou?
Bast. One that wiE play the devil, sir, with

you.
An ’a man catch yotir hide and you alone.
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes,
Whose valour plucks dead hons by the beard:
I’M smoke your skin-coat an I catch you right;

Sirrah, look to ’t; i’ faith, I will, i’ faith,

Blanch. O, weE did he become t^t hon’s
robe

That did disrobe the Hon of that robe!
Bast. It Ees as sightly on the back of Mm

As great Alcides’ shoes upon an ass:—
But, ass, I’E take that burden from ybur back,
Or lay on that shaE make your shoulders crack.

Amt. What cracker is tMs same that deals
our ears

With this abundance of superfluous breath?
K. Phi. Louis, determine what we shaE do

straight. (ference.—
Lou. Women and fools, break off your con-

King John, tMs is the veiy sum of aU,

—

En^fand and Ireland, Anjou, Tourame, Maine,
In right of Arthur, do I claim of thee:

WEt thou resign them, and lay down thy arms?
K. John. My life as soon:—I do defy thee,

France.
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee tomy hand;
And out of my dear love, I’U give thee more
Than e’er the coward hand of France can win:

Submit thee, boy.
Eli. Come to thy grandam, cMId.

Const. Do, cMld, go to it’ grandam, chEd;
Give grandam kingdom, and it’ grandam wEl
Give it a pMm, a cherry, and a fig:

There’s a good grandam.
Ardi, Good my mother, peace!

I would that I were low hud in my grave:

I am not worth tMs coE that’s made for me.
Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy,

he weei». [does or no!

Const. How, shame upon you, whe’r she

His grandam’s wrongs, and not Ms mother’s
shames, fpoor eyes,

Draw those heaven-moving pearls from Ms
Which heaven shaE take in nature of a fee:

Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shaE be
brib’d

To do him justice, and revenge on you.

Eli. Thou monstrous ^Underer of heaven
and earth!, [and earth!

Const Thou monstrous injurer of heaven
Call not me slanderer; thou and tMne usurp
The dominations, royalties, and rights [son,

Of tMs oppressed boy: tbis is thy eldest son’s

Infortunate in nothing but iu thee:
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Thf w«s ire fisited in this poor child;

The cinott of the law is laid on him,

Bemg but the second gencrtfaon

Removed from thy sm-conceiving womb.

Jw. John. Bedlam, hav^e done.

That he is not only plagued for her sin,

But God hath made her sm and her the plague

On this removed issue, plagu’d for her,

And with her plague, her sm, his injury

Her injury,—the beadle to her sin;

All punish'd in the person of this child.

And all for her: a plague upon her!

EH. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce

A will that bars the title of thy son. (win;

Const. Ay, who doubts that? a will! a uacked

A woman’s will, a canker’d grandam’s will!

K. Phi. Peace, lady* pause, or be more
temperate:

It iE beseems this presence to cry aim

To these ili-tuned repetitions.

—

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls

These men of Anglers: let us hear them speak

Whose title they admit, Arthur’s or John’s.

Trumpet sounds. Enter Citizens upon the

walls.

I Cit. Who IS it that hath warn’d us to the

w^s?
JC. PM. ’Tis France, for England.

K. John. England, for itself:

—

You men of Angiers, and my loving subj'ects,

—

K. Phu YouJoving men of Angiers, Arthur’s

subjects',

Our trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle.

K. John. For our advantage; therefore hear

us &st.
These flsgs of France, that are advanced here

Before the eye and prospect of your town,

Have hither march’d to your endamagement:
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath,

And ready mounted are they to spit forth

Their iron indignadoa ’gainst your walls:

All prepamtion for a bloody siege

jHoid merciless proceeding by these French
Confronts your city’s eyes, your winking gates;

And, but for our approach, those sleepmg
stones,

That as a waist do girdle you about.

By the compulsion of their ordinance

By tlds time from their fixed beds of lime
Had been dlshabited, and wide havoc made
For bloody power to rush upon your peace.

But, on the sight of us, your lawful Idng,

—

Who painfully, with much expedient march,
Have brought a countercheck before your gates.

To save unscratch’d your city’s threaten’d

cheeks,

—

Behold, the French, amaz’d, vouchsafe a parle;

And now, instead of bullets wrapp’d in fire.

To make a shaking fever in your walls.

They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke,
To make a faithless error in your ears:

Which trust accordin^y, laud citizens,

And let us in, your king; whose labour’d spirits,

Forweaiied in this action of swift speed.
Crave harbourage within your city-walls.

K. Phu When I have said, make answer fo

us both.
L0| in this right hand, whose protection

I Is most divinely vow’d upon the right

Of Mm it holds, stands yoimg Plantagenet,
Son to the elder brother of tMs man.
And king o’er Mm and all that he enjoys:
For tMs down-trodden equity we tread
la war-like march these greens before your

town;

Being no further enemy to you
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal

In the relief of tMs oppressed chUd
Religiously provokes. Be pleased, then,
To pay that duty wMch you truly owe
To him that owes it, namely, tMs young prince:

And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear,

Save in aspect, have all offence seal’d up;
Our cannons’ malice vainly shall be spent
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven;
And with a blessed and unvex’d retire,

With unhack’d swords and helmets all un-
bruis’d,

We will bear home that lusty blood again
WMch here we came to spout against your town.
And leave your children, wives, and you in

peace.

But if you fondly pass our proffer’d offer,

’Tis not the rondure of your old-fac’d walls

Can hide you from our messengers of war,
Though all these English, and their discipline.

Were harbour’d in their rude circumference.
Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord

In that behalf wMch we have challeng’d it?

Or shall we give the signal-to our rage.

And stalk in blood to our possession?

J Cit. Jn brief, we are the King of England’s
subjects:

For Mm, and in Ms right, we hold tMs town.
John. Acknowledge then the king, and

let me in.

i Cit. That can we not; but he that proves
the king,

To Mm will we prove loyal: till that time
Have we ramm’d up our gates against the world.

AT. John. Doth not the crown of Engand
prove the king?

And, if not that, I bring you witnesses.
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England’s

breed,

—

Bast. Bastards, and else.

J^. John. To verify our title with their lives.

AT. PM. As many and as weU-bom bloods
as those,

—

Bast. Some bastards too.

AT. PM'. Stand in Ms face, to contradict Ms
claim.

J CU. Till you compound whose right is

worthiest,

We for the wortMest hold the right from both.
AT, John. Then God forgive the sin of all

those souls.

That to their everlasting residence,
Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet.

In dreadful trial of our kingdom’s Mng!
K. Phi. Amen, Amenl—Mount, chevaliers I

to arms!
Bast. St. George, that swnged the dragon,

and e’er since
Sits on Ms horse’ back at mine hostess’ door,
Teach us some fenceI—Sirrah [fo AustriaI,

were I at home,
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness,
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I would set aa ox-head to your lion’s hide,

Aad make a monster of you.

Amt Peace! no more.
Bast* O, tremble, for you hear the lion roar.

K* John. Up hi^er to the plain; where
we’ll set forth

In best appointment all our regiments.

Bast Speed, then, to take adrantage of the
held.

K. PM. It shall be so;—[fo Loins] and at

the other hill

CJommand the rest to stand.—God and our
right! [ExeuTii severally.

After Excursions, enter a French Herald, with
trumpets, to the gates.

F.Her. You men of Anglers, open wide
your gates,

And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in,

Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made
Much work for tears in many an Enghsh

mother, [ground:

Whose sons lie scatter’d on the bleeding
Many a widow’s husband grovelling lies,

Coldly embracing the discolour’d earth;

And victory, with little loss, doth play

Upon the dancing banners of the French,
Who are at hand, triumphantly display’d-

Yo enter conquerors, and to proclaim

Arthur of Bretagne England’s king and yours.

Enter an English Herald, with trumpets.

E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring

your bells; [proach,

JECing John, your king and England’s, doth ap-
Commander of this hot malicious day:

Their armours, that march’d hence so silver-

bright.

Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood;

There stuck no plume in any Enghsh crest

That is removed by a staff of France;

Our colours do return in those same hands
That display them when we first march’d

forth;

And, Hke a joUy troop of huntsmen, come
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands,
Dy’d in the dying slaughter of their foes;

Open your gates, and give the victors way.
J at Heralds, from off our towers, we

might behold.
From first to last, the onset and retire

Of both your armies; whose equality

By our best eyes cannot be censured:

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have an-

swer’d blows;
Strength match’d with strength, and power con-

fronted power:
Both are alike; and both alike we like.

One must prove greatest: while they weigh so

even
We hold our town for neither; yet for both.

Re-erOer, on one sMe, KiwG John, Elinor,
Blanch, the Bastard, end Forces; at the

other, Xmo Philip, Loras, Ausmu, and
Forces.

K. John. France, hast thou yet more Mood
to cast away?

Say, shall the current of our right run on?

Whose passage, vex’d with thy impediment.
Shall leave his native channel, and o’ersweil
With course disturb’d even thy confining shores.
Unless thou let his silver water keep
A peaceful progress to the ocean.
K. Phi. England, thou hast not sav’d one

drop of blood,

In this hot trial, more than we of France;
Rather, lost more; and by this hand I swear,
That sways the earth this climate overlooks,
Before we will lay down our just-boxne arms,
We’ll put thee down, ’gainst whom these arms

we bear,

Or add a royal number to the dead.
Gracing the scroll that tells of this war’s loss
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings.

Bast. Ha, majesty! how high thy glory
towers

When the rich blood of kings is set on fire!

O, now doth Death line Ms dead chaps with
steel;

The swords of soldiers are his teem, Ms fangs;
And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men,
In undetermin’d differences of kings—
Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus?
Cry, havoc, kings! back to the stained field,

You equal potentates, fiery-kmdled spirits!

Then let confusion of one part confirm
The other’s peace; till then, blows, blood, and

death! [admit?
K. John. Whose party do the townsmen yet

K. Phi. Speak, citizens, for England; who’s
your king? [the king.

1 at. The King of England, when we know
K.-^Pki. Know Mm in us, that here hold up

Ms right.

K. John. In us, that are our own greats
deputy.

And bear possession of our person here;
Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you.

1 at A greater power than we denies all

this;

And till it be undoubted, we do lock

Our former scruple in our strong-barr’d gates;

King’d of our fear, until our fears, resolv’d.

Be by some certain king purg’d and depos’d.

Bast. By heaven, these scroylcs of Angiers
flout you, kings.

And stand securely on their battlements
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point

At your industrious scenes and acts of death.

Your royal presences be rul’d by me;

—

Do like the mutines of Jerusalem,
Be friends awhile, and both conjointly bend
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town;
By east and west let France and England mount
Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths,
Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl’d

down
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city:

I’d play incessantly upon these jades,

Even^ unlenced desolation

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, dissever your united strengto,

And part your mingled colours once again:

Turn face to face, and Moody point to point;

Then, in a moment, fortune shall cuU forth

Out of one side her happy minion,

To whom in favour she shall give the day.

And kiss Mm with a glorious victory.
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How lik# you this wild counsel, mighty states?

Smacks it not something of the policy?
« John, Ifow, by the sky that hangs above

our heads,

I like it well.—France, shah we knit our

powers.

And lay this Angiers even with the ground;

Then, after, fight who shall be king of it’

B^sL An If thou hast the mettle of a king,—

Bdmg wTong*^ as we are, by this peevish

town,

—

Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery.

As we win oms, against these saucy walls;

And when that we have dash’d tiiem to the

ground,

Why, then defy each other, and, pell-meU,

Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or heU!

jST. Phi. iet it be so.—^y, where will pu
assault? {struction

K. John. We from the west will send de-

Into this city’s bosom.
Ami. I from the north.

K. Phi. Our thunder from the south

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town.

Bast. 0 prudent disciplmel From north to

south,

—

Austria and France shoot in each other’s

mouth:
rn stir them to it. [Asxiie.]—Come, away,

away!
J Cif. Hear us, great kings: vouchsafe

awhile to stay.

And I shall show you peace and fair-fac’d

league;

Win you this city without stroke or wound;
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds,

here come sacrifices for the field:

Pers^ver not, but hear me, mighty kings.

jC. John. Speak on, with favour; we are
bent to hear. [Blanch,

I Of. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady
Is niece to England:—look upon the years
Of Louis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid:
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty,
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch?
If zealous love should go in search of virtue,

Where should he find it purer than in Blanch?
If love ambitious sought a match of birth,

Whose veins botmd richer blood than hady
Blanch?

Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth,

Is the young Dauphin every way complete,

—

If not complete of, say he is not she;
And she again wants nothing, to name want.
If want it be not, that she is not he:
He is the half part of a blessed man.
Left to be finished by such a she;
And she a fair divided excellence,
Whose fulness of perfection lies In Mm.
0, two such silver currents, when they join
Do glorify the banks that bound them in;

And two such shores to two such streams made
one, [kings,

Two such controlling bounds shall you be.
To these two princes, if you marry them.
This union shall do more than battery can
To our fast-closed gates; for, at this match,
With swifter si^een than powder can enforce.
The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope,
And give you entrance; but without this match,

The sea enraged is not half so deaf,

lions more confident, mountains and rocks
More free from motion; no, not Death himself
In mortal fury half so peremptory,

As we to keep this city.

Bast. Here’s a stay,

That shakes the rotten carcase of old Death
Out of Ms ragsl Here’s a large mouth, indeed.
That spits forth death and mountains, rocks

and seas;

Talks as familiarly of roaring lions

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs!

What cannoneer begot tMs lusty blood?

He speaks plain cannon,—fire and smoke and
bounce;

He gives the bastinado with his tongue;

Our ears are cudgell’d; not a word of Ms
But buffets better than a fist of France:
Zounds! I was never so bethnmp’d with words
Since I first called my brother’s father dad.

Eli, Son, list to tl^ conjunction, make tMs
match;

Give with our niece a dowry large enough:
For by tMs knot thou shalt so surely tie

Thy now unsurid assurance to the crown,
That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe

The bloom that promiseth a mighty fnut.

I see a yielding in the looks of France;
Mark how they wMsper: urge them while their

souls

Are capable of tMs ambition,

Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath
Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse.
Cool and congeal again to what it was.
1 at. Why answer not the double majesties

TMs friendly treaty of our threaten’d town?
K. Phi. Speak England first, that hath been

forward first

To speak unto tMs city: what say you?
K, John. If that the DaupMn there, thy

princely son,

Can in tMs book of beauty read, “I love,”

Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen:
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiers,

And all that we i-pon this side the sea,

—

Except tMs city now by us besieg’d,

—

Find liable to our crown and dignity.

Shall gild her bridal bed; and make her rich

In titles, honours, and promotions.
As she in beauty, education, blood,
Holds hand with any princess of the world.
K. Phi. What say’st thou, boy? look in the

lady’s face.

Lou. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle,
The shadow of myself form’d in her eye;
WMch, bemg but the shadow of your son.
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow:
I do protest I never lov’d myself
Till now infixed I beheld myself
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye,

[Whispers with Blanch.
Bast. [Aside.] Drawn in the flattering table

of her eye!

—

Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow!-
And quarter’d in her heart!—he doth espy
Himself love’s traitor! TMs is pity now,

That, hang’d,. and drawn, and quarter’d, there
shomd be

In such a love so vile a lout as he.
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Blanch* My iinde*s will in tMs respect is

mine.

H be see angbt in you tlmt makes Mm like,

That anything he sees, which moves Ris hking,

I can with ease translate it to my will;

Or if you will, to speak more properly,

I will enforce it easily to my love.

Further, I will not flatter you, my lord.

That all I see in you is worthy love,

Than tMs,—that nothing do I see in you,

Though churiish thoughts themselves should
be your judge,

—

That I can find should merit any hate.

K, John. What say these young ones?—
What say you, ray niece? [do

Blanch. That she is bound in honour still to

What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say.

K. John. Speak then, Prince Dauphin; can
you love tMs lady?

Lou. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love;

For I do love her most unfeignedly.

K. John. Then do I give Volquessen, Tou-
raine, Maine,

Poictiers, and Anjou, these five provmces.
With her to thee; and tMs addition more,
Full thirty thousand marks of English com.—
Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withal,

Command thy son and daughter to join hands.
K. Phi. It likes us well.—Young princes,

close your hands.
Ansf. And your lips too; for I am well assur’d

That I did so when 1 was first assur’d.

K. Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your
gates,

Let in that amity wMch you have made;
For at Saint Mary’s chapel presently

The rites of marriage shall be solemmz’d.

—

Is not the Lady Constance in tMs troop?

I know she is not; for this match made up
Her presence would have interrupted much:
Where is she and her son? teU me, who knows.

Lou. She is sad and passionate at your high-

ness’ tent.

K, Phi. And, by my faith, this league that

we have made
Will give her sadness very little cure.

—

Brother of England, how may we content

This widow kdy? In her right we came;
WMch we, God knows, have turn’d another

way,
To our own vantage.

K. John. We will heal up all;

For we’ll create young Arthur Duke of Bret-

agne
And Earl of Richmond; and tMs rich fair town
We make Mm lord of.—Call the Lady Con-

stance:

Some speedy messenger bid her repair

To our solemnity:—I trust we shaU,
3Qf not fill up the measure of her will

Yet in some measure satisfy her so
That we shall stop her exclamation.

Go we, as well as haste will suffer us,

To tMs unlock’d for, unprepared pomp.
[Exeunt all but the Bastard. The Citizens

^
retire from the Walls.

. Bast. Mad worldl mad kings! mad composi-
tion!

John, to stop Arthur’s title in the whole,
Hath wiUinglf departed with a part; [on,

j

AndFrance,—whose armour conscience buckled
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field

I As God’s own soldier,—rounded in the ear
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil;

That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith;

That daily break-vow; he that wins of all,

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men,
maids,—

Who having no external thing to lose
But the word maid, cheats the poor miud of that;
That smooth-fac’d gentleman, ticMing com-

modity,

—

Commodity, the bias of the world;
The world, who of itself is peised weB,
Made to run even upon even ground,
Till tMs advantage, tMs vile-drawing bias,

TMs sway of motion, this commodity.
Makes it take head from ail indifferency,

From all direction, purpose, course, intent;

And tMs same bias, tMs commodity,
TMs bawd, tMs broker, tMs afi-changing word.
Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle France,
Hath drawn Mm from his own determin’d aid,

From a resolv’d and honourable war,
To a most base and vile-concluded peace.

—

And why rail I on tMs commodity?
But for because he hath not woo’d me yet:

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand
When Ms fair angels would salute my palm;
But for my hand, as unattempted yet,

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich.

Well, whiles I am a bepar, I will rail,

And say, There is no sin but to he rich;

And, being hch, my virtue then shall be,

To say, There is no vice but beggary:
Smee kings break faith upon commodity,
Gam, be my lord!—for I will worsMp thee.

[Exit.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

France. The French King’s Tent.

Enter Constance, Arthur, and Salisbury.

Const. Gone to be married! gone to swear a
peace!

False blood to false blood join’d! gone to

be friends!

Shall Louis have Blanch? and Blanch those
provinces?

It is not so; thou hast misspoke, misheard;
Be well advis’d, tell o’er thy tale again:

It cannot be; thou dost but say ’tis so:

I trust I may not trust thee; for thy word
Is but the vain breath of a common man:
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man;
I have a king’s oath to the contrai7.

Thou Shalt be punish’d for thus frightmg me.
For I am sick, and capable of fears;

Oppress’dwithwrongs,andthereforefuUoffears;
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears;

A woman, naturally bom to fears;

And thoughthou now confessthou didst but jest.

With my vex’d spirits I cannot take a tnice,

But they will quake and tremble all this day.

What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head?
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son?

Wliat means that hand upon that breast of thine?

Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum,
Like a proud river peenng o’er its bounds?
Be these sa’d signs confirmers of thy words?



KING iom [act m.

Thtn speak tgaifl,--aot all tkf

Bui tlus one word, wketker tky tale be true.

QaL As true as I believe yoa tlimk_tliem false

That jeIvo yoa caase to prove my sspag
.

Comt 0, if tboa teacb me to believe this

sorrow,

Teach thoa tins sorrow how to make me die;

And let belief and life encoantcr so

As doth the fury of two desperate men.

Which in the very meeting fall and die!

—

JUuais marry Blanch? 0 boy, then where art

thou? ,

France fnead with England! what becomes of

me?

—

Fellow, be gone: I cannot brook thy sight;

This news hath made thee a most ugly man.
What other hann have I, good lady,

done,

Bot spoke the harm that is by others done?^

Const Which harm within itself so heinous is.

As it makes harmful all that speak of it.

ArtA, I do beseech you, madam, be content.

Const If thou, that bid’st me be content,

wert grim,

Ugly, and slanderous to thy mother’s womb,
Fall of unpleasing blots and sightless stains.

Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,

Patch’d with foul moles and eye-offending

marks,

I would not care, I then would be content;

For then I should not love thee; no, nor thou

Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown.

But thou art fair; and at thy birth, dear boy,

nature and fortune join’d to make thee great:

Of nature’s ^ts thou mayst with hlies boast.

And with the half-blown rose: but Fortune, O!
She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee;

She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John;

And with her golden hand hath pluck’d on
France

To tread down fair respect of sovereignty.

And made his majesty the bawd to theirs.

France is a bawd to Fortune, and king John

—

That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John!

—

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn?

Envenom him with words; or get thee gone,

And leave those woes alone, which I alone

Am bound to under-bear.

Sai. Pardon me, madam,
I may not go without you to the Idngs.

Coast, Thou mayst, thou shalt; I will not go
with thee:

I wili instruct my sorrows to be proud;
For gnef is proud, and makes his honour stout,

To me, and to the state of my great grief,

Let Mngs assemble; for my gnef’s so great

That DO supporter but the huge firm earth

Can hold it up: here I and sorrows sit;

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it.

[Seats herself on the ground.

Enter King John, King Philip, Loms,
Blanch, Elinor, Bastard, Austria, and
Attendants.

K. PM, ’Tis true, fair dauiditer; and this

blessed day
Ever in France shall be kept festival;

To solemnize this day the glorious sun
Stays in Ms course, and ]^ys the alchemist,

Turning, with splendour of his precious eye
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold:*
The yearly course that brings this day about
Shall never see it but a hoEday.

Const. A wicked day, and not a holy day!

What hath this day deserv’d? what hath ifdone*
That It in golden letters should be set

*

Among the high tides in the calendar?
Hay, rather turn this day out of the week.
This day of shame, oppression, perjury;

Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child
Pray that their burdens may not fall this day,
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross’d:
But on this day let seamen fear no wreck;
No bargains break that are not this day made:
This day, all things begun come to ill end,

—

Yea, fairh itself to hollow falsehood change!
K. Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no

cause
To curse the fair proceedings of this day.
Have I not pawn’d to you my majesty?

Coast. Youhavebeguii’dmewithacounterfeit
Resemblmg majesty; which, being touch’d and

tried,

Proves valueless; you are forsworn, forsworn:
You came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood,

But now in anus you strengthen it with yours:
The grappling vigour and rough frown of war
Is cold in amity and painted peace.

And our oppression hath made up this league.

—

Ann, arm, you heavens, against these perjur’d
kings!

A widow cries; be husband to me, heavens!
Let not the hours of this ungodly day
Wear oat the day in peace; but, ere sunset,

Set armed discord ’twixt these perjur’d Mngs!
Hear me, 0, hear me!

Aust, Lady Constance, peace.
Const. War! war! no peace! peace is to me

a war.
O LymogesI 0 Austria! thou dost shame
That bloody spoil: thou slave, thou wretch, thou

coward!
Thou little valiant, great in villanyl

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side!

Thou Fortune’s champion that dost never fight

But when her humorous ladyship is by
To teach thee safety!—thou ‘art perjur’d too.

And sooth’st up greatness. What a fool art thou,
A ramping fool, to brag, and stamp, and swear
Upon thy party! Thou cold-blooded slave,

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side?
Been sworn my soldier? bidding me depend
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength?
And dost thou now fall over to my foes?
Thou wear a lion’s hide! doff it for shame,
And hang a calf’s-skitt on those recreant tabs!

Aust. O, that a man should speak those
words to me!

Bast. Andhanga calf’s-skmonthose recreant
limbs.

Aust. Thou dar’st not say so, villain, for thy
life.

Bast. Andhanga calf’s-sMnon those recreant
limbs.

K. John. We like not this; thou dost forget
thyself.

K, Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the
pope.
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Enter Pahddlph.

Pand. Hail, you anointed, deputies of
Jieaven!

—

To thee, King JoJm, my holy errand is,

I Panduiph, of fair Milan cardinal,

And from Pope Innocent the legate here.

Do in his name religiously demand.
Why thou agamst the church, our holy mother.
So wilfully dost spurn; and, force perforce.

Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop
Of Canterbury, from that holy see?

This, in our foresaid holy father’s name,
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee.

K. John. What earthly name to interroga-
tories

Can task the free breath of a sacred king?
Thou canst not, cardmal, devise a name
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous,

To charge me to an answer, as the pope.

Tell him this tale; and from the mouth of
England

Add thus much more,—That no Italian priest

Shall tithe or toll m our dominions;

But as we under heaven are supreme head.
So, under him, that great supremacy,
"Vniere we do reign, we will alone uphold.

Without the assistance of a mortal hand:
So tell the pope; all reverence set apart

To him and his usurp’d authonty.

K. Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme
in this. [Christendom,

K. John. Though you, and all the kings of

Are led so grossly by this meddling pnest.

Dreading the curse that money may buy out;

And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust,

Purchase corrupted pardon of a man,
Who m that sale sells pardon from himself;

Though you and all the rest, so grossly led.

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish;

Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose
Against the pope, and count his friends my foes.

Pand. Then, by the lawful power that I have,

Thou shalt stand curs’d and excommunicate;
And blessed shall he be that doth revolt

Prom his allegiance to an heretic;

And meritorious shall that hand be call’d,

Canonized, and worshipp’d as a saint,

That takes away by any secret course

Thy hateful life.

Const. 0, lawful let it be
That I have room with Rome to curse awhile!

Good father cardinal, cry thou amen
To my keen curses: for without my wrong
There is no tongue hath power to curse him

right. [curse.

Pand. There’s law and warrant, lady, for my
Const. And for mine too: when law can do

no right,

Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong:
Law cannot give my child his kingdom here;

For he that holds Ms kingdom holds the law:

Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong,

How can the law forbid my tongue to curse?

Pand. PMlip of France, on penl of a curse.

Let go the hand of that arch-heretic;

And raise the power of France upon his head,

Unless he do submit himself to Rome.
Ell, Look’st thou pale, France; do not let

go thy hand.

Const Look to that, devil; lest that France
repeat

And, by disjoimng hands, hell lose a soul,
Aust. KLing Philip, Estea to the cardinal.
Bast. And hang a calf’s-sfaa on Ms recreant

limbs. iwrongs,
Ausf. Well, ruffian, I mast pocket up these

Because

—

Bast. Your breeches best may cany them.
K. John. Philip, what say’st thou to the

cardinal? [cardinal?
Const. What should he say, but as the
Lou. Bethink you, father; for the difference

Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome,
Or the hght loss of England for a fnend:
Forego the easier.

Blanch. That’s the curse of Rome.
Const. O Louis, stand fast! the devil tempts

thee here
In likeness of a new uptrimmed bride.

Blanch. The Lady Constance speaks not
from her faith.

But from her need.
Const 0, if thou grant my need.

Which only hves but by the death of faith,

That need must needs infer this pnnciple,

—

That faith would live again by death of need!
O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts

up;
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down!
K. John. The kmg is mov’d, and answers

not to tMs. [well!

Const 0, be remov’d from Mm, and answer
Aust Do so, King PMhp; hang no more in

doubt. [sweet lout.

Bast Hang notMng but a calPs-skin, most
K. Phi. I am perplex’d, and know not what

to say. [thee more,
Pand. What canst thou say, but will perplex

If thou stand excommunicate and curs’d?

X. Phi. Good reverend father, make my
person yoUrs,

And tell me how you would bestow yourself.

TMs royal hand and mine are newly knit.

And the conjunction of our inward souls
Married in league, coupled and link’d together
With all religious strength of sacred vows;
The latest breath that gave the sound of words
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love.

Between our kingdoms and our royal selves;

And even before tMs truce, but new before,

—

Ho longer than we well could wash out hands,
To clap tMs royal bargain up of peace,

—

Heaven knows, they were besmear’d and over-
stain’d

With slaughter's pencil, where revenge did
paint

The fearful difference of incensed kings:

And shall these hands, so lately purg’d of blood
So newly joined in love, so strong m both,

Unyoke tMs seizure and tMs kmd re^eet?
Play fast and loose with faith? so jest with

heaven,
Make such unconstant children of ourselves,

As now again to snatch our palm from palm;
Unswear faith sworn; and on the marriage-bed
Of smiling peace to inarch a bloody host,

And make a not on the gentle brow
Of true sincenty? O, holy sir.

My reverend father, let it not be so!
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Oat ^ 3wtir gra<c«* ordiiii, impose
SoA« gcmtle order; md then we shell he blessM

To do jotir {detstire, and continne jEriends.

Ptosf. M form is fonaless, order orderless,

Sii¥« whet is oppo^ to Englsnd^s love.

Therefore, to sxinsl be cbAmpion of onr church

Or let the chuKh, our mother, breathe her

curse,

—

A mother’s curse,—on her revolting sotu

France, thou mayit hold a serpent by the

tongue,

A chafed Hon by the mortsl paw,

A fitting tis^r safer by the tooth, [hold.

Than fceepm peace that hand which thon dost

A. PM* I may disjoin my hand, but not my
faith. [faith;

Pmd* So mak'flt thon faith an enemy to

And, like acM wtr, setfst oath to oath,

Thy tongue against thy tongue. 0, let thy vow
lint made to heaven, first be to heaven per-

form’d,

—

That is, to be the chamiaon of our church!

What smce thou swor’st is sworn against thy-

self,

And may not be performed by thyself:

For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss
Is not amiss when it is truly done;
And being not done, where doing tends to ill,

The truth is (hen most done not doing it:

The better*act of purposes mistook
Is to mistake again; though indirect,

Yet indirection thereby grows direct,

And filsehood falsehMd cures; as fire cools

fire

Within the scorched veins of one new bum’d.
is reHgmn that doth make vows kept;

By what thon swear’st against &e thing thou
swear’st;

And mak’st an oath the surety for thy truth
Against an oath: the truth thou are unsure
To swear, swears only not to be forsworn;
Use what a mockery should it be to swearl
But tium dost swear only to be forsworn;
And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost

swear.
Therefore thy latter vows against thy fiurst

It in thyself rebellion to thyself;

And better conquest never canst thou make
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts
Against these giddy loose suggestions:
Upon which better part our prayers come in.

If thou vouchsafe them; but if not, then know
The peril of onr curses light on thee,
So hMvy as thou shalt not shake them off.

But in despair die under their black weight.
Aust. Rebellion, fiiat rebelHonI
Bast, Will’t not be?

WiU not a calfshsldn stop that mouth of thine?
Lou, Father, to arms!
Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day?

Against the blood that tbou ha^ married?
What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter’d

men? [dr^s,

—

ShaH ^yittg trumpets and loud churlish
Clamours of hell,—be measures to our pomp?
0 husband, hear mel—-ay, alack, how new
Is husband in m^^ mouthl—even for that name,
Which till this nme my tongue did ne’er pro-

nounce,

Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms
Against mine unde.
Const 0, upon my knee,

Made hard with kneeling, 1 do pray to thee,

Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom
Forethought by heaven.

Blanch. Now ShaH I see thy love: what
motive may

Be stronger with thee than the name of wife?
Const That which upholdeth him that thee

upholds,
His honour:—0, thine honour, Louis, thine

honour!
Lou. I muse your majesty doth seem so cold,

When such profound respects do poH you on.

Band. I wiH denounce a curse upon his head.
K. PM. Thou shalt not need.—-England, I

win faH from thee.

Const 0 fair return of banish’d majesty]
£IL O foul revolt of French inconstancy!

K. John, France, thou shalt rue this hour
within this hour.

Bast Old Time the clock-setter, that bald
sexton Time,

Ls it as he will? well, ^en, France shall rue.

Blanch. The sun’s o’ercast with blood: fair

day, adieul

Which is the side that I must go withal?

I am with both: each army hath a hand;
And in their rage, I having hold of both.

They whirl asunder and dismember me.
Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win;
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose;

Father, I may not wish the fortune thme;
Grandam, 1 wiU not wish thy wishes thrive:

Whoever wins, on that side shall 1 lose;

Assured loss before the match be play’d.

Lou. Lady, with me; with me thy fortune
lies.

Blanch. Thtere where my fortune Hves, there
my life dies.

K, John. Cousin, go draw our pmssance to-

gether.— [Exit Bastahd.
France, I am bum’d up with inflaming wrath;
A rage whose heat hath this condition,

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood,—
Tlie blood, and dearest-valu’d blood of France.
K..PM. Thy rage shall bum thee up, and

thou shalt turn
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire:

Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy.
K. John. No more than he that threats.—

To arms let’s hlel [Exeunt severally,

ScERB IL—Tke same. Plains near Angiers.

Alarums, Excursions, Enter the Bastabd,
wiOi Agsi:ria’s head.

Bast Now, by my life, this day grows won-
drous hot;

Some airy devil hovers in the sky, [there, hot;
And pours down mischief.—Austria’s head lie

While Philip breathes.

Enter King John, Aatoto, and Hobbht.

K, John, Hubert^ keep this boy.—FliiU|
make up:

My mother is assailed in our tent,
And ta’en, I fear.
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Bast My lord, I rescuM her;

Her highness is in safety, fear you not.

Bat on, my liege; for very little pains

Will bring this labour to an happy end.
[Emmi

Scene same.

Alarums, Excursions, Retreat. Enter King
John, Elinor, Arthur, the Bastard,
Hubert, and Lords.

K. John. So shall it be; your grace shall stay
behind, {To Elinor.

So strongly guarded.—Cousin, look not sad:

[To Arthur.
Thy grandam loves thee; and thy unde will

As dear be to thee as thy father was. [gnef

!

Arih. 0, this will make my mother die with

K. John. Cousin [to the Bastard], away for

England; haste before:

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags
Of hoarding abbots; imprison’d angels

Set at liberty: the fat ribs of peace
Must by the hungry now be fed upon;
Use our commission in his utmost force.

Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive

me back.

When gold and silver becks me to come on.

I leave your highness.—Grandam, I will pray,

—

If ever I remember to be holy,

—

For your fair safety; so, 1 tdss your hand.
EU. Farewell, gentle cousin.

K. John. Coz, farewell. [Exit Bastard.
Eli. Come hither, little kinsman; hark a

word. [She takes Arthur asuie.

K. John. Come Mther, Hubert. 0 my
gentle Hubert,

We owe thee much! within this wall of flesh

There is a soul counts thee her creditor.

And with advantage means to pay thy love:

And, my good friend, thy volunt^ oath
lives in this bosom, dearly cherished.

Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say,

—

But I will fit it with some better time.

By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham’d
To say what good respect I have of thee.

Hub. 1 am much bounden to your majesty.

K. John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to

say so yet: [slow,

But thou shalt have; and creep time ne’er so

Yet it shall come for me to do thee good.

I had a thing to say,—but let it go:

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day,

Attended with the pleasures of the world,

Is all too wanton and too full of gawds
To give me audience:—if the midnight bell

Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth,
Sound one unto the drowsy ear of night;

If this same were a churchyard where we stand.

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs;

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy.

Had bak’d thy blood, and made it heavy,

thick,—
Which else runs ridding up and down the veins.

Making that idiot, lau^ter, keep men’s eyes,

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment—
A passion hateful to my purposes;

—

Or if 'that thou couldst see me without eyes.

Hearme without thine ears, and make reply

Without a tongue, using conceit alone.

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of
words,

—

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day,
I would into thy bosom pour my thou^ts:
But, ah, I will not!—yet I love thee well;

And, by my troth, I think thou lov’st me well.

Hub. So well that what you bid me undertake.
Though that my death were adjunct to my act.

By heaven, I would do it.

K. John. Do not I know thou wouldst?
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine

eye [friend.

On yon young boy: I’ll tel thee what, my
He is a very serpent in my way;
And wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread,

He lies before me:—dost thou understand me?
Thou art his keeper.
Hub. And I’ll keep Mm so

That he shall not oflend your majesty.
K. John. Death.
Hub. My lord?
K. John. A grave.
Hub. He shall not Eve.
K. John. Enough.

—

I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee:
WeE, FU not say what I intend for thee:
Remember.—Madam, fare you wcE:
FH send those powere o’er to your majesty.

Eli. My blessing go with thee!
K. John. For En^and, cousin, go:

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you
With all true du^.—On toward Calais, ho!

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.—The same. The French King’s
Tent.

Enter King Philep, Louis, Panduleh, and
Attendants.

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the
flood,

A whole armado of convicted sail

Is scatter’d and disjoin’d from feEowship.
Pand. Courage and comfort! all shaE yet

go well. [run so iH.

K. Phi. What can go well, when we have
Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers lost?

Arthur ta’en prisoner? divers dear friends
slam?

And bloody England into England gone,
O’erbearing interruption, spite of France?

Lou. What he hath won, that hath he forti-

fied:

So hot a speed with such advice dispos’d.

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause.
Doth want example: who hath read or heard
Of any kindred action like to this?

K. Phi. Well could 1 bear that England
had this praise,

So we could find some pattern of our shame.

—

Look, who comes here! a grave unto a soul;

Holding tiie eternal spirit, against her wfll.

In the vile prison of aifiicted breath.

Enter Constance.

I pr’ythee, lady, go away with me. [peace!

Const. Lo, now! now see the issue of your
k. Phi. Patience, good lady! ' comfort,

,
gentle Constance! <
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Const Ho, I defj all cotiosel, all redress,

Bat that which ends all counsel, true redress.

Death, death:—O amiable lovely death!

Thou odoriferous stench! sound rottenness!

Arise forth from the couch of lasting night.

Thou hate and terror to prospenty,

And I will Mss thy detestable bones;

And ipt my eyeballs m thy vaulty brows;

And lingthesehngerswiththyhouseholdworms;
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust,

And be a carrion monster like thyself;

Come, grin on me; and I will think thou
smil’st,

And buss thee as thy wife! Misery’s love,

O, come to me!
K. PM. 0 fair affliction, peace!

Const. Ho, no, I will iwt, having breath to

cry;—
0, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth!
Ihcn with a passion would I shake the world;

And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy
Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice,

Which scorns a modem invocation.

Fond. Lady, you utter madness, and not

sorrow.

Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so;

I am not mad: this hair 1 tear is mine;
My name is Constance; I was Geffrey’s wife;

Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost:

I am not mad;—I would to heaven I were!

For then, *tis like I should forget myself:

0, if I could, what grief should I forget!—
Preach some philosophy to make me mad.
And thou shalt be canoniz’d, cardinal;

For, being not mad, but sensible of gnef,

My reasonable part produces reason
How X may be deliver’d of these woes.
And teaches me to kill or hang myself:

If I were mad 1 should forget my son,

Or madly think a babe of clouts were he:
X am not mad; too well, too well I feel

The different idague of each calamity.

K. PM. Bind up those tresses.-^, what
love I note

In the fair multitude of those her hairs!

Wltere but by chance a silver drop hath fallen,

Even to that drop ten thousand w^ friends

Do glue themselves in sociable grief;

Like true, inseparable, faithful loves,

Stkldng together in calaxmty.

Const. To England, if you will.

K. PM. Bind up your hairs.

Qmsi. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will

I do it?

I tore them from their bonds, and cried aloud,

O tlmt these hands could so redeem my son,

As (keu have given these hairs their liberty!

But now I envy at their liberty,

And win again commit them to their bonds,
Because my poor child is a prisoner.—
And, father cardinal, I have heard you say
That we shall see and know our friends in

heaven:
If that he true, I shall see my boy again;
For since the birth of Cam, the first male child.

To him that did but yesterday suspire.
There was not such a gracious creature bom.
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud.
And chase the native beauty from his cheek,
And be will look as,bo!low as a ghost,

^ As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit;

‘ And so he’ll die; and, nsing so again,
When I shall meet him in the court of heaven
I shall not know him: therefore never, never
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief.

CoTVst. He talks to me that never had a son.
K. Phi. You are as fond of grief as of your

child. [cljld,

Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me,
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words,
Remembers me of all his ^acious parts.

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form;
Then have I reason to be fond of gnef.
Fare you well: had you such a loss as I,

I could give better comfort than you do.

—

I wiU not keep this form upon my head,
[Tearing off her head-dress.

When there is such disorder in my wit.

O lord! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son!
My Me, my joy, my food, my all the world!
My widow-coiMort, and my sorrow’s cure!

[Fxif.

K. PM. I fear some outrage, and I’ll follow
her. [Exit.

Lou. There’s nothing in this world can
make me joy:

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale

Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man; [taste.

And bitter shame hath spoil’d the sweet world’s
That it yields naught but shame and bitterness,

Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease.
Even in the mstant of repair and health,

The fit is strongest; evils that take leave.

On their departure most of all show evil;

What have you lost by losing of this day?
Lou. All days of glory, joy, and happiness.
Pand. If you had won it, certainly you had.

Ho, no; when Fortune means to men most good,
She looks upon them with a threatening eye.
'Tis strange to think how much King John

hath lost

In this which he accounts so clearly won:
Are not you griev’d that Arthur is his prisoner?
Lou. As heartily as he is glad he Imth him.
Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your

blood.

How hear me speak with a prophetic spirit;

For even the breath of what I mean to speak
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub,
Out of the path which shall directly lead
Thy foot to England’s throne; and therefore

mark.
John hath seiz’d Arthur; and it caimot be
That, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s

veins,

The misplac’d John should entertain an hour.
One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest:

A sceptre snatch’d with an unruly hand
Must be as boisterously mamtain’d as gain’d;
And he that stands upon a slippery place
Makes nice of no vile hole to stay him up:
That John may stand, then Arthur needs must

fall;

So be it, for it cannot be but so. [fall?

Lou. But what shall I gain byyoung Arthur’s
Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch

your wife,

May then make ail the claim that Arthur did.
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Lou. And lose it, life and all, as Artntir am.
Pond. How green yon are, and fresh m this

old world! lyon;

John lays you plots; the times conspire with
For he that steeps his safety in true blood
Shall find but bloody safety and untrue.

This act, so evilly borne, shall cool the hearts

Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal,

That none so small advantage shall step forth

To check his reign, but they will cherish it;

No natural exhalation m the sky,

No scape of nature, no distemper’d day,

No common wind, no custom’d event,

But they wiE pluck away his natural cause
And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs,

Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven,
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John.

Lou. May be he will not touch young Ar-
thur’s life.

But hold himself safe in his imprisonment.
Pond. 0, sir, when he shall hear of your ap-

proach,

If that young Arthur be not gone already,

Even at that news he dies; and then the hearts

Of aE his people shaE revolt from him,
And kiss lips of unacquainted change;

And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath
Out of the bloody fingers’ ends of John,

Methinks I see this hurly aE on foot:

And, 0, what better matter breeds for you
Than I have nam’d!—The bastard Falconbridge

Is now in England, ransacking the church,

Offending charity: if but a dozen French
Were there in arms, they would be as a caU

To train ten thousand EngEsh to their side;

Or as little as snow, tumbled about
Anon becomes a mountain. 0 noble Dauphin,
Go with me to the king:—’tis wonderful

What may be wrought out of their discontent,

Now that their souls are topful of offence:

For England go:—I will whet on the king.

Lou. Strong reasons make strong actions: let

us go:

If you say ay, the Mng wEl not say no.

{Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Northampton. A Room in the

Castle.

Enter Hxjbert and two Attendants.

Hub. Heat me these irons hot; and look

thou stand
Within the arras: when I strike my foot

Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth,

And bind the boy which you shaE find with me
Fast to the chair: be heediful: hence, and watch.

I Attend. I hope your warrant wEI bear out

the deed.
Hub. Uncleanly scruples! Fear not you:

look to’t,— [Exeunt Attendants.

Young lad, come forth; I have to say with you.

Enter Arthur.

Arth. Good-morrow, Hubert.
Hub. Good-morrow, litfiie prince.

|

Arth. As little pzince, having so great a title

To be more prince, as may be.—You are sad.

Hub. Ittdeed, I have been merrier.

I

Arth. Mercy on me!
! Methinks no body should be sad but I:

Yet, I remember, when I was in France,
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night,

^

Only for wantonness. By my Christendom,
i So I were out of prison, and kept sheep,
I I should be as merry as the day is long;

And so I would be here, but that I doubt
My uncle practices more harm to me:
He is afraid of me, and I of him:
Is it my fault that I was Geffrey’s son?
No, indeed, is’t not; and I would to heaven
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert.
Hub. [Asaie.] If I talk to Mm, with Ms in-

nocent prate

He wiE awake my mercy, which lies dead:
Therefore I wiS be sudden and despatch.

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert? you look pale
to-day:

In sooth, I would you were a little sick,

That I might sit all night and watch with you:
I warrant I love you more than you do me.
Hub. [Aside.] His words do take possession

of my bosom.

—

Read here, young Arthur. [Showinff a paper.
[Aside.] How now, foolish rheum!

Turning dispiteous torture out of door!

I must be bner, lest resolution drop
Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears.

—

Can you not read it? is it not fair writ?

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect.

Must you with hot irons bum out both mine
eyes’

Hub. Young boy, I must.
Arth. And will you?
Hub. And I will.

Arth. Have you the heart? When your head
did but ache

I knit my handkerchief about your brows,

—

The best I had, a princess wrought it me,

—

And I did never ask it you agam;
And with my hand at midnight held your head;
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour,
Still and anon cheer’d up the heavy time,
Saying, What lack t/ou? and, Where lies pour

grief?

Or, What good love mag Iperform for gov?
Many a poor man’s son would have lien still,

And ne’er have spoke a loving word to you;
But you at your sick service had a prince.
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love.

And caE it cunning:—do, an if you wiE:
If heaven be pleas’d that you must use me ill,

Why, then you must.—^WiE you put out mine
eyes?

These eyes that never did nor never shall

So much as frown on you?
Hub. I have sworn to do it!

And with hot irons must I bum them out.

Arth. Ah, none but in this iron age would
do it!

The iron of itself, though heat red hot,

Approaching near these eyes, would drink my
tears,

And quench his fiery indignation.

Even m the matter of mine innocence;
Nay, after that, consume away in rast,

But for containing fire to harm mine eye.

Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer’d
iron?
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All if AH tiisel slioisid Ixave coiqa to me Bub* Well, see to live; I will aot toacii tlzine

And toM me Hubert should imt out mine eyes, eyes

I wodd not IiAve beMevM Mm,~-ao tongue but For all the treasure that thine uncle owes:
Hubert*#. Yet am I sworn, and I did purpose, boy,

Hub. Come forth. [StOTj^s. Wth this same very iron to bum them out.
Arih* 0, now you look like Hubert! all this

Re-mier Attendants, with cords^ irons, &c.

Do as I bid you.

Afth* 0, save me, Hubert, save me! my eyes

are out

Efen with the fierce looks of these bloody men.
Hub. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him

here. [rough?

Arih. Alas, what need you be so boist*rous-

I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still.

Forheaven*s sake, Hubert, letme not be bound:
fifty, hear me, Hubert!—drive these men away,

And I wiU at as quiet as a Iamb;

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word,

fifor look upon the iron angerly:

Thrust but these men away, and I’ll forgive you.

Whatever torment you do put me to. [him.

Bub* Go, stand within; let me alone with

X Attend* I am best pleas’d to be from such

a deed. [Exeunt Attendants.

Arfh* Ah^ I then have chid away my friend!

He hath a stem look but a gentle heart:—
Let him come back, that his compassion may
Give life to yours.

BidJ* Come, boy, prepare yourself.

Arth* Is there no remedy?
Bub* Hone, but to lose your eyes.

Arth, 0 heaven!—that there were but a
mote in yours,

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair,

Any annoyance in that precious sense!

Then, feeling what small things are boisterous

there,

Your vile intent must needs seem horrible.

Bidf, Is this your promise? go to, hold your
tongue. [tongues

Arth* Hubert, the utterance of a brace of

Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes;

Let me not hold my tongue,—let me not,

Hubert!
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue.

So 1 may keep mine eyes; O spare mine eyes,

Though to no use but still to look on you!

—

Lo, by m? troth, the mstrument is cold,

And would not harm me.
Buff. I can heat it, boy.

Ar&. No, m good sooth; the fire is dead with
grief,

Being create for comfort, to be us’d

In undeserv’d extremes: see else yourself:

There is no malice in this burning coal:

The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out,

And strew’d repentant ashes on his head.
Bub, But withmy breath I can revive it, boy.
Arfh, And if you do, you will bat make it

blush, [Hubert:
And glow with shame of your proceedings,
Nay, it, perchance, wiU sparkle in your eyes;
And, like a dog that is compell’d to fight,

Snatch at his master that doth tone him on.
All things that you should use to do me wrong,
Deny their office: only you do lack
That merqr which fierce fire and iron extends.
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking tmes.

while

You were disguised.

Hub* Peace; no more. Adieu!
Your uncle must not know but you are dead;m fill these dogged spies with false reports:
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure.
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world,
Will not offend thee.

Arth. 0 heaven! I thank you, Hubert.
Bub. Silence; no more: go closely in with me:

Much danger do 1 undergo for thee. [Exeunt,

SCEHE il.—The same. A Room of State in
the Palace*

Enter Kutg Jokn, crowned; Pembroke
Salisbury, and other Lows. The Kura
takes his State.

K. John. Here once again we sit, once again
crown’d,

And look’d upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes.
Pern, This once again, but that your highness

pleas’d.

Was once superfluous: you were crown’d before,
And that high royalty was ne’er pluck’d off;

The faiths of men ne’er stained with revolt;

Fresh expectation troubled not the land
With any long’d-for change or better state.

Sal* Therefore, to be possess’d with double
pomp,

To guard a title that was rich before,

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily,

To throw a perfume on the violet.

To smooth the ice, or add another hue
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light

To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish,
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. [done,

Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be
This act is as an ancient tale new told;

And in the last repeating troublesome,
Being urged at a time unseasonable.

Sal* In this, the antique and well-noted face
Of plain old form is much disfigured;

And, like a shifted wind unto a sail,

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about;
Startles.and frights consideration;

Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected,
For putting on so new a fashion’d robe.

Pern* When workmen strive to do better
than well.

They do confound their skill in covetousness;
And oftentimes excusing of a fault

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse,

—

As patches set upon a little breach
Discredit more in hiding of the fault

Than did the fault before it was so patch’d.
Sal* To this effect, before you were new-

crown’d, . [highness
We breath’d our counsel: but it pleas’d your
To overbear it; and we are ail weU pleas'd.
Since all and every part of what we would
Doth make a stand at what your highness will

K. John, Some reasons of this double cor-
onation
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I iaivc iwssessM you witli, and think theai
strong;

And more, more strong, -wlien lesser is my fear,

I shall indue you with: meantime but ask
What you would have reform’d that is not well.

And well shall you perceive how wOlin^y
I will both hear and grant you your requests.

Penu Then I,—as one that am the tongue
of these,

To sound the purposes of all their hearts,

—

Both for myself and them,—but, chief of all,

Your safety, for the which myself and them
Bend their best studies,—^heartily request
The enfranchisement of Arthur; whose restraint

Doth move the murmuring hps of discontent

To break into this dangerous argument,—
If what in rest you have in nght you hold,

Why, then, your fears,—which, as they say,

attend

The steps of wrong,—should move you to mew
up

Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth
The rich advantage of good exercise?

That the time’s enemies may not have this

To grace occasions, let it be our suit

That you have bid us ask his liberty;

Which for our goods we do no further ask
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending.
Counts it your weal we have his hherty.

K. John* Let it be so; 1 do commit his youth
To your direction.

Enter Hubert.

Hubert, what news with you? [deed;

Pern. This is the man should do the bloody
He show’d his warrant to a friend of mine:
The image of a wicked heinous fault

Lives in his eye; that close aspect of his

Dolh show the mood of a much-troubled breast;

And 1 do fearfully believe ’tis done
What we so fear’d he had a charge to do. [go

Sal The colour of the kmg doth come and
Between Ids purpose and his conscience,

Like heralds ’twixt two dreadful battles set;

His passion is so ri]^ it needs must break.

Pern, And when it breaks, I fear will issue

thence
The foul corruption of a sweet child’s death.

K* John* We cannot hold mortality’s strong

hand:

—

Good lords, although my will to give is living.

The suit wldch you demand is gone and dead:

He tells us Arthur is deceas’d to-night.

Sal Indeed, we fear’d his sickness was past

cure. [he was,

Pern. Indeed, we heard how near his death
Before the child himself felt he was sick;

This must be answer’d either here or hence.

K* John. Why do you bend such solemn
brows on me?

Think you I bear the shears of destiny?

Have I commandment on the pulse of life?

Sal It is apparent foul-play; and ’tis shame
That greatness should so grossly offer it:

So thrive it in your game! and so, farewell.

Pern* Stay yet, Lord Salisbury; I’ll go with

thee,

And find the inheritance of this poor child, ,

•His Kftle kingdom of*a forced grave.,

3#
That blood which ow’d the breadth of all this

isle,

Three foot of it doth hold:—bad world the
while! [out

This must not be thus borne: this will break
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt

f^xcuuf Lords.
K* John. They bum in indignation. I re-

pent:
There is no sure foundation set on blood;
Ho certain life achiev’d by other’s death.—

Enter a Messenger.

A fearful eye thou hast: where is that Mood
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks?
So foul a sky clears not without a storm:
Pour down thy weather:—how goes al in

France? [a power
Mess* From France to England.—Kever such

For any foreign preparation
Was levied in the body of a land.

The copy of your speed is leam’d by them;
For when you should be told they do prepare.

The tidings come that they are all arriv’d.

K. John* 0, where hath our intelligence

been drunk? [care.

Where hath it slept? Where is my mother’s
That such an army could be drawn in France,
And she not hear of it?

Mess. My liege, her ear
Is stopp’d with dust; the first of April died
Your noble mother: and, as I hear, my lord,

The Lady Constance in a frenzy died [tongue

Three days before; but this from rumour’s
I idly heard,—if true or false I know not.

K. John. Wihhold thy speed, dreadful
occasion!

O, make a league with me, till I have pleas’d

My discontented peers!—^^at! mother dead!
How wildly, then, walks my estate in France!-
Under whose conduct came those powers of

France
That thou for truth giv’st out are landed here?
Mess. Under the Dauphin.
K. John. Thou hast made me giddy

With these ill tidings.

Enter the Bastard and Peter of Pomfret.

How, what says the world
To your proceedings? do not seek to stuff

My head with more ill news, for it is fuH.

Bast* But if you be afeared to hear the worst,
Then let the worst, unheard, fail on your head
Kr John* Bear with me, cousin; for I was

amaz’d
Under the tide: but now I breathe again

Aloft the flood; and can give audience

To any tongue, speak it of what it will.

Bast. How I have sped among th e clergymen,

The sums I have collected shall express.

But as I travell’d hither through the land,

1 find the people strangely fantasied;

Possess’d wi& rumours, full of idle dreams,
Hot knowing what they fear, but full of fear:

And here’s a prophet that I brought with me
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found
With many hundreds treading on his heels;

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding’
rhymes^
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That, ere title nest Asceasioiwity at noon,

Your highness should deSi¥er up your crown

K. John. Thou idle drearser, wherefore

didst thou so? (out so.

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall

A. Joiut. Hubert, away with Mm; impnson
him;

Asd on that day at noon, whereon he says

I shall yield up my crown, let him be hangM,
Deliver Mm to a^ety; and return.

For I must see thee.

(Fjcif Hobert mtk Peter.
0 my gentle cousin,

HeaPst thou the news abroad, who are arriv’d?

SasL The French, my lord; men’s mouths
are full of it:

Besides, Imet lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury,

—

With eyes as red as new-kindled fire,

—

And others more, gomg to seek the grave

Of Arthur, whom they say Is kill’d to-night

On your suggestion.

K, John. Gentle kinsman, go

And thrust thyself into their companies:

I have a way to win their loves again:

Bring them before me.
Bast. I will seek them out.

K. John. Nay, but make haste; the better

foot before.

0, let me have no subject enemies
'R^en adverse foreigners affright my towns
With dreadful pomp of stout invasionl

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels.

And fly like thought from them to me again

Bast. The spint of the time shall teach me
speed.

K. John. Spoke like a spriteful noble gentle-

man. [Exit Bastard.
Go after him; for he perhaps shall need
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers;

And be thou he.

Mess. With all my heart, my liege. (Axff.

K. /oArt. My mother dead!

ife-enfer Hubert.

Hiib. My lord, they say five moons were
seen to-night;

Four fixed; and the fiflh did whirl about
The other four in wondrous motion.
K. John. Five moons!
Hub, Old men and bedlams in the streets

Do prophesy upon it dangerously: (mouths:
Young Arthur’s death is common in their

And when they talk of him, they shake their

heads,
And whisper one another in the ear;

And he that speaks doth gripethe hearer’s wrist;
Whilst he that hears m^es fearful action,

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with roiling

eyes.
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus.
The whilst Ms iron did on the anvil cool,

With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news;
Who, with Ms shears and measure in Ms hand.
Standing on slippers,—wMch his nimble haste
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,

—

Told of a many thousand warlike French
That were embattailed and rank’d in Kent:
Another lean unwash’d artificer

Cuts off Ms tale, and talks of Arthur’s death?

K, John. Why seek’st thou to possess me
with these fears?

;
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur’s death?

‘ Thy hand hath murder’d him: I had a mighty
cause (kill Mm.

To wish Mm dead, but thou hadst none to
Hub. No hand, my lord! why, did you not

provoke me? [tended
K. John. It is the curse of kings to be at-

By slaves that take their humours for a warrant
To break within the bloody house of life;

And, on the winking of authority,

,
To understand a law; to know the meaning

j
Of dangerous majesty, when perchance it frowns
More upon humour than advis’d respect.

Hub, Here is your hand and seal for what I

did.

K. John. 0, when the last account ’twixt

heaven and earth

Is to be made, then shall tMs hand and seal

Witness against us to damnation!
How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds
Make ill deeds done! Hadst not thou been by,
A fellow by the hand of nature mark’d.
Quoted, and sign’d, to do a deed of shame,
TMs murder had not come into my mind;
But, takmg note of thy abhorrid aspect,

Finding thee fit for bloody villany,

Apt, liable to be employ’d in danger,
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death;
And thou, to be endeared to a king,

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince.

Hub. My lord,—
K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head,

or made a pause,

When I spake darkly what I purpos’d,

Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face.

As bid me tell my tale in express words,
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me

break off,

And those thy fears might have wrought fears
in me:

But thou didst understand me by my signs,

And didst in signs again parley with sin;

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent,
And consequently thy rude hand to act

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to
name.

—

Out of my sight, and never see me more!
My nobles leave me; and my state is brav’d,

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers:
Nay, in the body of this fiesMy land,

TMs kingdom, tiiis confine of blood and breath,
Hostility and civil tumult reigns

Between my conscience and my cousin’s death.
Hub. Arm you against your other enemies,

I’ll make a peace between your soul and you.
Young Arthur is alive: tMs hand of mine
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand,
Not painted with the cnmson spots of blood.
WitMn tMs bosom never enter’d yet
The dreadful motion of a murderous thought;
And you have slander’d nature in my form,

—

Which, howsoever rude exteriorly,

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind
Than to be butcher of an innocent child.

K, John. Doth Arthur hve? O, haste thee
to the peers,

Throw tMs report on their incensed rage,
And make them tame to their obedience!
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Forgive the commcat that my passion made
Upon thy feature; for Iny rage was blind.

And fotil imagmary eyes of blood
Presented thee more hideous than thou art.

O, answer noi,; but to my doset bring

The angry lords with ail expedient haste:

I conjure thee but slowly; run more fast.

[Exeimt.

Scene III.—The same* Before the Castle*

Enter ARTSURf on the Walls.

Arth. The wall is high, and yet will I leap
down:

—

Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not!

—

There’s few or none to know me: if they did,

This ship-boy’s semblance hath disguis’d me
quite.

I am afraid; and yet I’ll venture it.

If I get down, and do not break my limbs.

I’ll fed a thousand shifts to get away:
As good to die and go, as die and stay.

[Leaps down.
0 me! my uncle’s spirit is in these stones:

—

Heaven take my soul, and England keep my
hones! [Dies.

Enter Pembroke, Salisbury, and Bigot.

Sal* Lords, I will meet him at Saint
Edmund’s-Bury:

It is our safety, and we must embrace
This gentle offer of the perilous time.

Pern* Who brought that letter from the
cardinal?

Sal. The Count Melun, anoblelord of France;
Whose pnvate with me of the Dauphm’s love

Is much more general than these lines import
Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him,

then.

Sal. Or rather then set forward; for ’twill be
Two long days’ journey, lords, or e’er we meet

Enter the Bastard.

Bast. Once more to-day well met, distem-
per’d lords!

The kingbyme requests your presence straight.

Scd. The king hath dispossess’d himself of

us:

We will not line his thin bestained cloak

With our pure honours, nor attend the foot

Tfet leaves the print of blood where’er it walks.

Return and teU Mm so: we know the worst.

Bast. Whate’er you think, good words, I

think, were best [now.

Sal. Our griefs, and not our maimers, reason
Bast But there is little reason in your gnef;

Therefore ’twere reason you had manners now.
Pern. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege.

Bast ’Tis true,—to hurt his master, no man
else.

Sal. This is the prison:—^what is he lies here?
[Seeing Arthur.

Pern. 0 death, made proud with pure and
princely beauty!

The earth had dot a hole to hide this deed.

Sal Murder, as hating what himself hath
done,

Doth lay it open to urge on revenge, [grave.

Or, when he doom’d this beauty to a
Found it too precious-princely for a grave.

35 *

Sal Sir Richard, what think you? Have
you beheld,

Or have you read or heard? or could you think?
Or do you almost think, although you see,
That you do see? could thought, without this

object,

Form such anofeer? This is the very top,
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest

Of murder’s arms: tMs is the bloodiest shame.
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke.
That ever wall-ey’d wrath or stanng rage
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. ftMs:

Pern. AH murders past to stand excus’d in
And tMs, so sole and so unmatchable,
Shall give a holiness, a purity,

To the yet begotten sin of times;
And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest,

Ezampled by tMs heinous spectacle.

Bast. It is a damned and a bloody work;
The graceless action of a heavy hand,

—

If that it be the work of any hand.
Sal If that It be the work of any hand?

—

We had a kmd of light what would ensue:
It IS the shameful work of Hubert’s hand;
The practice and the purpose of the tang:

—

From whose obedience I forbid my soul.

Kneeling before tMs ruin of sweet Hfe,

And bxeathmg to tMs breathless excellence
The incense of a vow, a holy vow,
Never to taste the pleasures of the world,
Never to be infected with delight.

Nor conversant with ease and idleness,

Till I have set a glory to this hand,
By giving it the worsMp of revenge. [words.

Pern. Big. Our souls religiously confirm ttiy

Enter Hubert.

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking
you;

Arthur doth live; the king hath sent for you.
Sal 0, he is bold, and blushes not at death:

—

Avaunt, thou villain, get thee gone!
Hub. I am no villain.

Sal Must I rob the law?
[Drawi^ his sword.

Bast Your sword is bright, sir; put it up
again.

Sal Not tiH I sheathe it in a murderer’s skin.

Hub. Stand back. Lord Salisbury,—stand
back, I say; [yours:

By heaven, I think my sword’s as sharp as
I would not have you, lord, forget yourself,

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence;
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget

Your worth, your greatness, and nobility.

Big. Out, dunghill! dax’st thou brave a
nobleman?

Hub. Not for my life: but yet I dare defend
My innocent life against an emperor.
Sal Thou art a murderer.
Hub. Do not prove me so;

Yet I am none: whose tongue soe’er speaks
false,

Not truly speaks; who speaks not truly, lies.

Pern. Cut him to pieces.

Bast Keep the peace, I say,

Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Falcon-
bndge. [bury:

Bast. Thou wert better gall the devH, Salis-

If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot.
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Or t®»ci tliy hatty spleen to do me simme,

PH strike thee dead. Patop thy sword bctune;

Or 00 maol yon and yottx toa8tkg>ln>n

Thatjm think the deiil is come from hell.

Bif’ 'What idh then do, renowned Falcon-

hridge?

Second a rillam and a murderer?
Jftdi. Lord Bigot, 1 am none.

Bkf* Who kill’d this prince?

j?wh. ’Tis not an hour since I left him well:

I honotir’d him, I lor’d him; and will weep
My date of life oat for his sweet life’s loss,

Sd* Tmst not those canning waters of his

eyes,

F^r lilitny is not withont sach rhcmn;
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem
IHk firers of remorse and innocency.

Away with me, aE yon whose souls abhor
The ondeanly saroitrs of a slaaghter-honse;

For I am s^ed with this smell of sin.

Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin
there! [oat

Fern. There, teE the king, he may inquire ns
[Exevnt Lords.

Bast. Here’s a good worldl—Knew you of

this fair work?
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach

Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death.

Art thoa dmnn’d, Hubert.
Bub. Bo but hear me, sir.

Bast Hal XTl teE thee what; [black;

Thou’rt damn’d as black—nay, nothing is so

Thou art more deep damn’d than Friace
Lucifer:

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of heE
As thou Shalt be, if thou didst kiE this chEd.

St^. tJpon my soal,^

—

Bast If thou didst but consent

To this most cruel act, do hut despair;

And if thou want’st a cord, the smaUest thread

Hiat ewer spider twisted from her womb
WEI serve to strangle thee; a rush wiE be
A beam to hang thee on; or wouldst thou

drown thyseh,

Put but a little water in a spoon.

Anil it shaE be as aU the ocean,

Fnough to sttfie such a villain up.

jC do suspect thee very grievously.

Hub. If X in act, consent, or sin of thought,
Be guEty of stealing that sweet breath
Whim was embouxided in this beauteous day.
Let heE want pains enoud^i to torture mel
1 left him weE.
BasL Oo, bear him in tl^e arms

—

I am amaz’d, methinlos, and lose my way
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.

—

How easy dost thou take aE England up!
From forth this morsel of dead royalty.

The Me, the right, and truth of all this realm
Is filed to heaven; and England now is left

To tug and scamble, and to part by the teeth
The unow’d interest of proud-swelling state.

Now for the bare-pick’d bone of majesty
Both dogged war bristle his angry cres^
And mtarleth in the genfie eyes of peace:
Nowpowersfromhome ami discontents athome
Meet intme line; and vast confusion wiuts.
As doth a raven on a sick-faEen beast.
The imminent decay of wrested pomp*
Now happy he whose doak and cincmre can

Hold out this tempest—Bear away that chEd,
And foEow mo with spaed: I’U to the Mng:
A thousand businesses are brief in hand,'
And heaven ItseE doth frown upon the land.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene L—Noethampidn. A Room m the
Palace.

Enter King John, Pandotph ike croum,
and Attendants.

K. John. Thus have X yielded up into your
hand

The circle of my ^ory.
Pond. Take again

[Giving King John the crown.
Prom, this my hand, as holding of the pope.
Your sovereign greatness and authority.

K. John. Now keep your holy word: go
meet the French;

And from his holiness use aE your power
To stop their marches ’fore we are inflam’d.

Our discontented counties do revolt;

Our people quarrel with obedience;
Swearing aEegiance and the love of soul

To strange blood, to foreign royalty.

This inundation of mistemper’d humour
Rests by you only to be qualified.

Then pause not; for the present time’s so sick

That present medicine must be minister’d.
Or overthrow incurable ensues.

Pand. It was my breath that blew this

tempest up,
Upon yonr stubborn usage of the i^pe;
But since you are a genfie convertite.

My tongue shaE hush again this storm of war.
And make fair weather in your blustering land.
On this Ascension-day, remember weE,
Upon your oath of service to the pope,
Go I to make the French lay down their arms.

[EHf.
K. John. Is this Ascension-day? Bid not

the prophet
Say that before Ascension-day at noon
My crown I should give ofiT? Even so 1 have:
I did suppose it should be on constraMt;
But, heaven be thank’d, it is but voluntiixy.

Enter the Bastaep.

Bcwt. AE Kent hath yielded; nothing tiiere

holds out
But Bover Castle: London hath receiv’d,
like a kind host, the Bauphin and his powers:
Your nobles wEl not hear you, but are gone
To offer service to your enemy;
And wEd mnazement hurries up and down
The Ettle number of your doubtful friends.
K. John. Would not my lords return to me

again,

After they heard young Arthur was alive?
Bast. They found him dead, and cast into the

streets;

An empty casket, where the jewel of life

By some darn’d hand was robb’d and ta’en
away. [Eve.

JT. John. That viEain Hubert told me he did.

Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for anght ke
knew.

But wherefore do yon droop? why look yon sad?
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Be great in act, as yoti iiave been in tbonght;

Let not tbe world see fear and sad distnist

Goyem the motion of a kingly eye:

Be stirring as tbe time; be fire with fire;

Threaten the threatener, and outface the brow
Of bragging horror: so ^al! inferior eyes,

That borrow their behavioura from the great.

Grow great by example, and put on
The dauntless spirit of resolution.

Away, and glister like the god of war
Whett he intendeth to become the field:

Show boldness and aspiring confidence.

What, shall they seek the Hon in his den.

And fright him there? and make Mm tremble
there?

O, let it not be said!—Forage, and run
To meet displeasure further from the doors,

And grapple with him ere he come so nigh.

AT. John. The legate of the pope bath been
with me,

And I have made a happy peace with Mm;
And he hath promis’d to dismiss the powers
Led by the Dauphin.

Bast, O inglorious league!

Shall we, upon the footing of our land,

Send fair*play orders, and make compromise,
Insinuation, parley, and base truce,

To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy,

A cocker’d silken wanton, brave our fields,

And flesh Ms spirit in a warlike soil,

Mocking the air with colours idly spread.

And find no check? Let us, my Hege, to arms:
Perchance the cardinal cannotmake your peace;
Or, if he do, let it at least be said.

They saw we had a purpose of defence.

K. John. Have thou the ordering of tMs
present time. [I know,

Bast. Away, then, with good courage! yet,

Our party may well meet a prouder foe.

[Exeunt,

Scene II.—iVear St. Edmijwd’s-Btjry.
The French Camp,

Enter, in arms, Louis, Salisbury, Melun,
Pembroke, Bigot, and Soldiers.

Lou. My Lord Melun, let tMs be copied out,

And keep it safe for our remembrance:
Return the precedent to these lords again;

That, having our fair order written down.
Both they and we, perusing o’er these notes,

May know wherefore we took the sacrament,
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable.

Sal, Upon our sides it never shall be broken.
And, noble DaupMn, albeit we swear
A voluntary zeal and unurg’d faith

To your proceedings; yet,* believe me, prince,

I am not glad that such a sore of time
Should seek a plaster by contemn’d revolt.

And heal the inveterate canker of one wound
By making many; 0, it grieves my soul

That I rpust draw this metal from my side

To be a widow-maker! O, and there
Where honourable rescue and defence
Cries out upon the name of Salisburyl

But such is the infection of Ihe time,

That, for the health and physic of our light,

Wb cannot deal but wjlh the very hand
Of stem injustice and confused yrrong.—
And is’t not pity, 0 my grieved friends!

,

That we, the sons and children of this isle.

Were bom to see so sad an hour as this;

Wherein we step alter a stranger-march
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up
Her enemies’ ranks—I must withdraw and

weep
Upon the spot of tMs enforc’d cause

—

To grace the gentry of a land remote.
And follow unacqLuainted colours here?
What, here?—0 nation, that thou couldst re-

move!
That Keptune’s anas, who dippeth thee about.
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself,

And grapple thee unto a pagan shore, [bine

Where these two Christian armies might cosn-

The blood of malice in a vem of league.
And not to spend it so tmneighbourly!
Lou. A noble temper dost thou show in tMs;

And great affections wrestling in thy bosom
Do make an earthquake of nobility.

O, what a noble combat hast thou fought
Between compulsion and a brave respect!
Let me wipe off tMs honourable dew
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks:
My heart hath melted at a lady’s tears,

Being an ordinary inundation:
But tMs effusion of such manly drops,
TMs shower, blown up by tempest of the soul.

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz’d
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven
Figur’d quite o’er with burning meteors.
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury,

And with a great heart heave away this storm:
Commend these waters to those baby eyes
That never saw the giant world enrag’d,

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts.

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping.

Come, come; for thou sbalt thrust thy hand as
deep

Into the purse of rich prosperity

As Louis himself:—so, nobles, shall you all,

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine,

—

And even there, methinks, an angel spake:
Look, where the holy legate comes apace,

To give us warrant riom the hand of heaven.
And on our actions set the name of right

With holy breath.

Enter Pandulhec, attended*

Fond. Hail, noble prince of France I

The next is tMs,—King John hath reconcil’d

Himself to Rome; Ms spirit is come in.

That so stood out against the holy church.

The great metropolis and see of Rome:
Therefore thy threatenii^ colours now wind up.
And tame the savage spirit of wild war,
That, like a Hon foster’d up at hand.
It may He gently at the foot of peace,

And be no further harmful than in show.
Lou. Tour grace shall pardon me, I win not

back:
I am too Mgh-bom to be propertied,

To be a secondary at control,

Or useful serving-man and instrument
To any sovereign state throughout the world.

Tour Meath first kindled the dead coal of wars
Between tMs chastis’d kingdom and myself.
And brought in matter that should feed this

fire;
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And now ’ds far too toge to be blown out

"Wltli that same weak wind wMcb enMadied it.

Yon tan^t me bow to know tbe face of right.

Acquainted me with interest to this land,

Yea, thmst this enterpnse into my heart;

And come ye now to tel! me John hath made
ffi» peace with Rome? What is that peace to

me?
I, by the hoaonr of my mamage-bed.
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine;

And, now it is half-conqner’d, mast I back
Bcamse that John hath made his peace with

Rome? [borne.

Am I Rome’s skrc? What penny hath Rome
men provided, what munition sent,

To tmderprop this action? Is’t not 1

That madergo this charge? who else bnt I,

And such as to my claim are liable,

Sweat in this bu^ess and maintain this war.

Hji?e I not heard these islanders shout out,

Vive le mi! as I have bank’d their towns?
Have I not here the best cards for the game,
To win this easy match play’d for a crown?
And shall I now give o’er the yielded set?

No, no, on my soul, it never shaR be said.

rmd. You look but on the outside of this

work.
Lou, Outside or inside, I will not return

Till my attempt so much be glorified

As to my ample hope was promised
Before I drew this gallant head of war,

And cull’d these fiery spirits from the world,

To outlook conquest, and to win renown*
Even in the jaws of danger and of death.

—

[2Yumi>ef sounds.
What Ittsty trumpet thus doth snmmon us?

Enter the Bastabd, attended.

Bast According to the fair play of the world,

Yet me have audience; Z am sent to speak:

—

My holy lord of Milan, from the king

1 come, to leam how you have dealt for him;
And, as you answer, I do know the scope
And warrant limited unto my tongue.

Fond. The 0aupto is too wilM-opposite,
And will not temporize with my entreaties;

He fiatly says he’U not lay down his arms.
Bast By all the blood that ever fury breath’d.

The youth says welI.-“Now hear our English
Mng;

For thus his royalty doth speak in me.
He is prepar’d; and reason too he should:
This apish and unmannerly approach.
This hiufness’d masque and unadvised revel,

This unhair’d sauciness and boyish troops.

The king doth smile at; and is well prepar’d
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms.
From out the circle of his territories, [door.

That hand which had the strength, even at your
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch;
To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells;

To much in litter of your stable planks;
To lie, like pawns, lock’d up in chests and

trunks;

To hug with swine; to seek sweet safety out
In vaults and prisons; and to thrill and shake
Even at the crying of your nation’s crow,
Thinking Ms voice an armed BngUsiunan;

—

ShaR that victorious hand be feebied here.

That in your chambers gave you chastisement?
No: know the gallant monarch is in arms;
And like an eagle o’er his aery towers,

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest.

—

And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts,

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb
Of your dear mother England, blush for shame;
For your own ladies and pale-visag’d maids,
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums,—
Their thimbles mto armed gatmtless chang’d,
Their needles to lances, and their gentJb hearts
To fierce and bloody inclination. [m peace;
Lou. There end Ihy brave, and turn thy face

We grant thou const outscold us: fare thee weR;
We hold our time too precious to be spent
With such a hrabbler.

Band. Giye me leave to speak.
Bast. No, I wiR speak.

Lou. We wiR attend to neither.

—

Strike up the drums; and let the tongue of war
Plead for our interest and our being here.

Bast. Indeed, your drums, bemg beaten, will

cry out;

And so sh^ you, being beaten: do but start

An echo with the clamour of thy drum.
And even at hand a drum is ready brac’d
That shaR reverberate aR as loud as thine;

Sound but another, and another shaR,
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin’s ear.

And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder: for at
hand,

—

Not trusting to this halting legate here,
Whom he hath us’d rather for sport than need,

—

Is warlike John; and in his forehead sits

A b8re>ribb’d death, whose office is this day
To feast u]^n whole thousands of the French,
Lou. Strike up our drums, to find this danger

out.

Bast. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not
doubt. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—The same, A Field of Battle.

Alarums. Enter King John and Hubert.

K, John. How goes the day with us? O,
tell me, Hubert.

Hub. Badly,Ifear. Howfaresyourmajesty?
K. John. This fever, that hath troubled me

so long,

Lies heavy on me;—0, my heart is sick!

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Fal-
conbridge.

Desires your majesty to leave the field.

And send him word by me which way you go.

K, John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the
abbey there. [supply

Mess. Be of good comfort; for the great
That was expected by the Dauphin here ,

Are wreck’d three nights ago onGoodwm Sands.
Thisnews was broughtto Richard but evennow

:

The French fight coldijr, and retire themselves.
K. John. Ay me! tMiS tyrant fever bums me

up#
And wiR not let me welcome this good news.

—

Set on toward Swinstead: to my fitter straight;
Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint.

[Exeunt.
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Scene IV.—2%® same, Amiher part of the
same.

Enter Saiisbcry, Pembroke^ amt others,

Sal, I did not think the kmg so stor’d with
friends.

Pern. Up once again; put spirit in the French:
If they miscarry we miscarry too.

Sal, That misbegotten devii, Falconbridge,
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day.

Pern, They say King John, sore sick, hath
left the field.

Enter Melun wounded, and led by Soldiers.

Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here.

Sal. When we were happy we had other
names.

Pern. It is the Count Melun.
Sal, Wounded to death.

Mel. Fly, noble English, you are bought and
sold;

Unthread the rude eye of rebellion,

And welcome home agam discarded faith.

Seek out King John, and fall before his feet;

For if the French be lords of this loud day,

He means to recompense the pains you take
By cutting off your heads: thus hath he sworn.
And I with him, and many more with me,
Upon the altar at Saint Edmund’s-Bury;
Even on that altar where we swore to you
Dear amity and everlasting love.

Sal. May this be possible? may this be true?

Mel. Have I not hideous death within my
view,

Retaining but a quantity of life,

Which bleeds away even as a form of wax
Resolveth from his figure ’gainst the fire?

What in the world should make me now deceive.

Since I must lose the use of all deceit?

Why should I then be false, since it is true

That I must die here, and live hence by truth?

I say again, if Louis do win the day.

He is forsworn if e'er those eyes of yours
Behold another day break in the east:

But even this night,—whose black contagious

breath
Already smokes about the burning crest

Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun,

—

Even ibis ill night, your breathing shall exjure;

Paying the fine of rated treachery

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives.

If Louis by your assistance win the day.

Commend me to one Hubert,, with your king;

The love of him,—and this respect besides.

For that my grandsire was an Englishman,

—

Awakes my conscience to confess all this.

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence
From forth the noise and rumour of the field.

Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts

In peace* and part this body and my soul

With contemplation and devout desires, {soul

Sal. We do believe thee:—and beshrew my
But I do love the favour and the form
Of this most fair occasion, by the which
We will entread the steps of damned flight;

And, like a bated and retired flood,

Leaving our rankness and irregular course,

Stoop low within those bounds we have o’er-

look’d.

And calmly nm on in obedience,
Even to our ocean, to oar great King John.—
My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence;
For I do see the cruel pangs of death
Right in thine eye.—Away, my friends* Hew

flight,

And happy newness, that intends old righr.

[Exeimt, leading off

Scene V.—The same. The French Camp.

Enter Louis aw? Ms train.

Lou. The sun of heaven methonght was loth

to set,

Bnt stay’d, and made the western welkin blush.
When the English measur’d backward their

own ground
In faint retire. O, bravely came we off.

When with a volley of our needless shot,
After such bloody toil, we bid good-ni^t;
And wound our tattering colours clearly up.

Last m the field, and almost lords of it!

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Where is my prince, the Dauphin?
Lou. Here:—^what news?
Mess. The Count Melun is slain; the Englii^

lords,

By his persuasion are again fallen off;

And your supply, which you have wish’d so
long,

Are cast away and sunk on Goodwin Sands.
Lou. Ah, foul shrewd news!—beshrew thy

very heart!

—

I did not think to be so sad to-night

As this hath made me.—^Who was he that said

King John did fly an hour or two before
The stumbling night didp^ our weary powers?
Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord.

Lou. Well; keep good quarter and good care
to-ni^t;

The day shall not be np as soon as I,

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow.
lExetmi.

Scene VL—An epen Place in the ne^hbour-
hood of Svnmtead AlP*ey,

Enter the BAsrasB and Hubert, meeting.

Hub. Who’s there? speak, ho! speak quicMy,
or I shoot.

Bast. A friend.—What art thou?
Hub. Of the part of England.
B<wt. Whither dost thou go?
Hub. What’s that to thee? Why may I not

demand
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine?

Bast. Hubert, I think.

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought:

I will, upon all hazards, well believe [well.

Thou art my friend, that know’st my tongue so

Who art thou?
Bast. Who thou wilt: an if thou please.

Thou jo&jst befrieud me so much as to think

I come one way of the Plantagenets.

Hub. Unkind remembrance! thou and eye-
less night {me.

Have done me shame:—brave soldier, pardon
That any accent breaking from thy ton^e
Should ’scapethetrueacquaintance ofmine ear.



Kma JOHN [act V,3S6

Bmt Come, come; suns comiiiimeat, what
newt ftbrotd? ' [night,

JHud. Why, here walk I, k the black brow of

To find yon ont
Bast Brief, then; tad wbtfs the news?
Nub. 0, my sweet sir, news fitting to the

Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible.

Bast ShowmetheTerywouadofthisillnews;
I am no woman, FIl not swoon at it

Hub. TheMng, I fear, is poison’d by a monk
I left him almost speechless and broke out

To acquaint you with this evil, that you might
To better arm you to the sudden time.

Than if you had at leisure known of this.

Bast How did he take it; who did taste to

him?
Sub. A monk, I tell you; a resolved villaio.

Whose tmwels suddenly burst out: the king

Yet speaks, and peradventure may recover.
^

Bast Who didst thou leave to tend his

majesty? [come back.

Hub. Why, imow you not? the lords are ail

And brought Prince Henry in their company;
At whose request the king hath pardon’d them,
And they are all about his majesty, [heaven,

Bast Withhold thine indignation, mighty
And tempt us not to bear above our power!

—

I’fi tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night.

Passing these flats, are taken by the tide,

—

These Lincoln wa^es have devoured them;
M3rself, well-mounted, hardly have escap’d.

Away, before! conduct me to the kiag;

1 doubt he will be dead or ere I come.
[Exeunt.

Scene YIL—Tbe Orchard of Sunnstead Abbey

Enter Prince Henry, Saeisbory, and
Bigot.

P. Hen. It is too late: the life of all his blood
Is touch’d corruptibly; and his pure brain,

—

Which some suppose the soul’s frail dwelUi^-
house,

—

Doth, by the idle comments that it makes.
Foretell the ending of mortality.

Enter Pembroke.

Fem. His highness yet doth speak; and
holds belief

That, being brought into the open air,

It would alky the burning quality

Of that fell poison which assaileth him.
F. Hen. let him be brought into the orchard

here.

—

Doth he still rage? [Exit Bigot.
Fem. Be is more patient

Than when you left him; even now he sung.
P.Hen. 0 vanity of sickness! fierce extremes

In their continuance will not feel themselves*
Death, having prey’d upon the outward parts,
Leaves them invisible; and Ms siege is now
Against the mind, the which he pricks and

wounds
With many legions of strange fantasies,

WMch, in their throng and press to that last

hold, [should sing.

—

Confound themselves. ’Tis strange that death
I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan,
Who chants a doleful hymn to Ms own death;

And from the organ-pipe of frailty sings
His soul and body to their lasting rest, [bom

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince; for yon are
To set a form upon that indigest

Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude.

Re-enter Bigot and Attendants, who bring in
King John in a chair.

K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath
elbow-room;

It would not out at windows nor at doors.
There is so hot a summer in my bosom
That all my bowels crumble up to dust;

1 am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen
Upon a parchment; and against this iie
Do 1 shrink up.
P. Hen. How fares your majesty?
K, John. Poison’d,—'ill fare,—dead, forsook

cast off:

And none of you will bid the winter come,
To thrust Ms icy fingers in my maw;
Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their course
Through my bum’d bosom; nor entreat the

no^
To make Ms bleak winds kiss my parched lips.

And comfort me with cold:—I do not ask you
much;

I beg cold comfort; and you are so strait,

And so ingrateful, you deny me that.

P. Hen. O, that there were some virtue in
my tears,

That might relieve youl
K. John. The salt m them is hot.—

Within me is a hell; and there the poison
Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize
On unreprievable condemned blood.

Enter the Bastard.

Bast O, I am scalded with my violent

motion,
And spleen of speed to see your majestyl
K. Johru 0 cousin, thou art come to set mine

eye;
The tackle of my heart is crack’d and bum’d;
And all the shrouds, wherewith my Ufe should

sail,

Are turned to one thread, one little hair:

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by,
Which holds but till thy news be uttered;
And then all tMs thou seest is but a clod.

And model of confounded royalty.

Bast. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward,
Where heaven he knows how we shall answer

him;
For in a night the best part of my power,
As I upon advantage did remove.
Were in the washes all unwarily
Devoured by the unexpected flood.

[The King dies.

Sat. You breathe these dead news in as dead
an ear. [thus.

My liege! my lord!—But now a king,—^now
P. Hen. Even so must I run on, and even so

stop.

What surety ofthe world, what hope, what stay,

When tMs was now a king, and now is clay!

Bast. Art thou gone so? I do but stay behind
To do the office for thee of revenge,
And then my sbul shall wait on thee to heaven*
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As it on eartli Iiath been tby serrint still.

—

Now, now, you stars that move in your right
spheres.

Where be your powers? Shownow your mended
faiths;

And instantly return with me again,

To push destruction and perpetual shame
Out of the weak door of our fainting land.

Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be
sought;

The Dauphin rages at our very heels.

Sal» It seems you know not, then, so much
as we:

The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest,

Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin,
And hiings hrom him such offers of our peace
As we with honour and respect may take.
With purpose presently to leave this war.
Bast He w3l the rather do it when he sees

Ourselves well sinewed to our defence.
Sat Nay, it is in a manner done already;

For many carriages he hath despatch’d
To the sea-dde, and put his cause and quarrel

To the disposing of the cardinal:

With whom yourself, myself, and other lords.

If you think meet, this afternoon will post

To consummate this business happily.

3sy

Bast. Let it be so:—And you, my noble prince.
With other princes that may best be spar’d.
Shall wait upon your father’s funeraL

P. Hen. At Worcester must Ms body be in-
terr’d;

For so he will’d it.

Bast. Thither shall it, then:
And happily may your sweet self put on
The lineal state and glory of the land!
To whom, with all submission, on my knee,
I do bequeath my faithful services
And true subjection everlastingly.
Sat And the like tender of our love we make.

To rest without a spot for evermore.
F. Hen. I have a Mud soul that would give

you thanks,
And knows not how to do it but with tears.

Bast. O, let us pay the time but needftil woe.
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs.-^
This England never did, nor never shall.

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror,
But when it first did help to wound itself.

Now these her princes are come home again.
Come the three comers of the world in arms,
And we shall shock them: nought shall make

us rue,

If England to itself do rest but true. [Exeunt.
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ACTL

Scene I.—Loniksn. A Room in the
Palace,

Enter King Richard, attended; John op
Gaunt, and other Nobles.

K. JHck. Old Jolin of Gatint, time-honour’d

L^caster,
Hast fbon, accordi^ to thy oath and band,
Brought Mther Henry Hereford, ffiy bold son*

Here to make good ffie lygiateroiis late appeal,

Which then otir leisure wohMliotlet us hear,

Agaiast the Duke of Norfolk. Thomas Mow-
bray?

I
Gaunt I have, my liege. [sounded him,
K. Rich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou

If he appeal the duke on ancient malice;
Or worthily, as a good subject should,
On some known giound of treachery in him?

Gaunt. As near as I couIffmriBm on that
argument,

—

On some apparent danger seen in hi™ ,

Aim'd at $trt!flEig]i£iess,—no inveterate malice.
K. Rich. Then call Uiem to our presence;

face to face.
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves wiH.

hear
The accuser and the a^sed freely speak:—

^ceu^some Attendants.
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Higli-stomacli’d are they both* and full of ire,

In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire.

Re-enter Attendants, with BoLmoBSOKE and
J

Norfolk.
'

Many years of happy days befall !

My gracious sovereign, my most lovmg liege! >

Nor. Each day still better other’s happiness;
|

Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap,
\

Add an immortal title to your crown!
K. Rich. We thank you both: yet one bat

Hatters us,

As well appeareth by the cause you come;
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason.

—

Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object i

Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow- •

bray? [speech!—
[

Boling. First,—heaven be the record to my
In the devotion of a subject’s love,

Tendering the precious safety of my prmce.
And free from other misbegotten hate,
Come I appellant to this pnnceiy presence-

—

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee;
And mark my greeting well; for what I speak.

My body shall make good upon this earth.

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven.
Thou are a traitor and a miscreant,
Too good to be so, and too bad to hve;
Since the more fair and crystal is the sky.

The ugUer seem the clouds that in it fly.

Once more, the more to aggravate the note,

With a foul traitor’s name stuff I thy throat;

And wish,—so please my sovereign,—ere I

move, [may prove.

What my tongue speaks, my right-drawn sword
Nor. Let not my cold words here accuse my

real:

’Tis not the tnal of a woman’s war,
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues,
Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain:
The blood is hot that must be cool’d for this:

Yet can I not of such xame patience boast
As to be hush'd, and naught at all to say: [me
First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs
From giving rems and spurs to my free speech;
Which else would post until it had return'd
These terms of treason doubled down his

throat.

Setting aside his high blood's royalty,

And let him be no kinsman to my liege

I do defy him, and I spit at him;
Call him a slanderous coward and a villian:

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds;
And meet him, were I tied to run a-foot
Even to the frozen ridges of ttie Alps,
Or any other ground inhabitable,

Wherever Englishman durst set his foot.

Meantime let this defend my loyalty,—
By all my hopes, most falsely doth he he.

Boling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw
my gage.

Disclaiming here the kmdred of the king;
And lay aside my high blood’s royalty, [cept.

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to ex-
If guilty dread hath left thee so much strength
As to take up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop:
Bjr that and all the rites of knighthood else,

Will I make good against thee, arm to arm.
What I have spoke, or thou canst worst devise.

Nor. I take it up; and by that sword I

swear, [shoulder.
Which gently laid my knighthood on my
i'll answer thee m any fair degree.
Or chivalrous design of knightly trial:

And when I mount, alive may I not hght,

If I be traitor or unjustly fight!

K. Rich. What doth our cousin lay to

Mowbray’s charge?
It must be great, that can inherit us
So much as of a thought of il m him.

Boling. Look, what I speak my life shall

prove It true;— [nobles,

That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thousand
In name of lendings for your highness’ soldiers,

The which he hath detain'd for lewd employ-
ments,

Like a false traitor and injurious villian.

Besides, I say, and will m battle prove,—
Or here, or elsewhere to the farthest verge
That ever was survey'd by English eye,

—

That all the treasons for these eighteen years
Compiotted and contrived in this land

Fetch’d from false Mowbray their first head
and spnng.

Further, I say,—and further will maintain
Upon his bad life to make all this good,

—

That he did plot the Duke of Gloster’s death;
Suggest his soon-believing adversanes,
And consequently, like a traitor coward,
Sluic’d out his innocent soul through streams

of blood:

Which blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cnes,

Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth,

To me for justice and rough chastisement;

And, by the glorious worth of my descent,

This arm sh^ do it, or this life be spent!

K. Rich. How high a pitch Ms resolution

soars!-
Thomas of Norfolk, what say’st thou to this?

Nor. 0, let my sovereign turn away his face.

And bid his ears a httle while be deaf,

Till I have told this slander of his blood.

How God and good men hate so foul a bar.

K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes
and ears:

Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir,—
As he is but my father’s brother’s son,—
Now, by my sceptre’s awe, I make a vow,
Such neighbour-neamess to our sacred blood
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize

The unstooping firmness of my upnght soul:

He is our subject, Mowbray, so art thou;

Free speech and fearless I to thee allow.

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy

heart, [Best!

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou

Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais

Disburs’d I duly to Ms highness’ soldiers;

The other part reserv’d I by consent,

For that my sovereign liege was in my .debt

Upon remainder of a dear account,

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen*

Now swallow down that he!—For Gloster’s

death,—
I slew Mm not; but, to mine own disgrace.

Neglected my sworn duty in that case.—
For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster,

The honourable father to my foe.

Once did I lay an ambush for your life.
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A trespitss that doth vex my grieved soul:

But, ere I kst receiv’d the sacrament,

I did confess it; and exactly hegg’d

Tour grace’s pardon, tad I hope I had it.

this is my fault: as for the rest appeal’d.

It issues from the rancour of a villain,

A recreant and most degenerate traitor:

Which m myself 1 boldly will defend;

And interchangeably hurl down my gauge

Upon this overweenmg traitor’s foot,

to prove myself a loyal gentleman

Iven in the best blood chamber’dm his bosom.

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray

Your Mghness to assign our trial day.

K. Mteh. Wrath-hindied gentlemen, be rul’d

by me;
Let’s purge this cholcr without lettmg blood:

This we prescribe, though no phyrician;

Beep malice makes too deep incision:

Forget, forgive; conclude, and be agreed;

Our doirtors say this is no time to bleed.

—

Good uncle, let this end where it begun;

We’ll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your son.

Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall become
my age:— [gage.

Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfolk’s

K. Rich. And, Norfolk,Hhrow down his.

GimnL When, Har^? when?
Obedience bids I should not bid again.

K.Rich. Norfolk, throw down; we bid;

there is no boot.

Nor. Myself I throw, dread sovereign at thy

foot:

My life thou shalt command, but notmy shame:
The one my duty owes; but my fair name,

—

Despite of death, that lives upon my grave,

—

To^k dishonour’s use thou shalt not have.

I am disgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffled here;

Kerc’d to the soul with slander’s venom’d
spear,

The which no balm can cure but Ms heart-blood

WMch breath’d this poison.

K. Rick. Rage must be withstood:

Give me his gage:—lions make leopards tame.

Nor. Tea, but not change his spots: take
but my shame,

And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord.

The purest treasure mortal times afford

Is spotless reputation; that away,

Men are but gilded loam or painted clay.

A jewel in a ten-ttmes-bair’d-up chest

Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast.

Idine honour is my life; both grow in one;

Take honour from me, and my life is done:
Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try;

In that I Hve, and for that will 1 die.

K. Rich. Couan, throw down your gage; do
you begin- [foul sini

Bolmp. O, God defend my soul from such
ShaH 1 seem crest-fallen in my father’s sight?

Or with pale bc^ar-fear impeach my height
Before this outdar’d dastard? Ere my tongue
ShaU wound mine honour with such feeble

wrong.
Or sound so base a parle, zny teeth shall tear
The slavish mohre of recanting fear;

And S£nt it bleeding in his high disgrace,

Where shame doth harbour, even in Mow-
bray’s face! [Exit Gaunt.

K. Rich. We were not bom to sue, but to
command;—

Which since we cannot do to make you friends
Be ready , as your lives shall answer it,

*

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert’s day:
There shall your swords and lances arbitrate

The swelling difference of your settled hate;
Smee we cannot atone you, we shall see
Justice design the victor’s chivalry.—
Lord marshal, command our officers-at-arms
Be ready to direct these home-alarms.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—The same. A Room in the Duke
OF Lancaster’s Palace.

Enter Gaunt and Duchess of Glostesr,

Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Gloster’s
blood

Doth more solicit me than your exclaims.
To stir against the butchers of his Hfe.
But since correction lieth in those hands
Which made the fault that we cannot correct.

Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven;
Who, when they see the hours ripe on earth,
Will rain hot vengeance on offender’s heads.*
Duck. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper

spur?
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire?

Edward’s seven sons, whereof thyself art one,
Were as seven vials of his sacred blood*

Or seven fair branches springing from one root:

Some of those seven are dried by nature’s
course,

Some of those branches by the Destinies cut;

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Glos-
ter,—

One vial full of Edward’s sacred blood,
Our flourishing branch of his most royal root,

Is crack’d, and all the precious hquor spilt;

Is hack’d down, and Ms summer-leaves all

faded.

By envy’s hand and murder’s bloody axe.
Ah, Gaunt, Ms blood was thine! that bed, that

womb.
That mettle, that self-mould, that fasMon’d

thee,

Made Mm a man; and though thou Hv’st and
breath’st,

Yet art thou slain in him: thou dost consent
hi some large measure to thy father’s death,
In that thou seest thy wretched brother die,

Who was the model of thy father’s life.

Call it not patience. Gaunt,—it is despair;
In suffering thus thybrother to be slaughter’d.
Thou show’st the naked pathway to thy life,

Teaching stem murder how to butcher thbe:
That wMch in mean men we entitle patience,

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts.
What shall I say? to safeguard thine ovm life.

The best way is to venge my Gloster’s death.
Gaunt. God’s is the quarrel; for God’s sub-

stitute,

His deputy anointed in Ms sight,

Hath caus’d Ms death: the wMch, if wrongfuUj^
Let heaven revenge; for I may never Eft

An angry arm against Ms minister.

J^ch. Where, then, alas, may I' complain
myself?
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Gai/nf. To God, the widow’s champion and
defence. [G^nnt.

Jhjtch. Why, then, I wilL Farewell, old

Thou go’st to Coventry, there to hehold
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight:

O, at my husband’s wrongs on Hereford’s
spear,

That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast!

Or, if misfortune miss the first career,

Be Mowbray’s sins so heavy in his bosom
That they may break Ms foaming courser’s

back.
And throw the rider headlong in the lists,

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford!
Farewell, old Gaunt; thy sometimes brother’s

wife,

With her companion grief must end her life.

Gaunt Sister, farewell: I must to Coventry:
As much good stay with thee as go with me!
Duch. Yet one word more:—gnef boundeth

where it falls,

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight:
I take my leave before I have begun;
For sorrow ends not when it seeineth done.
Commend me to my brother, Edmund York.
Lo, tMs is all:—nay, yet depart not so;

Though tMs be all, do not so quickly go;

I shall remember more. BidMm—0, what?

—

With all good speed at Flashy visit me.
Alack, and what shall good old York there see.

But empty lodgings and unfumish’d walls.

Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones?

And what hear there for welcome but my
groans?

Therefore commend me; letMm not come there

To seek out sorrow that dwells everywhere.
Desolate, desolate, will 1 hence and die:

The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye!
[Exeunt

Scene lll.—Gosford Green, near Coventry

Lists set out, and a throne. Heralds, &c.,

attending. Enter the I.ord Marshal, and
Aumerle.

Mar. My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford
arm’d? [in.

Aum. Yea, at all points; and longs to enter

Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, sprightfuUy and
bold, [pet.

Stays but the summons of the appellant’s trum-
Aum. Why, then, the champions are pre-

par’d, and stay

For nothing but Ms majesty’s approach.

Flourish of trumpets. Enter King Richard,
who takes has seat on his throne; Gaunt end
several Noblemen, who take their places. A
trumpet is sounded, and answered by another
trumpet within. Then enter Norfolk m
armour, preceded by a Herald.

K. Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder cham-
pion

The cause of his arrival here in arms:
Ask Mm Ms name; and orderly proceed
To swear Mm in the justice of Ms cause.

Mar. In God’s name and the king’s, say
who thou art,

And why thou corn’s! thus knightly clad in

arms;

Against what man thou corn’s!, tn4 what thj
quarrel:

Speak truly, on thy knighthood and thine oath;
And so defend thee heaven and thy valour!
Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke

of Norfolk;
Who Mther come engaged by my oath,—
Which God defend a tadght should violate!—
Both to defend my loyalty and truth
To God, my king, and Ms succeeding issue,
Against the Duke of Hereford that appeals me;
And, by the grace of God and this mine arm.
To prove Mm in defending of myself,
A traitor to my God, my fang, and me:
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven!

Trumpet sounds. Enter Bolingbroke in

armour, preceded by a Herald.

K. Rich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither
Thus plated in habiliments of war;
And formally, according to our law,
Depose Mm m the justice of Ms cause.
Mar. What is thy name? and wherefore

corn’s! thou Mther,
Before King Richardm Ms royal lists?

Against whom comest thou? and what’s thy
quarrel?

Speak like a true knight, so defend thee
heaven!

Boling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and
Derby,

Am I; who ready here do stand in arms,
To prove, by God’s grace and my body’s valour.

In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Nor-
folk,

That he’s a traitor, foul and dangerous,
To God of Heaven, King Richard, and to me:
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven!
Mar. On pain of death, no person be so bold

Or danng-hardy as to touch the lists.

Except the marshal and such officers

Appointed to direct these fair designs.

Boling. Lord marshal, let me kiss my sove-
reign’s hand,

And bow my knee before Ms majesty:
For Mowbray and myself are like two men
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage;

Then let us take a ceremonious leave

And loving farewell of our several friends.

Mar. The appellant in all duty greets your
Mghness,

And craves to Mss your hand and take Ms
leave.

K. Rich. We will descend and fold Mm in

our arms.

—

Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right,

^ be thy fortune in tMs royal fight!

Farewell, my blood; wMch if to-day thou shed,

Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead.

. Boling. O, let no noble eye profane a tear

For me, if I be gor’d with Mowbray’s spear:

As confident as is the falcon’s flight

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.

—

My loving lord, I take my leave of you;

—

Of you, my noble cousin, Lord Aumerle;
Not sick, although I have to do with death.

But lusty, young, and cheeriy drawing breath.

—

Lo, as at EngUsh feasts, so I regreet [sweet:

—

The daintiest last, to make the end^ more
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O thott, the earthly tothor ef my blood,—
[To Gacht.

Whose yotithfui spirit, in me regenerate,

Doth with a twofold vigour Eft me up

To reach at victory above my head,

—

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers;

And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point,

That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat,

And furbish new the name of John 0’ Gaunt,

Even in the lusty 'haviour of his son. (perousl

Gam f. God inthy good causemaketheepros-
Be swift like lightning in the execution;

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled,

Faii like amazing thunder on the cas<2ue

Of thy adverse pernicious enemy;
Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valient and

Eve.

Boiing, Mine innocency and Saint George to

thrive!

A'br. However God or fortune cast my lot,

There lives or dies, true to King Richard’s

throne,

A loyal, just, and upright gentleman:

Hever did captive with a freer heart

Cast off his chains of bondage, and embrace
His golden uncontrofl’d enfranchisement,

More than my dancing soul doth celebrate

This feast of battle with mine adversary.

—

Mostmightyhege,—andmycompanion peers,—
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years:

As gentle mid as jocund as to jest

Go I to fight; truth hath a quiet breast.

K. Rich. FareweE, my lord: securely I espy

Virtue with valour couched in thine eye.

—

Order the triaf, marshal, and begin. [Derby,

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and
Receive thy lance; and God defend the right!

Bolmg. Strong as a tower in hope, I cry

amen. ,

Mar. Go bear this lance [fo an Officer] to

Thomas, Duke of Norfolk- [Derby,

1 Mer. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and him-

self.

On pain to be found false and recreant,

To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow-
bray,

A traitor to his God, his king, and him;
And dares Mm to set forward to the fight.

2 £ter. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray,
Duke of Norfolk,

On pam to be found false and recreant.

Both to defend himself, and to approve
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
To God, his sovereign, and to him disloyal;

Courageously, and with a free desire,

Attending but the signal to begin.

Mar. Sound, trumpets; and set forward,
combatants. [A charge sounded.

Stay, the kmg hath thrown his warder down.
K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and

their spears,

And both return back to their chairs again:

—

Withdraw with us;—and let lie trumpets sound
While we return these dukeswhatwe decree-

—

[A long flourish.
Draw near, [To me combatants.
And list what with our council we have done.
For that our kingdom’s earth should not be

soil’d

With that dear blood which it hath fostered.
And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect
Of civil wounds plough’d up with neighbours’

swords;
And for we think the eagle-winged pride
Of sky-asiaring and ambitious thoughts,
With rival-hating envy, set on you
To wake our peace, which in our country’s

cradle

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep;
Which so rous’d up with boisterous untun’d

drums,
With harsh-resounding trumpets’ dreadful bray.
And grating shock of wrathful iron arms,
Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace.
And make us wade even in our kindred’s

blood;

—

Therefore, we banish you our tenitories:—
You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of life,

TUI twice five summers have enrich’d our
fields

Shall not regreet our fair dominions.
But tread the stranger paths of bamshment.

Boling. Your wiU be done; this must my
comfort be,— [me;

That sun that warms you here'^ shall shine on
And those his golden beams to you here lent

Shall point on me and gild my banishment.
K. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier

doom.
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce:
The sly-slow hours shah not determinate
The dateless limit of thy dear exile;

—

The hopeless word of—never to return
Breathe I against thei», upon pain of life.

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most gracious
Eege, [mouth:

And all unlook’d-for from your highness’
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim
As to be cast forth in the common air,

Have I deserved at your highness’ hands.
The language I have leam’d these forty years,
My native English, now I must forego:
And now my tongue’s use is to me no more
Than an iffistring’d viol or a harp;
Or like a'cunning instrument cas’d up.
Or, being open, put into Ms hands
That knows no touch to tune the harmony:
Withinmy mouth you have engaol’dmy tongue,
Doubly portculhs’d with my teeth and lips;

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance
Is made my gaoler to attend on me.
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse,
Too far in years to be a pupil now:
What is thy sentence, then, but speechless

death,
WMch robs my tongue from breathing native

breath? [sionate:

K.Rich. It boots thee not to be compas-
After our sentence plaining comes too late.

Nor. Then thus I turn me from my country’s
light,

To dwell in solemn shades of endless night.

[Retirii^f.

Ri.Rich. Return again, and take an oaffi

with thee.
Lay on our royal sword your banish’d hands;
Swear by the duty that you owe to God,—
Our part therein we banish with yourselves,—
To keep the oath that we administer:—
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Yoti never shall—so help you trutli and God!

—

Embrace each other^s !ove in banishment;

Kor never look upon each other^s face;

For never write, regreet, nor reconcile

This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate;

For never by advised purpose meet
To plot, contnve, or complot any ill

*Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land.

Boling. I swear.
Not. And I, to keep all this.

Boling. Horfolk, so far as to mine enemy;

—

By this time, had the king permitted us.

One of our souls had wander’d in the air,

Banish’d this frail sepulchre of our flesh,

As now our flesh is banish’d from this land:

Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm;

Since thou has far to go, bear not along

The clogging burden of a guilty soul.

Not. No, Bolingbroke: ^ ever I were traitor,

My name he blotted from the book of life.

And I from heaven banish’d, as from hencel
But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know;
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue.

—

Farewell, my liege.—Now no way can I stray:

Save back to England, all the world’s my way.
[Exit.

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine

eyes
I see thy grieved heart: thy sad aspect

Hath from the number of his banish’d years

Pluck’d four away.—[To Boling.J Six frozen

winters spent,

Betum with welcome home from banishment.
Boling. How long a tune lies in one httle

word!
Four lagging winters and four wanton springs

End in a word: such is the breath of kings.

Gaunt. I thank my liege that in regard of me
He shortens four years of my son’s

But httle vantage shall I reap thereby;

For, ere the six years that he hath to spend
Can change their moons and bring their times

about,

My oil-dried lamp and time bewasted light

Shan he extinct with age and endless ni^t;
My inch of taper will be burnt and done,

And blindfold death not let me see my son.

K. Rich. "Why, uncle, thou hast many years
to live.

Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou
canst give:

Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow.

And pluck nights from me, hut not lend a
morrow;

Thou canst help time to furrow me with age.

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage;

Thy word is current with for my death.

But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath.

K.Rich. Thy son is banish’d upon good
advice,

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave:

Why at our justice seem’st thou, fhen, to lower?

Gaunt. Things sweet to taste prove in diges-

tion sour.

You urg’d me as a judge; hut I had rather

You would have bid me argue like a father.

0, had it been a stranger, not my child.

To smooth his fault I should have been more
mild:

A partial slander sought I to avoid.

And in the sentence my own life destroy’d.
Alas, I look’d when some of you should say,
I was too strict to make mine own away;
But you gave leave to mine unwilling tongue
Against my wiH to do myself this wrong,
K. Rich. Cousm, farewell;—and, uncle, bid

him so;

Six years we banish him, and he shwlt go.
[FlouTish. Exeunt K. Rich, and Train.

Aum. Cousin, farewell: what presence must
not know,

From where you do remain let paper show.
Mar. My lord, no leave take I; for I wiH ride

As fax as land will let me by your side.
Gaunt. 0, to what purpose dost thou hoard

thy words,
That thou retum’st no greeting to thy friends?

Boling. I have too few to tike my leave of
you,

When the tongue’s office should be prodigal
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart.

Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a
time.

Boling. Joy absent, grief is present for that
time.

^ ^ _
[gone.

Gaunt. What is six winters? they are quickly
Boling. To men m joy; hut grief makes one

hour ten. [pleasure.
Gatmt. Call it a travel that thou tak’st for
Boling. My heart wiH sigh when I miscall

it so,

Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage.

Gamt. The sullen passage of thy weary
steps

Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set

The j^ecious jewel of thy home-return.
Boling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I

make
Will hut remember me what a deal of world
I wander from the jewels that I love.

Must I not serve a long apprenticehood
To foreign passages; and m the end,
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else
But that I was a journeyman to grief? [visits

Gaunt. All places that the eve of heaven
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens.
Teach thy necessity to reason thus;
There is no virtue like necessity.

Think not the kmg did banish thee,

But thou the Mng: woe doth the heavier sit

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne.
Go, say I sent thee forth to purchase honour
And not the king exil’d thee; or suppose
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air,

And thou art flying to a fresher clime:

Look, what thy soffi holds dear, imagine it

To lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou
com’st:

Suppose the singing-birds musicians, [strew’d.

The grass whereon thou tread’st the presence
The flowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more
Than a dehghtful measure or a dance;
For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite

The man that mocks at it and sets it light.

Boling. 0, who can hold a fire in ^ hand
By thinking on flie frosty Caucasus?
Or cloy the hungiy edge of appetite

By hare imagination of a feast?

Or wallow naked in December snow
By thinMng on fantastic summer’s heat?



364 KSSra BICHAED n [act II.

O, no! the apfrehension of the good

Gives but greater feeling to the worse:

FcB sorrow’s tooth doth never raaMe more

Than when it biteSi bnt lanceth not the sore.

Gaunt. Come, come, my son, M bring thee

on thy way:
I thy youth and cause, I would not stay

Bolmg. Then, Engtod’s ground, farewell

sweet soil, adieu;

My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet'

Where’er I wander, boast of this I can,

—

Though banish'd, yet a true-born Englishman
[Exeunt.

Scene IV.-—TAe Court

Enter King Richard, Bagot, and Green;
Aumerle follounng.

K, Rich. We did observe.—Cousin Aumerle,

How far brought you high Hereford on his

way? [him so,

Aum. I brought high Hereford, if you call

But to the next highway, and there I left him.

K. Rich. And say, what store of parting

tears were shed? [east wind,

Aum. Faith, none for me; except the north-

WHch then blew bitterly against our faces,

Awai'd the sleeping rheum, and so by chance
Bid grace our hollow parting with a tear.

K. Rich. What said our cousin when you
parted with him?

Aum. “FtreweU”:
And, for my heart disdained that my tongue
Should so profane the word, that taught me

craft

To counterfeit oppresmon of such grief.

That words seem’d buried inmy sorrow’s grave
Many, would the word “farewell” have

lengthen’d hours,

And added years to his short banishment.
He should Mve had a volume of farewells;

But since it would not, he had none of me.
K. Rick. He is our cousm, cousin; but *tis

doubt.
When time shall call him home from banish-

ment.
Whether our Mnsman come to see Lis friends.

Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green,
Observ’d his courtship to the common people;

How he did seem to dive into their hearts
With humble and familiar courtesy;

What reverence he did throw away on slaves;

Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles,

And patient underhearing of his fortune,

As ’twere to banish their affects with him.
Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench;
A brace of draymen bid God speed him well,

And had the tribute of his supple knee.
With Thanks, mg coimtrumen, my loving

friends;
As were our England in reversion his.

And he our subjects’ next degree in hope.
Green. Well, he is gone; and with him go

these thoughts,
Now forthe rebels which stand out in Ireland,—
Expedient manage must be made, my liege.

Ere further leisure yield them furtiher means
For their advantage and your highness’ loss.

K. Rich. We ourself in person to this
war:

And, for our coffers,—with too great a court
And Hbe^ai^ largess,—are grown somewhat

We are enforc’d to farm our royal realm*
The revenue whereof shall furnish us

’

For our affairs in hand. If that come short
Our substitutes at home shall have blank

charters; r_|.u

Whereto, when they shaH know what men are
They shall subscribe them for large sums of

gold,

And send them after to supply our wants*
For we will make for Ireland presently.

*

Enter Bushy,

Bushy, what news?
Bushy. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick

my lord,
’

Suddenly taken; and hath sent post-haste
To entreat your majesty to visit him.
K. Rick. Where hes he?
Bushy. At Ely House. [mind
K. Rick. Now put it, God, in his physician’s

To help him to his grave immediately!
The lining of his coffers shall make coats
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars.—
Come, gentlemen, let’s all go visit him:
Pray God we may make haste, and come too

late! [Exeunt.

ACT 11.

Scene L—London. A Room in Ely
House.

Gaunt on a couch; the Duke op York and
others standing by him.

Gaunt Will the king come, that I may
breathe my last

In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth?
York. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with

your breath;

For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. [men
Gaunt O, but they say the tongues of dying

Enforce attention like deep harmony:
Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent

in vain; fm pain.

For they breathe truth that breathe their words
He that no more must say is listen’d more
Than they whom youth and ease have taught

to glose; [before:

More are men’s ends mark’d than their lives

The setting sun, and music at the close,

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last,

Writ in remembrance more than tMngs long
past: [heat-,

Though Richard my life’s counsel would not
My death’s sad tale may yet undeaf his ear.

York. No; it is stopp’d with other flattering

sounds,
As, praises of his state: then there are found
Lascivious metres, to whose venom-sound
The open ear of youth doth always Hsten;
Report of fashions in proud Italy,

Whose manners stiH our tardy apish nation
Limps after, in base imitation.

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity,—
.

So it be new, there’s no respect how vile,

—

That is not quickly buzz’d into his eab?
Then all too late comes counsel 'to be heard,
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Wliere will doth mutiny with wifs regard.

IHrect not him, whose way Mmself will choose:

»Tis hreath thou lack’st, and that breath wilt

thou lose. linspirM,

Gaunt Methinks I am a prophet new
And thus, expiring, do foreteE of him:
His rash fierce blaze of not cannot last,

For violent fires soon bum out themselves;

SmaE showers last long, but sudden storms are
short;

He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes;

With eager feedmg food doth choke the feeder:

li^t vanity, insatiate cormorant.
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself.

This royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise;

This fortress built by Nature for herseE
Against infection and the hand of war;

This happy breed of men, this little world;

This precious stone set in the silver sea,

Which serves it in the office of a wall,

Or as a moat defensive to a house,
Agamst the envy of less happier lands;

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this

England,

This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings.

Fear’d by their breed, and famous by their

birth,

Renowned for their deeds as far from home,

—

For Christain service and true chivalry,

—

As is the sepulchre m stubborn Jewry
Of the world’s ransom, blessed Mary’s Son;

—

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear
land,

Dear for her reputation through the world,

Is now leas’d out,—I die pronouncing it,

—

Like to a tenement or pel^g farm:
England, bound in with the tnumphant sea,

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious

siege

Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with
shame.

With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds:

That England, that was wont to conquer others,

Hath made a shameful conquest of itseE.

Ah, would the scandal vanish with my life,

How happy then were my ensuing death!

Enter King Richaiud and Queen, Aumerle,
Bushy, Green, Bagot, Ross, and Wil-
loughby.

Fork. The king is come: deal nuldly with

his youth; [more.

For young hot colts, being rag’d, do rage the

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lan-

JSr. Rich. What comfort, man? How is’t

with aged Gaunt? [positioni

Gauni. O, how that name befits my com-
Old Gaunt, indeed; and gatmt in being old;

Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast;

And who abstains from meat that is not gaunt?

For sleeping England long time have I watch’d;

Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt:

The pleasure that some fathers feeds upon
Is my strict fast,-—I mean my children’s looks;

And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt:

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave,

"^ose hoEow womb inherits naught but bones.

K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with
their names?

Gaunt No, misery makes sport to mock
itself:

Since thou dost seek to kiE my name in me,
I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee.
K. Rich. Should dying men flatter with

those that Eve? fffic.

Gaunt No, no; men hving flatter those that
K. Rich. Thou, now a-dying, say’st thou

fiatter’st me.
Gaunt 0, no! thou diest, though I the

sicker be. [thee EL
K. Rich. X am in health, I breathe, and see
Gaunt. Now, He that made me knows I

see thee El;

HI in myself to see, and in thee seeing iE,

Thy death-bed is no lesser than the land
Wherein thou best in reputation sick;

And thou, too careless patient as thou art,

Committ’st thy anomted body to the cure
Of those physicians that first wounded thee:
A thousand flatterers sit withm thy crown,
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head;
And yet, encaged in so smaE a verge,

The waste is no whit lesser than thy land.

O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet’s eye.

Seen how his son’s son should destroy his sons,
From forth thy reach he wotEd have Laid thy

shame,
Bej^sing thee before thou wert possess’d,
WMch art possess’d now to depose thyself.

Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world,
It were a shame to let this land by lease;

But for thy world enjoying but this land.

Is it not more than shame to shame it so?
Landlord of England art thou now, not king;

Thy state of law is bondslave to the law;
And

—

K. Rich. And thou a lunatic lean-witted fool,

Presuming on an ague’s privEege,
Dar’st wiA thy frozen admonition
Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood
With fury from his native residence.

Now by my seat’s right royal majesty,
Wert thou not brother to great Edward’s son,
This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head
Should run thy head from thy unreverend

shoulders. [son.

Gaunt 0, sparemenot,mybrother Edward’s
For that I was his father Edward’s son;

—

That blood already, like the pelican.

Hast thou tapp’d out, and drunkeiEy carous’d:

My brother Gloster, plain weE-meaning soul

—

Whom fair befaE in heaven ’mongst happy
souls!

—

May be a precedent and witness good [blood:

That thou respect’st not spilling Edward’s
Join with the present sickness that I have:
And thy unfcindness be like crooked age,

To crop at once a too-long wither’d flower.

Live in thy shame, but die not shame with
thee!

—

These words hereafter thy tormentors be!—
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave.

Love they to live that love and honour have.
[Exit, borne out bp his Attendants.

K. Rich. And let them die that age and
suEens have;

For both hast thou, and both become the grave.
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Tork. 1 do beseech your snajesty, impute
Ms words

To wayward sicMimess and age ia Mm:
He loves you, on my life, and bolds yon dear
As Harry Dnie of Hereford, were be beic.

K, Rick. Right, yoti say true: as Hereford’s
love, so Ms;

As theirs, so mine; and all be as it is.

Enter Korthumbeslakd.

Norik. Hy liege, old Gaunt commends him
to yonr majesty.

K. Rich. What says be?
North. Hay, nothing; all is said:

His tongue is now a sfringless instrument;
Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent.

York. Be York the next that mast be bank-
rupt so!

Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe.
K. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so

doth he;
His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be:
So much for that—How for our Irish wars:
We must supplant those rough rug-headed

kerns,

WMch live like venom, where no venom else,

But only they, hath privilege to live.

And for these great ^airs do ask some charge:
Towards our asmstance we do seize to us
The plate, coin, revenues, and movables,
Whereof oar uncle Gaunt did stand possess’d.

York. How long shall I be patient? ah, how
long

Shan tender duty make me suffer wrong?
Hot Gloster’s death, nor Hereford’s banish-

ment,
Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private

wrongs,
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke
About his maraage, nor my own disgrace,
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek.
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face.
I am the last of noble Edward’s sons.
Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was first:

In war was never lion rag’d more fierce,
In peace was never gentle lamb more mild,
Than was that young and princely gentleman.
His face thou hast, for even so look’d he,
Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours;
But when he frown’d, itwas against the French,
And not agamst his friends: Ms noble hand
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that
WMch Ms triumphant father’s hand had won:
His hands were guilty of no kindred’s blood.
But bloody with the enenaies of Ms kin.
O Richard! York is too far gone with grief,
Or -else he never would compare between.
K. Rich. Why, uncle, what’s rhe matter?
York. 0 my liege,

Pardon me, if you please; if not, I, pleas’d
Not to be pardon’d, am content withal.
Seek you to seize, and gripe into your hands.
The royalties and rights of banish’d Hereford?

not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford live?
Was not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true?
Did not the one deserve to have an heir?m not Ms heir a well-deserving son? [Time
Ti^e Hereford’s rights away, and take from
Ms charters and his customery rights;
Let not to-morrow, then, ensue to-day;

Be not thyself,—for how art thou a king
But by fair sequence and succession?
Now, afore God—God forbid I say true!—
If you do wrongfully seize Hereford’s rights.
Call in the letters-patents that he hath
By his attomeys-general to sue
His livery, and deny Ms offer’d homage,
You pluck a thousand dangers on your head,
You lose a thousand well-Msposed hearts,
And prick my tender patience to those thoughts
WMch honour and alle^ance cannot thitiy

,

K. Rich. Think what you will, we seize into
our hands

His plate, Ms goods, Ms money, and Ms lands.
York. I’ll not be by the while; my liege,

farewell:

What will ensue hereof, there’s none can tell:

But by bad courses may be understood
That their events can never faH out good.

[EnV.
K. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wilt-

shire straight:

Bid Mm repair to us to Ely House
To see this business. To-morrow next
We will for Ireland; and ’tis time, I trow:
And we create, in absence of ourself,

Our uncle York lord governor of England;
For he is just, and always lov’d us well.—
Come on, our queen: to-morrow must we part;
Be merry, for our tune of stay is short.

[Ilounsh. Exeunt Kmc, Queen, Busby,
AuMEjaE, Green, and Bagot.

North. Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster
is dead. [duke.

Ross. And living too; for now Ms son is

Willo. Barely m title, not in revenue.
North. RicMy in both, if justice had her

right.

Ross. My heart is great; but it must break
with silence,

Ere’t be disburden’d with a liberal tongue.
North. Nay, speak thy mind; and let him

ne’er speak more
That speaks thy words again to do thee hanni

WiUo. Tends that thou wouldst speak to the
Duke of Hereford?

If it be so, out with it boldly, man;
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards iittw

,

Ross. No good at all, that I can do for Mm;
Unless you call it good to pity Mm,
Bereft and gelded of Ms patrimony.
North. Now, afore God, ’tis shame such

wrongs are borne
In him, a royal prince, and many more
Of noble blood m tMs declining land.
The king is not himself, but basely led
By flatterers; and what they will iMorm,
Merely in hate, ’gainst any of us all.

That will the king severely prosecute
’Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs.

Ross. The commons hath he pill’d with
grievous taxes.

And quite lost their hearts: the nobles hath he

^
fin’d

For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts.
Willo. And dailynew exactions are devis’d,—

As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what:
But what, 0’ God’s name, doth become of this?
North. Wars have not wasted it, for warrid

he hath not,
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But basely yielded upon comproxnise
That which his ancestors achiev’d with blows:
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars.

Ross, The Earl of Wiltshire hath the realm
in farm.

WiUo. The king’s grown bankrupt, like a
broken man. [him.

NoTtk, Reproachanddissolutionhangethover
Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars

His burdenous taxations notwithstanding.

But by the robbing of the banish’d duke.
North. His noble kinsman:—most degener-

ate king!

But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing,

Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm;
We see the wind set sore upon our sails.

And yet we strike not, but securely perish.

Ross. We see the very wreck that we must
suffer;

And unavoided is the danger now.
For suffering so the causes of our wreck.

North. Not so; even through the hollow
eyes of death

1 spy life peering; but I dare not say
How near the tidings of our comfort is.

Willo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, ad
thou dost ours.

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumber-
land:

We three are but thyself; and, speaking so,

Thy words are but as thoughts; therefore, be
bold.

North. Then thus;—I have from Port le

Blanc, a bay
In Brittany, receiv’d intelligence [Cobham,
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Renald Lord
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter,
^8 brother, Archbishop late of Canterbury,
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ramston,
Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton, and

Francis Quoint,— [tagne,

All these, well furnish’d by the Duke of Bre-
With eight taU ships, three thousand men of

war,
Are making Mther with all due expedience,
And shortly mean to touch our northern shore:
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they stay
The first departing of the king for Ireland.

If, then, we shall shake off our slavish yoke,
Imp out our drooping country’s broken wing.

Redeem from broking pawn the blemish’d
crown,

Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre’s gilt,

And make high majesty look hke itself,

Away with me m post to Ravenspurg;
But if you faint, as fearing to do so,

Stay and be secret, and myself will go.

Ross. To horse, to horse! urge doubts to

them that fear.

WiUo. Hold out my horse, and I will first

be there. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Queen, Bus>hy, and Bagot.

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much
sad:

You promis’d, when you parted with the hum,
To lay aside life-harming heaviness,

And entertain a cheerful dispo^tion.
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Queen. To please the king, I did; to please
myself,

I cannot do it; yet I know no cause
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief,

Save bidding farewell to so sweet i guest
As my sweet Richard: yet, again, methinks
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune’s womb,
Is coming towards me; and my mward soul
With nothing trembles: at some thing it grieves.
More than with parting from my lord the king.

Bushy. Each substance of a gnef ha&
twenty shadows,

Which show hke gnef itself, but arc not so;

For sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears.

Divides one tlimg entire to many objects;
Like perspectives, which, rightly gaz’d upon,
Show nothing but confusion,—ey’d awry.
Distinguish form: so your sweet majesty.
Looking awry upon your lord’s departure,
Find shapes of gnef, more than himself, to wail;

Which, look’d on as it is, is naught but shadows
Of what it IS not. Then, thrice-gracjoixs queen,
More than your lord’s departure weep not,

—

more’s not seen;
Or if it be, *tis with false sorrow’s eye,

Which for things true weeps things imaginary.
Queen. It may be so; but yet my inward soxd

Persuades me it is otherwise: howe’er it be,

I cannot but be sad; so heavy sad, [think,—
As,—though, on thinking, on no thought I

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink.

Bushy. ’Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious

lady. [deriv’d

Queen. ’Tis nothing less: conceit is still

From some forefather grief; mine is not so.

For nothing hath begot my something grief;

Or something hath the nothing that I grieve:

’Tis in reversion that I do possess;

But what it is, that is not yet known; what
I cannot name; ’tis nameless woe, 1 wot.

Enter Green.

Green. God save your majesty!—and well

met, gentlemen:—
I hope the king is not yet shipp’d for Ireland.

Queen. Why hop’st thou so? ’tis better hope
he is; {hope:

For his designs crave haste, Ms haste good

Then wherefore dost thou hope he is hot

shipp’d?

Green. That he, our hope, might have retir’d

his power,

And driven into despair an enemy’s hope.

Who strongly hath set footing in this land:

The banish’d Bohngbroke repeals himself,

And with uphfted arms is safe arm’d
At Ravenspurg.

Queen. Now God in heaveu forbid!

Green. 0 madam, ’tis too true: and that is

worse, [Percy,

The Lord Northumberland, his son yotmgHenry
The Lords of Ross, Beaumond, andWilloughby,

With all their powerful friends, are fled to him.

Bushy. Why have you not proclaim’d

Northumberland,
And all the rest of the revolted faction,

Traitors? [Wwester
Green. We have: whereupon the Earl of

Hath broke his staff, resign’d Ms stewardship,
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Juad all til® hoiiseliold servants fled with him
To Bolingbroke.

,

[woe,

Queen, So, Green, thon art the midwife to my
And Bolingbroke my sorrow’s dismal heir:

Now hath my sonl brought forth her prodigy;

And I, a gasimg new-dehvefd mother,

Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join’d.

]^hy. Despair not, madam.
Queen. Who shall hinder me?

I will desp^, and be at enmity
With cozening hope,—he is a flatterer,

A j^asite, a keeper-back of death,

gently would dissolve the bands of life,

WMch false hofte Hngers in extremity.

Green, Here comes the Duke of York.

Queen, With signs of war about his aged

neck:
O, full of careful business are his looks!

Enter York.

Dnde, for God’s sake, speak comfortable

words.
York. Should I do so, I should belie my

thoughts:

Comfort’s m heaven; and we are on the earth,

Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grief.

Your husband, he is gone to save far off,

Whilst others come to make him lose at home:
Her® am I left to underprop his land.

Who, weak with age, cannot support myself:

Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made;
Now shall he try his friends that flatter’d him.

Enter a Servant.

Seru. My lord, your son was gone before I

came.
York, He was?—Why, so!—go all which way

it will!—
The nobles they are fled, the commons they are

cold.

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s side.

—

Sirrah, get thee to Plashy, to my sister Gloster;

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound:

—

Hold, take my ring. [ship,

Serv. My lord, I had forgot to tell your lord-

To-dty, as I came by, I called there;

—

But I shall grieve you to report the rest.

York. What is’t, knave?
iSeri?. An hour before I came, the duchess

died.

York. God for his mercy! what a tide of woes
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once
I know not what to do:—I would to God,—
So my untruth had not provok’d him to it,

—

TheMng had cut offmy head withmy brother’s.
What, are there no posts despatch’d for

Ireland?

—

How shall we do for money for these wars?
—

'

Come, sister,—cousia, I would say,—pray,

:

pardon me.
Go, fellow [fb the Servant], get thee home,

provide some carts.

And bring away the armour that is there.

—

Servant.

.

Gentlemen, will you go muster men? If I
know

BPow or which way to order these affairs*
Thus, thrust disorderly into my hands,
Never believe me. Both are my Mnsmen:

—

I

The one’s my sovereign, whom both my oath
And duty bids defend; the other, again,

Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong’d,
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right.

Well, somewhat we must do.—Come, cousin,
rn [men.

Dispose ofyou.—Gentlemen, go, musterupyour
And meet me presently at Berkley Castle*
I should to Pl^hy too;—
But time will not permit:—all is uneven.
And everything is left at sk and seven.

[Exeunt York and Qijehi,
Bushy, The wind sits fair for news to go to

Ireland,

But none returns. For us to levy power
Proportionable to the enemy
Is all impossible. [love.

Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in
Is near the hate of those love not the king.

Bagot. And that’s the wavering commons:
for their love

Lies in their purses; and whoso empties them,
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate.
Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally

condemn’d.
Bagot. If judgment he in them, then so do

we,
Because we ever have been near the king.

Green. Well, I will for refuge straight to
Bristol Castle:

The Earl of Wiltshire is already there, [office

Bushy. Thither will I with you: for little

The hateful commons will perform for us,
Except hke curs to tear us all to pieces.—
Will you go along with us?

Bagot. No; I will to Ireland to his majesty*
Farewell: if heart’s presages be not vain,

We three here part fliat ne’er shall meet again.
Bushy. That’s as York thrives to beat back

Bolingbroke. [takes
Green. Alas, poor duke! the task he under-

Is numbering sands, and drinking oceans dry:
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly.

Farewell at once,—for once, for all, and ever.
Bushy. Well, we may meet again.

Bagot I fear me, never. [Exeunt,

Scene III.—The Wilds in Glostershire.

Enter Bolingbroke gnd Northumber-
land, with Forces.

Boling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley
now?

North. Believe me, noble lord,

I am a stranger here in Glostershire:
These high wild hills and rough uneven ways
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome;
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar,
Maldng the hard way sweet and delectable.
But I bethink me what a weary way
From Ravenspurg to Cotswold will be found
In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your com-

pany,
Which, I protest, hath very much beguil’d
The tediousness and process of my travel:

But theirs is sweeten’d with the hope to have
Hie present benefit which I possess;
And hope to joy is little le^s in joy '

Than hope enjoy’d: by this the*weary Ipfds
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Shall make their w&y seem short; as mine hath
done

By si^t of what I have, your noble company.
Boling, Of much less value is my company

Than your good words.—But who comes here?
North. It is my son, young Harry Percy,

Sent from my brother Worcester, whenceso-
ever.

Enter Huury Percy.

Harry, how fares your uncle?
Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have

learned his health of you.
North. Why, is he not with the queen?
Percy. Ko, my good lord; he hath forsook

the court,

Broken his staS of office, and dispers’d

The household of the king.

North. What was his reason?
He was not so resolv’d when last we spake to-

gether.

Percy. Because your lordshipwas proclaimed
traitor.

But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg,
To offer service to ^e Duke of Hereford;
And sent me o’er by Berkley, to discover

What power the Duke of York had levied there,

Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg.
North. Have you forgot tiie Duke of Here-

ford, hoy? [forgot

Percy. No, my good lord; for that is not
Which ne’er I did remember: to my knowledge,
1 never in my life did look on him.

North, Then learn to know him now; this

is the duke. [service,

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young;
Which elder days shall ripen, and conffnn

To more approved service and desert, [sture

Boling. 1 thank thee, gentle Percy; and be
I count myself in nothing else so happy
As in a soffi remembering my good &iends;
And, as my fortune ripens with thy love,

It shall be still thy true love’s reCompence:
My heart this covenant makes, my hand ffius

slidXs it*

North. How fm is it to Berkley? and what
stir

Keeps good old York there with his men of

war?
Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft

of trees, [heard:

Mann’d with three hundred men, as 1 have
And in it are the Lords of York, Berkley, and

Seymour,

—

None else of name and noble estimate.

North. Here come the Lords of Ross and
WiHougfaby,

Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste.

Enter Ross and Willoughby.
Boling, Welcome, my lords. I wot your

love pursues
A banish’d traitor: all my treasury

Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich’d,

Shall be your love and labour’s recompense.
Ross. Your presence makes us rich, most

noble lord. [attain it.

Wilfo. And far surmounts our labour to

BiAing, Evermore thanks, the exchequer of
‘ the poor;

3<5p

Which, till my infant fortune comes to years.
Stands for my bounty.—^But, who comes here?
North, It is my L^ of BerWey, as I guess.

Enter Berkley.

Berk. My Lord of Hereford, my message h
to you-

Bding. My lord,my answeris—to Lancaster;
And I am come to seek that name In Enidand;
And I must find that title in your tongue,
Before I make reply to aught you say.
Berk. Mistake me not, my lord; *tm not my

meaning
To raze one title of your honour out;

—

To you, my lord, Icome,—what lord you wil!,—
From the most gracious regent of tms land.
The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on
To take advantage of the absent tune,
And fright our native peace with self-bom anm.

Boling. I shall not need transport my words
by you;

Here comes his grace in person.

Enter York, attended.

My noble uncle! [Kneels.
York. Show me thy humble heart, and not

thy knee.
Whose duty is deceivable and false.

Boling. My gracious uncle!

—

York. Tut, tut!

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle:
I am no traitor’s uncle; and that word—grace,
In an ungracious mouth is but profane.

Why have those banish’d and forbidden legs

Bar’d once to touch a dust of England’s ground?
But, then, more why,—why have they dat’d to

march
So many miles upon her j^aceful bosom.
Frighting her pale-fac’d villages with war
And ostentation of despised arms? [hence?
Com’st thou because the anointed king is

Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind.
And in my loyal bosom lies his power.
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth
As when brave Gaunt thy father, and myself.
Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of

men,
From forth the ranks ofmany thousand French,
0, then, how quickly should this arm of mine,
Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee,

And minister correction to titiy fault! [fault;

Boling. My ^dous uncle, let me know my
On what conmtioWstands it and wherein?

York. Even in wndition of the worst de-
gree,—

In gross rebellion and detested treason:

Thou art a banish’d man; and here art come
Before the expiration of thy time,
In braving arms against Ihy sovereign.

Boling. As I was banish’d, I was banish’d

Hereford;
But as I come, I come for Lancaster.

And, noble uncle, 1 beseech your grace

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye:

You are my father, for methinks in you
I see old Gaunt alive; 0, then, my father,

Will you permit that I shall stand condemn’d
A wandering vagabond; my lights and royalties

Httck’d from my arms perforce, and &ven
away



To tipsttrt untMfts? Wherefore was I bom?
If that my coasin king be Mng of England,

It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster.

You have a son, Amnerie, my noble kinsman;

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down,

He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father,

To rouse h^ wrongs, and chase them to the bay.

I am dewed to sue my livery here,

And yet my lettexs-patents give me leave:

My father’s goods are all distrain’d and sold;

And these and all are all amiss employ’d.

What would you have me do? I am a subject,

And chalenge law; attorneys are denied me;
And therefore personaEy I lay my claim

To my inheritance of free descent. [abus’d.

North. The noble duke hath been too much
ifoas. It stands your grace upon to do him

right

WiUo. Base men by his endowments are

made great.

York. My lords of England, let me tell you
this:

—

I have had feelmg of my cousin’s wrongs,

And labour’d all I could to do him right;

But in this kind to come, in bmving arms,

Be his own carver, and cut out his way,

To find out right with wrong,—it may not be;

And you that do abet him in tiiis kind

Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all.

North. The noble duke hath sworn his

coming is

But for his own; and for the right of that

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid;

And let him ne’er see joy that breaks that oath!

York. Well, weU, I see the issue of these
arms;—

I cannot mend it, I must needs confess,

Because my power is weak and all ill left:

But if I could, by him that gave me life,

I would attach you all, and make you stoop

Unto the sovereign mercy of the king;

But since I cannot, be it known to you
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well:

—

Unless you please to enter in the castlb,

And there repose yon for this night.

Boling. An offer, rmcle, that we will accept:

But we must win your grace to go with us
To Bristol Castle, which they say is held
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices,
The caterpillars of the commonwealth.
Which I have sworn to weed and pluck away.

York. It may be I will go with you:—but
yet I’ll pause;

For I am loth to break our country’s laws.
Kor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are;

Things past redress are now with me past care.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.—A Camp in Wales.

Enter Salisbury and a Captain.

Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have stay’d
ten days.

And hardly kept our countrymen together.
And yet we hear no hdmgs from the Mng;
Therefore we wiE disperse ourselves: farewell.

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trusty
Welshman:

The king reposeih aE his confidence
In thee.

[ACT m.

Cap. *Tis thought the king is dead; we wiE
not stay.

The bay trees m our country all are wither’d,
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven;
The paie-fac’d moon looks bloody on the earth,
And lean-look’d prophets whisper fearful

change; [leap,—
Bich men look sad, and ruffians dance and
The one m fear to lose what they enjoy.
The other to enjoy by rage and war;
These signs forenin the death or faE of kings.
FareweE; our countrymen are gone and fled,

As weE assur’d Richard their king is dead.
[Exit.

Sal. Ah, Richard, with the eyes of heavy
mind,

I see thy glory, Eke a shooting star,

FaE to the base earth from the firmamentl
The sun sets weeping in the lowly west,
Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest;
Thy fnends are fled, to wait upon thy foes;

And crossly to thy good all fortune goes.

[Exit.

ACT III.

Scene L—Bolingbroke’s Camp at SristoL

Enter Bolingbroke, York, Northumber-
land, Percy, Willoughby, Ross: Officers

behind, with Bushy and Green, prisoners.

Boling. Bring forth these men.

—

Bushy and Green, I wiE not vex your souls,—
Since presently your souls must part your

bodies,

—

With too much urging your pernicious Eves,
For ’twere no charity; yet, to wash your blood
From off my hands, here, in the view of men,
1 wiU unfold some causes of your deaths.
You have misled a pnnce, a royal Mng,
A happy gentleman in blood and Eneaments,
By you unhappied and disfigur’d clean;
You have in manner with your sinful hours
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him;
Broke the possession of a royal bed,
And stam’d the beauty of a fair queen’s cheeks
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foffi

wrongs.
MyseE,—a prince by fortune of my birtn.

Near to the king in blood, and near in love
TiE you did make him mismterpret me,

—

Have stoop’d my neck under your injunes,
And sigh’d my EngEsh breath in foreign clouds,
Eating the bitter bread of banishment;
Whilst you have fed upon my signories,
Dispark’dmy parks, and feU’dmy forest-woods,
From my own windows tom my household

coat,

Raz’d out my impress, leaving me no sign,
Save men’s opimons and my Evmg blood.
To show the world I am a gentleman.
This and much more, much more than twice

aE this,

Condemns you to the death.—See them de-
Ever’d over

To execution and the hand of death.
Bushg. More welcome is the stroke of death

to me [weH.
Than BoEngbroke to England.—Lords, fare-

Ema BicHAED n
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Green. My comfort is, that heaven will take
our souls,

And plague injustice with the pains of hell.

Boling. My Lord Northumberland, see them
despatch’d.

[Exeunt North., and others, with Prisoners.
Uncle, you say the queen is at your house;
For God’s sake, fairly let her be entreated:

Tell her I send to her my kind commends;
Take special care my greetings be deliver’d.

York. A gentleman of mine I have despatch’d
With letters of your love to her at large.

Baling. Thanks, gentle uncle.—Come, lords,

away,
To fight with Glendower and his complices:
Awhile to work, and after holiday. [Exeunt

Scene II.—The Coast of Wales. A Castle

m view.

Flourish; drums and trumpets Enter King
Richard, the Bishop of Carlisle Adm-
ERLE, and Soldiers.

K. Rich. Barkloughly Castle call they this

at hand?
Aum. Yea, my lord. How' brooks your

grace the air,

After your late tossing on the breaking seas’

K. Rich. Needs must I hke it well: 1 weep
for joy

To stand upon my kingdom once again.—
Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand,
Though rebels wound thee with their horses’

hoofs:

As long-parted mother with her child

Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in

meeting,

So, weeping-smiling, greet I thee, my earth.

And do thee favour with my royal hands.
Freed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle earth.

Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav’nous sense;

But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom,
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way.
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet

Which with usurping steps do trample thee:

Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies;
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower,

Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder.

Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch
Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies.—
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords:

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones

Ihove armed soldiers, ere her native king
Shall falter imder foul rebellion’s arms I

Car* Fear not, my lord; that Power that

made you Mng
Hath power to keep you king in spite of all.

The means that heaven yields must be em-
brac’d

And not neglected; else, if heaven would,
And we will not, heaven’s offer we refuse,

The proffer’d means of succour and redress.

Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too

remiss;
Whilst Bohngbroke, through our security,

Grows strong and great in substance and in

friends. [thou not

K. Rich. Discomfortable cousin! know’st
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid

Behind the globe that hghts the lower world,

Then thieves and robbers renge abroad unseen.
In murders and in outrage, boldly here;
But when, from under this terrestnai ball,

He fires tlie proud tops of the eastern pines,

And darts his bight through every guilty hole,

Then murders, treasons, and detested sins,

The cloak of mght being pluck’d from off their

backs,
Stand bare and naked, trembling at them-

selves?

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke,—
Who all this while hath revell’d m the night,

Whilst we were wandering with the antipodes,

—

Shall see us rising in our throne, the east.

His treasons will sit blushing in his face,

Not able to endure the sight of day,
But seif-affnghted tremble at his sin.

Not all the water in the rough rude sea
Can wash the balm from an anointed Mug;
The breath of worldly men cannot depose
The deputy elected by the Lord;
For every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d
To hft shrewd steel against our golden crown,
God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay
A glomus angel: then, if angels fight, [right.

Weak man must fall; for heaven still guards the

Enter Salisbury,

Welcome, my lord; how far off lies your power?
Sal. Nor near nor further off, my gracious

lord, [tongue,

Than this weak arm: discomfort guides my
And bids me speak of nothing but despair.

One day too late, I fear, my noble lord,

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth:

O, call back yesterday, bid time return,

And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting

men!
To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late,

O’erthrows thy j'oys, friends, fortune, and thy
state;

For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead,
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispers’d, and fled.

Aum. Comfort, my liege: why looks your
grace so pale? [sand men

K. Rich. But now the blood of twenty thou-
Did triumph m my face, and they are fled;

And, till so much blood thither come again.

Have I not reason to look pale and dead?
All souls that will be safe fly from my side;

For time hath set a blot upon my pride, [are.

Aum. Comfort, my liege; remember who you
K. Rich. I had forgot myself: am I not Mng?

Awake, thou sluggard majesty! thou sleep’st.

Is not the king’s name forty thousand names?
Ann, arm, my name! a puny subject strikes

At thy great glory.—Look not to the ground,
Ye favourites of a king: are we not high?
High be our thoughts: I know my uncle York
Hath power enough to serve our turn.—But

who comes here?

Enter Scroop.

Scroop. More health and happiness betide

my liege

Than can my care-tun’d tongue dehver him.

K. Rich. Mine ear is open and my heart

prepar’d.

The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold.

Say, IS my kingdom lost? why, ’twas my care;
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And irbat loss is it to be rid of care?

Stri?es Boliagbroke to be as great as we?
Greater be sbtU not be; if be serve God,
We^II serve bim too, and be Ms fellow so;

Revolt our subjects? that we cannot mend;
Tbej break tbeir faith to God, as well as us:

Cry woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay;

Tbe worst is death, and death will have Ms day!

Scroop. Glad am I that your Mgimess is so

arm’d
To bear the tidings of calamity.

I&e an unseasonable stormy day,

Which makes the silver rivers drown their

shores,

As if the world were all dissolv’d to tears;

Sb Mgh above Ms limits swells the rage

Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land
With hard bright steel, and hearts harder than

steel.

White-beards have arm’d their thin and hair-

less scalps [voices,

Agadast thy majesty; and boys, with women’s
Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints

In sfaff unwieldly arms against thy crown:
Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows
Of double-fatal yew against thy state;

Yea, distafi-women manage rusty bills

Against thy seat: both old and young rebel,

And all goes worse than I have power to tell.

K. Rich. Too well, too well thou tell’st a
tale so ill.

Where is the Earl of Wiltshire? where is

Bagot?
What is become of Bushy, where is Green?
That they have let the dangerous enemy
Measure onr confines with such peaceful steps?
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it;

I warrant they have made peace with Boling-
broke.

Saoop. Peace have they made with him,

^
indeed, my lord. [redemption!

K. Rich. 0 villains, vipers, daian’d without
Bogs, easily won to fawn on any man!
Snakes, in my heart-hlood warm’d, that sting

my heart! [Judas!
Three Judases, each one thrice worse than
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war
Upon their spotted souls for tMs offence!
Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his

property,

Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate;

—

Again uncurse their souls; their peace is made
With heads, and not with hands: those whom
’ you curse
Have felt the worst of death’s destroying

wound.
And lie full low, grav’d in the hollow ground.
Aum. Is Bushy, Green, and the Earl of

WatsMre dead? [heads.
Scroop. Yea, aH of them at Bristol lost their
Aim. Where is the duke my father with Ms

power?
K. Rich. No matter where;—of comfort, no

man speak:
Let’s talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs;
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth.
Let’s choose executors, and Mlk of wills:

yet not so,—for what can we bequeath.
Save our deposed bodies to the ground?

j

Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke’s
And nothing can we call our own but death,

^

And that small model of the barren earth
WMch serves as paste and cover to our bones.
For God’s sake, let us sit upon the ground,
And tell sad stories of the death of kings:—
How some have been depos’d; some slain in

war;
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos’d;
Some poisn’d by their wives; some sleeping

kiU’d;
^

All murder’d:—for within the hollow crown
That rounds the mortal temples of a Mng
Keeps Death Ms court; and there the antic sits,

ScofMig Ms state, and gnnning at Ms pomp;
Allowing him a breath, a little scene,
To monarchize, be fear’d, and MU with looks;
Infusing him with self and vain conceit,

—

As if tMs flesh, wMch waUs about our life,

Were brass impregnable; and humour’d thus,
Comes at the last, and with a little pin
Bores through Ms castle-wall, and—farewell,

king! [blood!
Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and
With solemn reverence; throw away respect,
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty;
For you have but mistook me aU tMs while:
I live with bread hke you, feel want, taste grief.
Need friends:—subjected thus,
How can you say to me, I am a Mng?

Cor. My lord, wise men ne’er sit and wail
their woes,

But presently prevent the ways to waU.
To fear the foe, smce fear oppresseth strength.
Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your

foe,

And so your follies fight against yourself.
Fear, and be slain; no worse can come to fight:
And fight and die is death destroying death;
Where fearing dying pays death servile breath.
Aum. My father hath a power; inquire of

him;
And learn to make a body of a limb.
K.Rich. Thou cMd’st me well:—proud

Bolingbroke, I come [doom.
To change blows with thee for our day of
TMs ague-fit of fear is over-blown;
An easy task it is to win oux own.— [power?
Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with Ms
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be

sonr. [sky
Scroop. Men judge by the complexion or the

The state and inclmation of the day:
So may you by my dull and heavy eye,
My ton^e hath but a heavier tale to say.
I play the torturer, by small and amflil

To lengthen out the worst that must be
spoken:—

Your uncle York is join’d with Bolingbroke;
And all your northern castles yielded up.
And all your southern gentlemen in arms
Upon Ms party.

K. Rich. Thou hast said enough.

—

Beshrew thee, cousin, wMch didst lead me
forth, [Yo Aumerle.

Of that sweet way I was in to despair!
"^at say you now? what comfort have we now?

Jy I’ll l»ate him everlastingly
That bids me be of comfort any more.
Go to Flint Castle: there PlI pine away;



SCENE in,] KIHG EICHAED H 373

A Mag, woe’s slave, shall kingly woe obey.

That power I have, discharge; and let them go

To ear the land that hath some hope to grow,
For I have none:—let no man speak again

To alter this, for counsel is but vain.

Aum. My hege, one word.
K. Rick, He does me double wrong

That wounds me with the flatteries of his
tongue.

Discharge my followers : let them hence away,
From Richard’s night to Bolingbroke’s fair day.

[Exeunt,

Scene III.—Wales. Before flint Castle,

Enter, with drum and colours, Bolingbroke
and Forces; York, Northumberland,
and others.

Boling. So that by this intelligence we learn
The Welshmen are dispers’d; and Salisbury
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed
With some few private friends upon this coast.

North. The news is very fair and good, my
lord:

Richard not far from hence hath hid his head.
York. It would beseem the Lord Northum-

berland
To say, King Richard:—alack the heavy day
When such a sacred king should hide his head.

North. Your grace mistakes; only to be brief,

Left I his title out.

York. The time hath been.
Would you have been so brief with him, he

would
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you,
For taking so the head, your whole head’s

len^h. [should.

Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further than you
York. Take not, good cousin, further than

you should, [heads.

Lest you mistake; the heavens are o’er our
Boling. I know it, imcle; and oppose not

myself
Against their will.—But who comes here?

Enter Percy.

Well, Harry: what, will not this castle yield?

Percy. The castle royally is mann’d, my lord,

Against thy entrance.
Boling. Royally!

Why, it contains no king?
Percy. Yes, my good lord.

It doth contain a Mng; King Richard hes
Within the limits of yond lime and stone:

And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord
Salisbury,

Sir Stephen Scroop; besides a clergyman
Of holy reverence, who I cannot learn.

North. 0, belike it is the Bishop of Carlisle.

Boling. Noble lord,

[To Northumberland.
Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle;

Through brazen trumpet send the breath of

parle
Into his ruin’d ears, and thus deliver:

—

Even at his feet to lay my arms and pow«.
Provided that, my banishment repeal’d,
And lands restor’d again, be freely granted:
If not, I'll use the advantage of my power.
And lay the summer’s dust with Miowcrs of

blood
Rain’d from the wounds of slaughter’d English-

men:
The which, how far off from the mind of

Bolingbroke
It is, such crimson tempest should bedrcnch
The fresh green lap of fair King Richard’s knd,
My stooping duty tenderly shall show.
Go, signify as much, while here we march
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain.

—

\ North, advances to ike Castle, with a
trumpet.

Let’s march without the noise of threat’ning
‘ drum,
1 That from the castle’s tatter’d battlements
Our fair appointments may be well perus’d.

Methmks King Richard and myself should
meet

With no less terror than the elements
Of fire and water, when their thund’ring shock
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven.
Be he the fire, I’ll be the yielding water:
The rage be Ms, whale on the earth I rain

My waters,—on the earth, and not on him.
March on, and mark King Richard how he

looks.

A parle sounded, and answered by another
trumpet within. Flourish. Enter on the

walls King Richard, the Bishop of Car-
lisle, Admerle, Scroop, and Salisbury.

See, see, Kmg Richard doth himself appear.

As doth the blushmg discontented sun
From out the fiery portal of the east,

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent
To dim his glory, and to stain the track

Of his bright passage to the Occident. [eye,

York. Yet looks he like a king: behold, Ms
As bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forth

Controlling majesty:—alack, alack, for woe,
That any harm should stain so fair a show!
K. Rich. We are amaz’d; and thus long have

we stood

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee,
[To Northumberland.

Because we thought ourself thy lawful king:

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget

To pay their avrftil duty to our presence?
H we be not, show us the hand of God
That hath dismissed us from our stewardship;
For well we know, no hand of blood and bone
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre.

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp.

And .though you think that all, as you have
done,

Have tom their souls by turning them from us,

And we are barren and bereft of friends;

Yet know,—my master, God omnipotent,

Is mustering in Ms clouds, on our behalf,

Armies of pestilence; and they shall strike

Harry Bolingbroke.
On both his knees doth Mss King Richard’s

hand.
And sends allegiance and true faith of heart
To Ms most royal person; Mther come

Your cMldren yet unborn and unbegot.
That lift your vassal hands against my head,

And threat the glory of my precious crown.

Tell Bollingbroke,—^for yond methinks he is,—
That every stride he makes upon my land



374 KINa EICHABD H [act in.

Is dangerous treason: he is come to ope And my large kingdom for a little grave.

The purple testament of bleeding war;
j
A little little grave, an obscure grave;

—

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace, • Or I’ll be buried m the king’s highway.

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers’ sons Some way of common trade, where subject’s

Shall ill become the fiow’er of England’s face, feet

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace May hourly trample on their sovereign’s head;
To scarlet indignation, and bedew

i

For on my heart they tread now whilst I live;

Her pastures’ grass with faithful English blood,
j

And buned once, why not upon my head'!’

—

North. The king of heaven forbid our lord
,
Aumerle, thou weep’st—my tender-hearted

the kmg ' cousin’—
Should so with civil and uncivil arms

j

We’U make foul weather with despised tears;

Be rush’d upon! Thy thnce-noble cousin,
i
Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer

Harry Bofingbroke, doth humble kiss thy hand; corn,

And by the honourable tomb he swears, And make a dearth in this revolting land.

That stands upon your royal grandsire’s bones, Or shall we play the wantons with our woes,
And by the royalties of both your bloods,—

|
And make some pretty match with sheddmg

Currents that spring from one most gracious tears?

head,— As thus,—to drop them still upon one place,

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, Till they have fretted us a pair of graves
And by the worth and honour of himself, Within the earth; and, therem laid,—there lies

Comprising all that may be sworn or said,— Two kinsmen digg’d their graves with weeping
BQs coming hither hath no further scope eyes.

Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg Would not this ill do weU?—Well, well, I see
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees: I talk but idly, and you mock at me.

—

Which on thy royal party granted once, Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland,
His gHttermg arms he will commend to rust, What says King Bolingbroke? will Ms majesty
His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart Give Richard leave to five till Richard die?

To faithful service of your majesty. You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay.

This swears he, as he is a pnnce, is just; North. My lord, in the base court' he doth
And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. attend [down?
K. Rich. Northumberland, say thus the Mng To speak with you;—may it please you to come

returns:— K, Rich. Down, down I come; like glister-

His noble cousin is right welcome Mther; ing Phaeton,
And aU the number of Ms fair demands Wanting the manage of unruly jades,
Shan be accomplish’d without contradiction; [North, retires to Boling.
With all the graaous utterance thou hast In the base court? Base court, where kings
Speak to Ms gentle hearing kind commends.— grow base.
We do debase onrself, cousin, do we not. To come at traitors’ calls, and do them grace.

[To Aumerle. ^ the base court? Come down? Down, court!
To look so poorly, and to speak so fair? ’ down, Mng!
Shall we call back Northumberland, and Send For night-owls shriek where mounting larks
Defiance to the traitor, and so die? should sing. [Exeunt from above.
Aum. No, good my lord; let’s fight with Boling. What says Ms majesty?

gentle words North. Sorrow and gnef of heart
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man;

swords. Yet he is come.
K. Rich. O God, O God! that e’er tMs tongue

of mine, King Richard, and his Attendants

That laid the sentence of dread banishment below.

On yon proud man, should take it off again Boling. Stand all apart,
With words of sooth! 0 that I were as great And show fair duty to Ms majesty.— •
As is my grief, or lesser than my name! My gracious lord,— [Kneeling.
Or that I could forget what I have been! K. Rich. Faircousin,youdebaseyourprincely
Or not remember what I must be now! Imee
Swell’st thou, proud heart? PH give thee scope To make the base earth proud with Mssing it;

to ^®at, Me rather had my heart might feel your love
Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. Than my unpleas’d eye see your courtesy,
Aum. Norlhumberland comes back from Up, cousin, up;—^your heart is up, I know,

Bolmgbroke.
^

Thus Mgh at least [touching his own head], al-
K. Rich. What must the kmg do now? must though your knee below. [own.

'Pi. ut x-r . , .J..
-ffoZmp. My gracious lord, I come but for mine

The tog shall do it; must he be depos’d? K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours.
The kmg shall be contented: must he lose and all. [lord
The name of tog? o’ God’s name, let it go; Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted
I II give my jewels for a set of beads. As my true service sfiail deserve your love.My gorgeous palace for a hermitage, K. Rich. WeU you deserve:—they weU de-My gay apparel for an alms-man’s gown, serve to haveMy figur^ goblets for a dish of wood, That know the strong’st and surest way toMy sceptre for a palmer’s waltog staff, get.My subjects for a pair of carved saints, Uncle, give me your hand: nay, dry your eyes;
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Tears show their love, bnt want their reme-
dies.—

Cousin, I am too young to be your father,

Though you are old enough to be my heir.

What you will have, I’ll give, and willing too;

For do we must what force will have us do.

—

Set on towards London:—cousm, is it so?
Boling. Yea, my good lord.

K. Rich. Then I must not say no.
[Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Langley. The Duke of York’s
Garden,

Enter the Queen md two Ladies.

Queen. What sport shall we devise here in
this garden,

To drive away the heavy thought of care?
I Lady. Madam, we’ll play at bowls.
Queen.

^
’Twill make me think.

The world is full of rubs, and that my fortune
Runs against the bias.

I Lady. Madam, we’ll dance.
Queen. My legs can keep no measure in de-

hght,

When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief:

Therefore, no dancing, girl; some other sport.

I Lady. Madam, we’ll tell tales.

Queen. Of sorrow or of joy?

I Lady. Of either, madam.
Queen. Of neither, girl:

For if of joy, being altogether wanting,

It doth remember me the more of sorrow;

Or if of grief, being altogether had,
It adds more sorrow to my want of joy:

For what I have, I need not to repeat;

And what I want, it boots not to complain.

X Lady. Madam, I’ll sing.

Queen. ’Tis well that thou hast cause;

But thou shouldst please me better wouldst
thou weep. [you good.

X Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do
Queen. And I could weep, would weepmg do

me good,

And never borrow any tear of thee.

—

But stay, here come the gardeners:
Let’s step into the shadow of these trees.

My wretchedness unto a row of pins,

They’ll talk of state; for every one doth so

Against a change: woe is forerun with woe.
[Queen and Ladies retire.

Enter a Gardener and two Servants.

Card. Go, bind thou up yond dangling apri-

cocks,

Which, like unruly children, make their sire

Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight;

Give some supportance to the bending twigs.—
Go thou, and like an executioner

Cut off the heads of too-fast growing sprays.

That look too lofty in our commonwealth:
All must be even in our government—
You thus employ’d, I wifi go root away
The noisome weeds, that without profit suck
The soil’s fertility from wholesome flowers.

I Serv. Why should we, in the compass of a
pale,

Keep law and form and due proportion,.

Showing as in a model, our firm estate.

When our sea-walled garden, the whole land,

Is full of weeds; her fairest flowers chok’d up.

Her fruit-trees all unprun’d, her hedges ruin’d,

Her knots disorder’d, and her wholesome herbs
Swarmmg with caterssiiiars?

Card. Hold thy peace:—
He that hath suffer’d this disorder’d spring

Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf;

The weeds that his broad-spreading leaves did
shelter,

That seem’d m eating Mm to hold him up.
Are pluck’d up root and all by Bolmgbroke,

—

I mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green.
I Serv. What, are they dead?
Card. They are; and Bolingbroke

Hath seiz’d the wasteful kmg.—Oh! what pity

is it

That he had not so trimm’d and dress’d his

land
As we this garden! We at time of year
Do wound the bark, the skin of our frmt-trees.

Lest, bemg over-proud m sap and blood,

With too much richness it confound itself:

Had he done so to great and growing men,
They might have hv’d to bear, and he to taste

Their fruits of duty. Superfluous branches
We lop away, that beanng boughs may live:

Had he done so, himself had borne the crown.
Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown

down.
I Serv. What, think you, then, the king shall

be depos’d?
Gard. Depress’d he is already; and depos’d

’Tis doubt he will be: letters came last mght
To a dear friend of the good Duke of York’s,
That tell black tidings.

Queen. 0, 1 am press’d to death through want
of speaking!

—

Thou, old Adam’s likeness [coming forward
with Ladles], set to dress tMs garden,

How dares thy harsh-rude tongue sound these
impleasing news?

What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee
To make a second fall of cursed man?
Why dost thou say King Richard is depos’d?
Dar’st thou, thou little better thmg than earth.

Divine his downfall? Say, where, when, and
how [wretch.

Cam’st thou by tMs ill tidings? speifc, thou
Gard. Pardon me, madam: httle joy have I

To breathe these news; yet what I say is true.

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold
Of Bolingbroke: their fortunes both are

weigh’d:
In your lord’s scale is notMng but himself,

And some few vanities that make him light;

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke,
Besides himself, are all the English peers.

And with that odds he weighs King Richard
down.

Post you to London, and you’ll find it so;

I speak no more than every one doth know.
Queen. Kimble mischance, that art so light

of foot,

Doth not thy embassage belong to me,
And am I last that knows it? 0, thou think’st

To serve me last, that I may longest keep
Thy sorrow in my breast.—Come, ladies, go

To meet at London, London’s king in woe.

—

What, was I bom to this, that my sad look

Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke?
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Gir4«ttiar, for telling me this news of woe,

I wotiM t&e pisats thou graft^st may never

grow. [Exmmt QuEEif and Ladies.

Gmd, Poor queen! so that thy state mi^t
be no worse,

I would my sMll were subject to thy curse.

—

Here did me fafl a tear; here, in this place,

M set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace:

Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen,

in the remembrance of a weeping queen.
[Exeunt

ACT IV,

SCEira L—Lotoon. Westminster Ball. The
Lordsspintml on the right side of the throrus;

the Lords iempond on the left; the Commons
befom.

Enter Bolingbroze, Atjmhrle, Stovey,
NORTHUamERLAKD, PERCY, FiTZWATER,
another Lord, ike Bishop of Carlisle, the

Abbot op Westminster, and Attendants,

Officers behind, with Bagot.

Bdlmg, Call forth Bagot.-—
Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind;
What thou dost know of noble Gloster’s death;

Who wrought it with the king, and who per-

form’d
The bloody office of his timeless end.

Bagot Then set before my face the Lord
Aumerle, [that man.

Bating. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon
Bagot My Lord Aumerle, I know your

danng tongue
Scorns to tmsa^ whit once it hath deliver’d.

In that dead time when Gloster’s death was
plotted

I heard you say,—Js not my arm of length.

That reacheth from the restful English Court
As far as Cedds, to my xmeWs head?
Amongst much offier talk, that very time,

1 heard you say that you had rather refuse
The offirnr of an hundred thousand crowns
Than BoHngbroke’s return to England;
Adding withal, how blest this land would be
In this your cousin’s death.
Amn. Ptmees, and noble lords.

What answer shaB 1 make to this base man?
Shan 1 so much dishonour my fair stars,

On equal terms to give him chastisement?
Either I must, or have mine honour soil’d

With the atta^der of his slanderous lips.

—

There is my g^ge, the manual seal of death.
That marks thee out for hell; I say, thou liest.

And wiH maintain what thou hast said is false
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base
To stjm the temper of my knightly sword,

BoBng.^ Bagot, forbear; thou shalt not take
it up. [best

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the
In all this presence that hath moved me so.

Fits, M that thy valour stand on sympathy,
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine:
By that fair sun that shows me where then

stand’st [it,

I heard thee sty, and vaunfingly thou spaVst
That thou wert cause of noble Gloster’s death.
If thou deny’st it twenty times, thou Hest;
^d I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart.
Where It was forged, with my rapier’s point.

Aum. Thou dar’st not, coward, live to see
that day. [hour.

Fits. Now, by my soul, I would it were this

Atan. Eitzwater, thou art damn’d to hell for

this. [true

Percy. Aumerle, ffiou liest; his honour is as
In this appeal as thou art all unjust;

And that 'fiiou art so, there I throw my gage.

To prove it on thee to the extremest point

Of mortal breathing: seize it, if thou dar’st

Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off.

And never brandish more revengeful steel

Over the ottering helmet of my foe!

Lord. I task the earth to the like, forsworn
Aumerle;

And spur thee on with full as many lies

As may be hotta’d in thy treacherous ear
From sun to sun; there is my honour’s pawn;
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st.

Awn. Who sets me else? by heaven, FU
throw at all:

I have a thousand spirits in one breast.

To answer twenty thousand such as you. [well

Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater, I do remember
The very time Aumerle and you did talk.

Fits. ’Tis very true: you were in presence
then;

And you can witness with me this is true.

Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself

is true.

Fitz. Surrey, thou liest.

Surrey. Dishonourable boy!
That lie shall He so heavy on my sword
That it shall render vengeance and revenge
Till thou the He-giver and that lie do lie

In earth as quiet as thy father’s skull;

In proof whereof, there is mine honour’s pawn;
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st. [horse!

Fitz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or Hve
1 dare meet Surrey in a wilderness.
And spit upon him, whilst I say he lies,

And lies, and lies; there is my bond of faith.

To tie thee to my strong correction,

—

As I intend to tlmve in this new world,
Aumerle is guil^ of my true appeal:
Besides, I heard the banish’d Norfolk say
That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men
To execute the noble duke at Calais, [a gage.
Atm. Some honest Christian trust me with

That Norfolk lies: here do I throw down this,

If he may be repeal’d, to try his honour, [gage
Boling. These differences shall all reit under

Till Norfolk be repeal’d: repeal’d he shall be.
And, though mine enemy, restor’d again
To all his lands and signories; when he’s re-

turn’d.

Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial.

Car. That honourable day shall ne’er be
seen.

—

Many a time hath banish’d Norfolk fought
For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field.

Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens:
And toil’d with works of war, retir’d himself
To Italy; and there, at Venice, gave
His body to that pleasant countiy’s earth,
And his pure soul unto his captain Christ,
Under whose colours he had fbught soTong.

*

BoUng. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead?
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Car. As sorely as I live, my lord.

Boling.^ Sweet peace coodoct his sweet soul
to the bosom

Of good old Abraham!—Lords appellants,

Your differences shall all rest under gage
Till we assign yon to your days of trial.

Enter York, attended.

York. Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to

thee [soul

From plume-pluck’d Richard; who with whhng
Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields

To the possession of thy royal hand:
Ascend his throne, descending now from him,

—

And long live Henry, of that name the fotir^!

Boling. In God’s name, I’ll ascend the re^
throne.

Car. Marry, God forbid!—
Worst in this royal presence may I speak.
Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth.

Would God that any in this noble presence
Were enough noble to be upright judge
Of noble Richard! then true nobless would
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong.
What subject can give sentence on his king?
And who sits here that is not Richard’s subject?
Thieves are not judg’d but they are by to hear,

Although apparent gtiilt be seen in them;
And shall the figure of God’s majesty,
His captain, steward, deputy elect,

Anointed, crowned, planted many years,

Be judg’d by subject and inferior breath.

And he himself not present? 0, forfend it, God,
That, in a Christain climate, souls refin’d

Shotdd show so heinous, black, obscene a deed!
I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks,

Stirr’d up by God, thus boldly for his king.

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call king,

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king;

And if you crown him, let me prophesy,—
The blood of English shall manure the ground.
And future ages groan for this foul act;

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels.

And in this seat of peace tumultuous wars
Shall 1^ witib. kin and kind with kind confound;
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny.
Shall here inhabit, and this land be call’d

The field of Golgotha and dead men’s skulls.

Or, if you raise this house against this house,

It will the woefuUest division prove

That ever fell upon this cursed earth,

Prevent, resist it, let it not be so,

Lest child, child’s children, cry against you
woe! [your pains,

North. Wen have you argu’d, sir; and, for

Of capital treason we arrest you here.

—

My Lord of Westminster, be it your charge
To keep him safely till his day of trial.

—

May’t please you, lords, to grant the commons’
suit? [mon view

Boling, Fetch hither Richard, that in com-
He may surrender; so we shall j^oceed
Without suspicion.

York. I will be his conduct. [Exit.

Baling. Lords, you that are here under our
arrest, .

Procure your sureties foryour days ofanswer.

—

little are we beholden to your love,

[To Carlisle.
And little look’d for at your helping hands.

Re-enter York, with Kihg Richarb, and
OflSicers beanng the aown, Ac.

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a kkg.
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts
Wherewith I reign’d? I hardly yet have

leam’d
To msinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs:
Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me
To this submission. Yet I well remember
The favours of these men; were they not mine?
Did they not sometime cry, All hail! to me?
So Judas did to Christ: but he, in twelve.
Found truth in all but one; I, in twelve thou-

sand, none.
God save the tog!—Will no man say amen?
Am I both pnest and clerk? well then, amen.
God save the tog! although I be not he;
And yet amen, if heaven do think him me.

—

To do what service am I sent for hither?

York. To do that office of thine own good-
will

Which tired majesty did make thee offer,

—

The resignation of thy state and crown
To Henry Bolmgbroke.

K. Rich. Give me the crown.—Here, cousin,

seize the crown;
On this ride my hand, and on that side youra.
Now is this golden crown like a deep well
That owes two buckets, filling one another;
The emptier ever dancing in the air,

The other down, unseen, and full of water:
That bucket dovra and full of tears am I,

Drmtog my griefs, whilst you mount up on
high. [resign.

Boling. I thought you had been willmg to
K. Rkh. My crown I am; but still my griefe

are mine:
You may my glories and my state depose.
But not my griefs; still am I tog of Chose.

Boling. Part of your cares you give me witk
your crown.

K. Rich. Your cares set up do not pluck
my cares down.

My care is, loss of care, by old care done;
Your care is, gain of care, by new care won:
The cares I give, I have, ^ough given away;

,

They tend the crown, yet still with me they
stay. [crown?

Boling. Arc you contented to resign the
K.Rich. Ay, no;—no, ay; for I must

nothing be;
Therefore no no, for I rerign to thee.

Now mark me, how I will undo myself:

—

I give this heavy weight from off my head,
And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand,
The pride of togly sway from out my heart;
With mine own tews I wash away my balm,
With mine own hands I give away my crown.
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state.

With mine own breath release all duty’s rites:

AH pomp and majesty I do forswear;
My manors, rents, revenues I forego;

My acts, decrees, and statutes I deny:
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me!
God keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee!
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing

griev’d,

And thou with aU pleas’d, that hast all achiev’d!
Long mayst thou Hve in Richard’s seat to sit,
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AM soon lie Richard m an earthy pit!

God save Kmg Hcary, nojkmg’d Richard says,

And send him many years of sunshine days I

—

What more remains?
North* Ho more, hnt that you read

|0#erinff a paper*

These accusations, and these grievous crimes

Committed by your person and your followers

Against the state and profit of this land;

That, by confessing them, the souls of men
May deem that you are worthily depos’d.

K* Rich. Must I do so? and must I ravel out

My weav’d-up follies? Gentle Horthumberland.

If thy offences were upon record,

Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop

To read a lecture of them? If thou wouldst,

There shouldst thou find one heinous article,

—

Containing the deposmg of a king,

And cracking the strong warrant of an oath,

—

Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the book of

heaven:—
Kay, all of you that stand and look upon,

Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait my-
self,—

Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your
hands,

Showing an outward pity; yet you Pilates

Have here deliver’d me to my sour cross.

And water cannot wash away your sm.
North, My lord, despatch; read o’er these

articles. [see:

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot

And yet salt water blinds them not so much
But they can see a sort of traitors here.

Kay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself,

I find myself a traitor with the rest;

For I have given here my soul’s consent
To imdeck the pompous body of a long;

Make gloiy base, and sovereignty a slave.

Proud majesty a subject, state a peasant
North. My lord,—
K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught in-

sulting man,
Kor no man’s lord; I have no name, no title,—

Ko, not that name was given me at the font

—

But ’tis usurp’d:—alack the heavy day,

That I have worn so many winters out,

/\nd know not now what namft to call myself!

O that I were a mockery-king of snow.
Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke,
To melt myself away in water-drops!

—

Good king,—great king,—and yet not greatly

good,—
Add if my word be sterling yet in England,
Let it command a mirror hither strai^t,
That it may show me what a face I have.
Since it is bankrupt of his majesty.

Boling. Go some of you and fetch a looking-
glass. [Exit an Attendant.

North. Read o’er this paper while the glass
doth come.

K. Rich. Fiend,thoutorment’stmeerelcome
to heU!

Boling* Urge it no more, my Lord Korthum-
berland. [fied.

North. The commons will not, then, be satis-

K. Rich. They shall be satisfied: I’ll read
enough,

When I do see &e very book indeed
Where all my sins are writ, and that’s myself.

Re-enter Attendant with a glass.

Give me the glass, and therein will I read.—
Ko deeper wnnMcs yet? hath sorrow struck
So many blows upon this face of mine,
And made no deeper wounds?—O flattering

glass,

Like to my followers in prosperity,

Thou dost beguile me! Was this face the face
That every day under his household roof
Did keep ten thousand men? Was this the face
That, like the sun, did make beholders wmk?
Was this the face that fac’d so many follies,

And was at last out-fac’d by Bolingbroke?
A brittle glory shineth in this face:

As bnttle as the glory is the face;

[Dashes the glass against the ground.
For there it is, crack’d in a hundred shivers.—
Mark, silent Mng, the moral of this sport,

—

How soon my sorrow hath destroy’d my face.

Boling. The shadow of your sorrow hath
destroy’d

The shadow of your face.

K. Rich. Say that again.

The shadow of my sorrow? Hal let’s see:—
’Tis very true, my grief lies all within;

And these external manners of laments
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief

That swells with silence in the tortur’d soul;

There lies the substance: and I thank thee,

kmg,
For thy great bounty, that not only giv’st

Me cause to wail, but teachest me the way
How to lament the cause. I’ll beg one boon,
And then be gone and trouble you no more.
Shall 1 obtain it?

Boling. Name it, fair cousin.

K, Rich. Fair cousm! Why, I am greater
than a king:

For when I was a kmg, my flatterers

Were then but subjects; being now a subject,
I have a king here to my flatterer.

Bemg so great, I have no need to beg.
Boling. Yet ask.

K. Rich. And shall I have?
Boling. You shall.

K. Rich. Then give me leave to go.
Boling. Whither?
K. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from

your sights. [Tower.
Boling. Go, some of you convey him to the
K. Rich. 0, good! Convey?—conveyers are

you all.

That rise thus nimbly by a true king’s fall.

[Exezmf K. Rich., some Lords, and a Guard.
Boling. On Wednesday next we solemnly set

down
Our coronation: lords, prepare yourselves.
[Exeunt alt but the Abbot op Westminster,
Bishop of Carlisle, and Aumerle.
Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here be-

held.
Car. The woe’s to come; the children yet un-

born.
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn.
Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot

To rid the realm of this pernicious blot?

Abbot. Before I freely speakmy mindherein.
You shall not only take the sacrament
To bury mine intents, but also to effect
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whatever I shall happen to devise.

I see yonr brows are full of discontent.

Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears:
Come home with me to supper; I will lay

A plot shall show us all a merry day. {Exeunt,

ACT V.

Scene L—Lonbon. A Street leading to the
Tower,

Enter Queen and Ladies.

Queen. This way the Mng will come; this is

the way
To Julius Caesar’s ill-erected tower.
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord
Is doom’d a prisoner by proud Boiingbroke:
Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth

Have any resting for her true Mag’s queen.—
But soft, but see, or rather do not see,

My fair rose wither: yet look up, behold,
That you m pity may dissolve to dew,
And wash him fresh again with true-love tears.

Enter King Richard and Guards.

Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did stand;

Thoumap of honour; thou Eling Richard’s tomb.
And not King Richard; thou most beauteous

inn,

"Why should hard-favour’d grief be lodg’d in

thee,

When triumph is become an alehouse guest?
K. Rick, join not with grief, fair woman, do

not so,

To make my end too sudden: learn, good soul.

To think our former state a happy dream;
From which «wak’d, the truth of what we are

Shows us out this: I am sworn brother, sweet.

To grim Necessity; and he and I [France,

Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to

And cloister thee in some rehgious house:
Our holy hves must win a new world’s crown.

Which our profane hours here have stricken

down. [and mind
Queen. What, is my Richard both in shape

Transform’d and weaken’d? Hath Boiingbroke
Depos’d thine intellect? Hath he been m thy

heart?

The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw,
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage
To be o’erpower’d; and wilt thou, pupil-like.

Take thy correction mildly. Mss the rod,

And fawn on rage with base humility,

Which art a lion and a king of beasts?

K. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed; if aught
but beasts,

I had been still a happy Mng of men.
Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for

France:
Think I am dead; and that even here thou

tak’st.

As from my death-bed, my last living leave.

In winter’s tedious nights sit by the fire

With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales

Of woeful ages long ago betid;

And ere thou bid good-night, to quit their grief

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me,
And send the hearers weeping to their beds:

For why, the senseless brands will sympathize

The heavy accent of thy moving tongue,

And in compassion weep the fire out;
And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black.
For the deposing of a rightful Mng.

Enter Northumbeiiland attended.

North. My lord, the mind of Boiingbroke is

chang’d;
You must to Poxnfret, not unto the Tower.

—

And, madam, there is order ta’en for you;
With all swift speed you must away to France.
K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder

wherewithal
The mounting Boiingbroke ascends my throne,
The time shall not be many hours of age
More than it is, ere foul sin, gathering head,
Shall break into coipiption: thou shalt think,

Though he divide the realm, and give thee half.

It is too little, helping him to all; [the way
And he shall think that thou, which know’st
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again,
Bemg ne’er so little urg’d, another way
To pluck him headlong from the usurped

throne.

I
The love of wicked friends converts to fear;

I That fear to hate; and hate turns one or boA
! To worthy danger and deserved death.

North. My guilt be on my head, and there
an end. [with.

Take leave, and part; for you must part foith-

K. Rich. Doubly ^vorc’d!—Bad men, ye
violate

A twofold mamage,—’twist my crown and me.
And then betwixt me and my married wife.

—

Let me unMss the oath ’twixt thee and me;
And yet not so, for with a Mss ’twas made.—*
Part us, Northumberland; I towards the north.

Where shivering cold and sickness pines the
clime; [pomp,

My wife to France, from whence, set forth m
She came adorned hither like sweet May,
Sent back like Hallowmas or short’st of day.

Queen. And mast we be divided? must we
part?

K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and
heart from heart. [with me.

Queen. Banish us both, and send the Mng
North. That were some love, but little policy.

Queen. Then whither he goes thither let me
go. [woe.

K. Rich. So two, together weeimg,make one
Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here;
Better far off than near, be ne’er,the near.

Go, count thy way with sighs; I, mine wifh
groans. [moans.

Queen. So longest way shall have the longest

k. Rich. Twice for one step I’ll groan, the
way being short,

And piece the way out with a heavy heart
Come, come, in wooing sorrow let’s be brief.

Since, wedding it, there is such length in gnef.

One Mss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly
part;

Thus give I mine, and thus lake I thy heart.

[They km.
Queen. Give me mine own again; ’twere no

good part

To take on me to keep and kill thy heart
[They hiss again.

So, now I have mine own ag^ be gone,

That I may strive to Mil it with a groan.
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K, Rkh. We latke woe wanton with this

fond delay:

Once more, adiee; the rest let sorrow say.

[Exeunt.

ScEJfB IL—The same. A Room in the Dtjke
OF York’s Palace.

Enter York md Ms Duchess.

Jhich. My lord, yon told me yon would tell

the rest.

When weeping: made you hreah the story off

Of our two cousins coming into London.

York. Where did I leave?

Duck. At that sad stop, my lord.

Where rude misgovern’d hands from windows’

tops [head.

Threw dust and rubbish on King Richard’s

York. Then, as I said, the duke, great

Bolingbroke,—
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed.

Which Ms aspiring rider seem’d to Imow,

—

With slow but stately pace kept on Ms course,

WMe all tongues cried, God save thee, Boling-

broke!
You would have thought the very windows

spake,

So many greedy looks of young and old

Through casemente darted their desiring eyes

Upon his visage; and that all the walls

With painted imagery had said at once,

Jesu peserve thee! welcome, Botinghroke!

Whilst he, from one side to the other turning,

Bareheaded, lower than Ms proud steed’s neck,

Bespake them thus,—/thank you,countrymen:
And thus sdll doing, thus he pass’d along.

Duck. Alas, poor Richard! where rode he
the whilst?

York. As in a theatre the eyes of men,
Alter a well-grac’d actor leaves the stage.

Are idly bent on him that enters next,

Thinking Ms jirattle to be tedious; [eyes

Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s
Did scowl on Richard; no man cried, God save

him!
Ho joyful tongue gave him Ms welcome home:
But dust was thrown upon Ms sacred head;
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,

—

His face still combating with tears and smiles.
The badges of Ms grief and patience,

—

That had not God, for some strong purpose,
steel’d [melted,

The hearts of men, they must perforce have
And .barbarism itseff have pitied him.
But heaven hath a hand in these events,
To whose Mgh will we bound our calm con-

tents.

To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, i

Whose state and honour I for aye allow.
Ihich. Here comes my son Aumerle.

^ York. Aumerle that was;
But that is lost for being Richard’s friend,
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now:
I am in Parliament pledge for Ms truth
And lasting fealty to the new-made king.

Enter Aumerle,

Duck. Welcome, my son; who are tho violets

,
[spring?

That strew the green lap of the new-come

[act V.

Atm. Madam, X know not, nor I greatly

care not:

God knows I had as lief be none as one.
York. Well, bear you well in tMs new spring

of time.

Lest you be cropp’d before you come to prime.
What news from Oxford? hold those justs and

tnumphs?
Aum. For au^t I know, my lord, they do.

York. You will be there, I know.
Aum. li God prevent it not, I purpose so.

York. What seal is that that hangs without
thy bosom?

Yea, look’st thou pale? let me see the writing.

Atm. My lord, ’tis nothing.

York. No matter, then, who sees it.

I will be satisfied; let me see the writing.

Aum. I do beseech your grace to pardon me:
It is a matter of small consequence,
WMch for some reasons I would not have seen.

York. WMch for some reasons, sir, I mean
to see.

I fear, I fear,

—

Dvch. What should you fear?

’Tis nothing but some bond that he is enter’d

into

For gay apparel against the triumph-day.
York. Bound to himself! what doth he with

a bond
That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fool.

—

Boy, let me see the writing.

Aum. I do beseech you, pardon me; I may
not show it.

York. 1 will be satisfied; let me see it, I say.

[Snatches it, and reads
Treason! foul treason!—villain! traitor! slave!

Duck. What’s the matter, my lord?

York. Ho! who’s within there?

Enter a Servant.

Saddle my horse.

God for Ms mercy, what treachery is here!
Duch. Why, what is’t, my lord?

York. Give me my boots, I say; saddle my
horse.

—

Now, by mine honour, by my life, my troth,

I wUl appeach the villain. [Exit Servant.
Duch. What’s the matter?
York. Peace, foolish woman.
Duch. 1 will not peace.—What is the matter,

son?
Aum. Good mother, be content; it is no more

Than my poor life must answer.
Duch. Thy life answer?
York. Bring me my boots:—I will unto the

kmg.

Re-enter Servant with hoots.

Duch. Strike Mm, Aumerle.—Poor boy, thou
art amaz’d.

Hence, villain! never more come in my sight.

[To the Servant.
York. Give me my boots, I say.

Duch. Why, York, what wilt thou do?
Wilt thou not Mde the trespass of thine own?
Have we more sons? or are we like to have?

'

Is not my teeming date drunk up with time?
And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age,
And rob me of a happy mother’s name?
Is he not bke thee? is he not thine oum? '

KINCI EXCHAED U
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York. Thott fond mad woman,
Wilt tliou conceal this dark conspiracy?

A dozen of them here have ta’en the sacrament,
And interchangeably set down their hands
To kill the king at Oxford.
Buck. He shall be none;

We’Ii keep him here: then what is that to him?
York. Away, fond woman! were he twenty

times my son
I would appeach him.
Duck. Hadst thou groan’d for him

As I have done, thou wouldst be more pitiful.

But now I know thy mind; thou dost suspect
That I have been disloyal to thy bed,

'

And that he is a bastard, not thy son:
Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that

.

mind:
|

He is as like thee as a man may be,
Hot like to me, nor any of my Mn,
And yet I love him.

York. Make way, unruly woman!
[Exit.

Buck. After, Aumerle! mount thee upon,
his horse; '

Spur post, and get before him to the kmg.
And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee,m not be long behind; though I be old,

I doubt not but to nde as fast as York;
And never will I nse up from the ground
Till Bolingbroke have pardon’d thee. Away,

be gone! [Exeunt

Scene IIL—Windsor. A Room in the

Castle.

Enter Bolingbroke as Kmg^ Percy, and
other Lords.

Boling. Can no man tell of my unthrifty son?
’Tis fuU three months since 1 did see him

last:—
If any plague hang over us, ’tis he.

I woild to God, my lords, he might be found:
Inquire at London, ’mongst the taverns there.

For there, they say, he daily doth frequent.

With unrestrained loose companions,

—

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes.

And beat our watch, and rob our passengers;

While he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy.

Takes on Ifre point of honour to support

So dissolute a crew. [prince,

Percy. Mylord ,
some two days since Isawthe

And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford.

Boling. And what said the gallant?

Percy. His answer was,—he would unto the
stews, [glove,

And from the commonest creature pluck a
And wear it as a favour; and with that

He would unhorse the lustiest challenger.

Boling. As dissolute as desperate; yet

through both
I see some sparkles of a better hope.

Which elder days may happily bring forth.—
But who comes here?

inter Atjmerle hastily.

Aum. Where is the king?

Boling. What means
Out cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly?

• Aum. God save your grace! I do beseech
' your majesty,

To have some conference with your grace alone.
Bolmg. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us

here alone.

[Exemt Pekcy and Lords.
What is the matter with our cousin now?
Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the

earth, [Xneeh.
My tongue cleave to my roof within my moutli,
Unless a pardon ere I nse or speak.
Bolmg. Intended orcommitted was this fault?

If but the first, how heinous e’er It be.
To win thy after-love I pardon thee.
Aum. Then give me leave that I may ton

the key,
That no man enter till my tale be done.
Bolmg. Have thy desire.

[Aumerle lacks the door.

Fork. [Within.} My Eege, beware; look to

thyself;

Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there.
Bolmg. Viliam, I’ll make thee safe.

[Droiomy.
Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand;

Thou hast no cause to fear. [hardy king:
York. [Within.] Open the door, secure, fool.

Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face?
Open the door, or I will break it open.

[Boling, o^ns the door and locks it again.

Enter York.

Boling. What is the matter, uncle? speak;
Recover breath; tell us how near is danger.
That we may arm us to encounter it

York. Peruse this writing here, and thou
Shalt know

The treason that my haste forbids me show.
Aum. Remember, as thou read’st, thy pro-

mise pass’d:

I do repent me; read not my name there;

My heart is not confederate with my hand.
York. It was, villain, ere thy hand did set it

down.

—

I tore it from the traitor’s bosom, Hng;
Fear, and not love, begets his pemtence:
Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove
A ser^nt that will sting thee to tbe heart.

Boling. 0 heinous, strong, and bold con-
spiracy!

—

0 loyal father of a treacherous son!

Thou sheer, immaculate, and silver fountain.

From whence this stream through muddy pas- .

sages
Hath held his current and defil’d himself!

Thy overflow of good converts to bad;
And thy abundant goodness shall excuse
This deadly blot in thy digressing son.

York. So shall my virtue be his vice’s bawd;
And he shall spend mine honour with Ms shame,
As thriftless sons their scraping fathers’ gold.

Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies,

Or my sham’d life in Ms dishonour lies:

Thou kill’st me in Ms life; giving Mm breath,

The traitor lives, the true man’s put to death.

Buck. [Within.] What ho, my liege! for

God’s sake, let me in.

Boling. What shrill-voic’d suppliant makes
tMs eager cry? [’tis I.

Zhich. A woman, and thine .aunt, great king;

.

Speak with me, pity me, open the door:

A beggar begs that never begg’d before.
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Boling. Om scene is titer’d from a serious

thing, [King.

—

And now chang’d to The Beggar and the

My dangerous cousin, let your mother in:

I know she’s come to pray for your foul sin.

[Aumerle unlocks the door.

York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray,

More sms, for this forgiveness, prosper may.
This fester’d joint cut off, the rest rests sound:

lids iet alone will aE the rest confoimd.

Enter Duchess.

Duck. O Mag, believe not this hard-hearted

man!
love, loving not itself, none other can.

York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou
make here?

Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear?

^ch. Sweet York, be patient—Hear me
gentle liege. [Kneels.

Boling. Rise up, good aunt
Duck. Not yet, I thee beseech:

Tor ever will I walk upon my knees,

And never see day that the happy sees

Tin thou give joy; until thou bid me joy,

By pardomng Rutland, my transgressing boy.

Awn. Unto my mother’s prayers I bend my
knee. [Kneels.

York. Against them both, my true joints

bended be. [Kneels.

Ill mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace!

Duck. Pleads he in earnest? look upon his

face; [jest;

His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in

His words come from his mouth, ours from our
breast;

He prays but faintly, and would be denied;

’We pray with heart and soul, and all beside:

Hisweary jomts wouldgladly rise, I know; [grow:

Our knees shall kneel till to the ^ound they
His prayers are full of false hypocrisy;

Ours of true zeal and deep integrity.

Our prayers do out-pray his; then let them have
That mercy which true prayers ought to have.

Boling. Good aunt, stand up.

Duck. Nay, do not say stand up;
But pardon first, and afterwards stand up.
An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach.
Pardon should be the first word of thy speech.
I never long’d to hear a word till now;
Say pardon, king; let pity teach thee how:
The word is short, but not so short as sweet;
No word hke pardon, for kings’ mouths so

meet. [donnez-moi.
York. Speak it in French, kang; say par-
Duch. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to

destroy?

Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord.
That sett’st the word itself against the word!

—

Speak pardon as ’tis current in our land;
The choppmg French we do not understand.
Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there:
Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thme ear;
That hearing how our plaints and prayers do

pierce,

Pity may move thee pardon to rehearse.
Boling. Good aunt, stand up.
Duck. I do not sue to stand;

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. [me.
Boling. I pardon him, as God shall pardon

Duch.p happy vantage of a kneeling kneel
Yet am I mck for fear: speak it again;
Twice sajing pardon doth not pardon twain
But makes one pardon strong.

*

^
Boling. With all my heart

I pardon hin..

Duck. A god on earth thou art,
Boling. But for our trusty brother-in-law

and the abbot,
With all the rest of that consorted crew,
Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels.
Good uncle, help to order several powers
To Oxford, or where’er these traitors are;
They shall not live withm tMs world, I swear
But I will have them, if I once know where.

*

Uncle, farewell:—^and, cousin mine, adieu:
Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you

true.

Duch. Come, my old son:—I pray God make
thee new. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Another Room in the Castle.

Enter Sm Pierce of Exton and a Servant.

Exton. Didst thou not mark the king, what
words he spake?—

Have 1 no fnend will rid me of this living fear?
Was it not so?

Serv. Those were his very words.
Exton. Have I no friend? quoth he: he spake

it twice,

And urg’d it twice together,—did he not?
Serv. He did. [me,
Exton. And, speaking it, he wistly look’d on

As who should say,—I would thou wert the man
That would divorce this terror from my heart,—
Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come, let’s go:
I am the king’s friend, and will rid his foe.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.—Pomfret. The Dungeon of the
Castle.

Enter King Richard,

K. Rich. I have been studying how I may
compare

This prison where I live unto the world:
And, for because the world is populous,
And here is not a creature but myself,
I cannot do it;—yet I’ll hammer’t out.
My brain I’ll prove the female to my soul,
My soul the father; and these two beget
A generation of still-breeding thoughts.
And these same thoughts people this little

world.
In humours like the people of this world.
For no thought is contented. The better sort,—
As thoughts of things divine,—are intermix’d
With scruples, and do set the word itself
Against the word:

_As thus,

—

Come, little ones; and then again,

—

It is as hard to come as for a camel
To thread the postern of a needless eye.
Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot
Unlikely wonders: how these vain weak
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs
Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls;
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride.
Thoughts tending to content flatter themselves
That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves,
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Hor shall not be the last; like silly beggars,
Who, sitting in the stocks, refcge their sibune,
That many have, and others must sit there;
And in this thought they find a kind of ease,
Bearing their own misfortune on the back
Of such as ha¥e before endured the like.

Thus play I, in one person, many people,
And none contented: sometimes am I king;
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar,
And so I am: then crushing penury
Persuades me I was better when a king;
Then am I Mng*d again: and by and by
Think that I am unMng’d by Bohngbroke,
And straight am nothing:—but whate’er I am,
Nor I, nor any man that but man is,

With nothing shall be pleas’d till he he eas’d
With being nothing.—Music do I hear?

[Afuszc.

Ha, hal keep time:—how sour sweet music is

When time is broke and no proportion kept!
So is if in the music of men’s lives,

And here have I the daintiness of ear
To check time broke in a disorder’d string;

But, for the concord of my state and time.
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke.
I wasted time, and now doth time waste me;
For now hath time made me his numbering

clock: [jar

My thoughts are minutes; and, with sighs, they
Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward

watch.
Whereto my finger, like a dial’s point,

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears.

Now, sir, the sound that tells what hour it is,

Are clamorous groans that strike upon my
heart,

Which is the bell: so sigbs, and tears, and
groans.

Show minutes, times, and hours:—but my time
Runs posting on in Bolingbroke’s proud joy,

While I stand fooling here, his Jack o’ the clock.

This music mads me; let it sound no more;
For though it have holp madmen to their wits.

In me it seems it will make wise men mad.
Yet blessing on his heart that gives it me!
For ^tis a sign of love; and love to Richard
Is a strange brooch m this all-hating world.

Enter Groom,

Groom- Hail, royal prince!

AT. Rich, Thanks, noble peer;

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear.

What art thou? and how com’st thou hither.

Where no man ever comes, but that sad dog
That brings me food to make misfortune hve?
Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable,

king,

When thou wert king; who, travelling towards
York,

With much ado at length have gotten leave

To look upon my sometimes royal master’s

face.

O, how it yearn’d my heart, when I beheld,

In London streets, that coronation-day,

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary,

—

That horse that thou so often hast bestiid.

That horse that I so carefully have dress’d!

K.Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me,
gentle friend.

383

How went he under him? [ground.
Groom. So proudly as if he disdain’d the
AT. Rich, So proud that Bolingbroke was on

his back!
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand;
This hand hath made him proud with clapping

him.
Would he not stumble? would he not fall

down,

—

Since pride must have a fall,—and break the
neck

Of that proud man that did usurp Ms back?
Forgiveness, horsel why do I rail on thee,
Since thou, created to be aw’d by man,
Wast bom to bear? I was not made a horse;
And yet I bear a burden hke an ass,

Spur-gall’d and tir’d by jaunciag Bolingbroke.

Enter Keeper loith a dish.

Keep. Fellow, give place; here is no longer
stay. [To the Groom*

K. Rich, If thou love me, ’tis time thou wert
away.

Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my
heart shall say. [Exif.

Keep. My lord, wilt please you to fall to?

K. Rich. Taste of it first as thou art wont to

do. [ton,

Keep. My lord, I dare not- Sir Pierce of Ex-
Who lately came from the king, commands the

contrary.

K. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster
and thee!

Patience is stale, and I am weary of it.

{Beats the Keeper.
Keep. Help, help, help!

Enter Exton and Servants, armed.

K. Rich. How now! what means death in

this rude assault? [stniment.

Villain, thine own hand yields thy death’s in-

[SncfcAm^ a weapon, end killing one.

Go thou, and fill another room in hell.

[He kills another, then Exton strikes

him down.
That hand shall bum in never-quenching fire

That staggers thus my person.—Exton, thy
fierce hand

Hath with the king’s blood stain’d the king’s

own land.

Mount, mount, my soul! thy seat is up on Mgh;
Whilst my gross flesh sinks.downward, here to

die. [Dies,

Exfon. As full of valour as of royal blood:

Both have I spilt;—O, would the deed yrere

good!
For now the devil, that told me I did weH,
Says that tMs deed is chronicled in hell.

TMs dead king to the living king I’ll bear:—
Take hence the rest, and give them bunal here.

[Exeunt.

Scene VL—Windsor. A Room m the

Castle.

Flourish. Enter Bolingbroke as Kmg,
York, Lords, and Attendants.

Boling. Kind uncle York, the latest news we
hear

Is that the rebels have consum’d with fire
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Oar town of Cicester in Glostersiiire;

But wlietlier they be ta’en or slam we hear not.

Enter Norxhtjmberlakd.

Wekome, my lord: what is the news?
North. First, to thy sacred state wish I all

happiness.

The next news is, I have to London sent

The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and
Kent:

The manner of their taking may appear

At large ^scoursed in this paper here.
{Presenting a paper.

Boting. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy

iwdns;

And to thy worth will add right worthy gams.

Enter Fitzwater.

Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford sent to

London
The heads of Brocas and Sir Beimet Seely;

Two of the dangerous consorted traitors

That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow.

B^ing, Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be
forgot;

Right noble is thy merit, well I wot.

Enter Percy, with the Bishop of Carlisle

Percy. The grand conspirator, Abbot of

Westminster,
With clog of conscience and sour melancholy.

Hath yielded up his body to the grave;

But here is Carlisle living, to abide

Thy Mngiy doom and sentence of his pride.

Bohng. Carlisle, this is your doom;—
Choose out some secret place, some reverend

room,

More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life;

So, as thou hv’st in peace, die free from strife:

For though mme enemy ihou hast ever been,
High sparks of honour in thee have I seen.

Enter Exxon, with Attendants, hearing a
coffin.

Exton. Great king, within this cofiSn I pre-
sent

Thy buried fear: herein all breathless lies

The mightiest of thy greatest enemies,
Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought.

Boling. Exton, I thank thee not; for thou
hast wrought

A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand,
Upon my head and all this famous land.

Exton. From your own mouth, my lord, did
I this deed.

Boling. They love not poison that do poison
need,

Hor do I thee: though I did wish him dead,
I hate the murderer, love him murdered.
The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour,

But neither my good word nor princely favour:
With Cam go wander through the shade of

night,

And never show thy head by day nor light.—
Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe,
That blood should sprinkle me to make me

grow:
Come, mourn with me for that I do lament.
And put on sullen black mcontinent:
I>I1 make a voyage to the Holy Land,
To wash this blood off from my guilty hand;—
March sadly after; grace my mournings here,
In weeping after lius untimely bier. [Exeunt*
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Scene,—

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

London- A Room in ike Palace,

Enter King Henry, Westmoreland, Sir
Walter Blunt, and others.

K* Hen. So sliaken as 've are, so wan with

care.

Find we a time for friglited peace to pant.

And breathe short-winded accents of new broils

To be commenc’d in strands afar remote.

No more the thirsty entrance of this soil

Shall daub her Ups with her own children’s

blood;

No more shall trenching war channel her Ael<to,

England.

Nor bruise her flowerets with the armed hoofs
Of hostile paces: those opposed eyes
Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven.
All of one nature, of one substance bred.
Did lately meet in the intestine shock
And furious dose of civil butchery.
Shall now, in mutual weHr-beseeming ranks,
March all one way, and be no more oppos’d
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies:

The edge of war, like an iil-sheathed knife.
No more shall cut his master. Therefore,

friends,

As far as the sepulchre of Christ,

—

Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross
We Impressed and engag’d, to fight,

—
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Forthwith a power of English shall we levy;

Whose arms were moulded in their mothers

womh
To chase these pagans in those holy fields

Over whose acres walk’d those blessed

Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail d

For OUT advantage on the bitter cross.

Bet this onr purpose is a twelvemonth old,

And bootless 'tis to tell you we will go:

Therefore we meet not now.—Then let me hear

Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland,

What yesternight our council decree

In forwarding this dear expedience.

West. My Eege, this haste was hot in ques-

tion,

And many limits of the charge set down
But yesternight; when, all athwart, there came

A post from Wales loaden with heavy news;

Whose worst was,—that the noble Mortimer

Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight

Against the irregular and wild Glendower,

Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken,

A thousand of his people butchered;

Upon whose dead corpse there was such mis-

use,

Such beastly, shameless transformation,

By those Welshwomen done, as may not be

Without much shame re-told or spoken of.

K. Hen. It seems, then, that the tidings of

tins broil

Brake ofi our business for the Holy Land.

West. This, match’d with other, did, my
gracious Lord;

For more uneven and unwelcome news
Came from the north, and thus it did import:

On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there.

Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald,

That ever v^ant and approved Scot,

At Holmedon met,

Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour;

As by discharge of their artillery.

And shape of likelihood, the news was told;

For he that brought them, in the very heat

And pride of their contention did take horse,

Uncertain of the issue any way.

K. Hen. Here is a dear and true-industrious

friend.

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse,

Stain’d with the variation of each soil

Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours;

And he hath brought us smooth and welcome
news.

The Earl of Douglas is discomfited:

Tea thousand bold Scots, two-and-twenty
knights,

Balk’d in their own blood, did Sir Walter see
On Hoimedon’s plains: of prisoners, Hotspur

took
Mordake, Earl of Fife and eldest son
To heated Douglas; and the Earls of Athol,

Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith.
And is not this an honourable spoil?

A gallant prize? ha, cousin, is it not?
West. In faith,

it is a conquest for a prince to boast of.

K. Hen. Yea, there thou mak’st me sad, and
mak’st me sin,

In envy that my Lord Northumberland
Should he the father to so blest a son,—
A son who is the theme of honour’s tongue;

Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant;

Who is sweet fortune’s minion and her pride:
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of lum,
See not and dishonour stain the brow
Of my young Harry. 0 that it could be prov’d
That some mght-trippmg fairy had exchang’d
In cradle-clothes our children where they lay,

And call’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet!
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine;
But let him from my thoughts.—What thmk

you, coz,

Of this young Percy’s pride? The prisoners,
Which he in this adventure hath surpris’d,

To his own use he keeps; and sends me word,
I shall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife.

West. This is his uncle’s teaching, this is

Worcester,
Malevolent to you in all aspects;

Which makes him prune himself, and bristle up
The crest of youth against your dignity, [this;

K. Hen. But I have sent for him to answer
And for this cause awhile we must neglect
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem.
Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we
Will hold at Windsor,—so inform the lords;

But come yourself with speed to us again;

For more is to be said and to be done
Than out of anger can be uttered.

West, I will, my liege. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. Another Room in the^

Palace.

Enter Prince Henry and Faistaff.

Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad?

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted, with drink-
ing of old sack, and unbuttomng thee after

supper, and sleeping upon benches after noon,
that thou hast forgotten to demand that truly

which thou wouldst truly know. What a devU
hast thou to do with the time of the day? unless
hours were cups of sack, and minutes capons,
and clocks the tongues of bawds, and dials the
signs of leaping houses, and the blessed sun
himself a fair hot wench in flame-coloured taf-

feta,—I see no reason why thou shouldst be so
superfluous to demand the time of the day.
Fal Indeed, you come near me now, Hal;

for we that take purses go by the moon and
the seven stars, and not by Phoebus,—he, that

wandering knight so fair. And, I pr’ythee,

sweet wag, when thou art king,—as, God save
thy grace, (majesty, I should say; for grace
thou wilt have none,)

—

P, Hen. What, none?
Fal. No, by my troth; not so much as will

serve to be prologue to an egg and butter.

P. Hen, Well, how then? come, roundly,
roundly.

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art

king, let not us that are squires of the night’s

body be called thieves of the day’s beauty: let

us be Diana’s foresters, gentlemen of the shade,
minions of the moon; and let men say we be
men of good government, being governed, as
the sea is, by our noble and chaste mistress the
moon, under whose countenance we sted.
P. Hen, Thou sayest well, and it holds well

too; lor the fortune of us that are the moon’s
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men doth ehb and flow like the sea, being
governed, as the sea is, by the moon. As, for

proof, now: a purse of gold most resolutely

snatched on Monday night, and most disso-

lutelyspentonTuesdaymomng; got with swear-

ing lay by, and spent with crying bring in; now
in as low an ebb as the foot of the ladder, and
by and by in as high a flow as the ridge of the

gallows.

Fal. By the Lord, thou sayest true, lad.

And is not my hostess of the tavern a most
sweet wench?

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad

of the castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most
sweet robe of durance?

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag! what,
in thy quips and thy quiddities? what a plague
have I to do with a buff jerkin?

JP. Hen. Why, what a pox have I to do with

my hostess of the tavern?
Fd. Well, thou hast called her to a reckon-

ing many a time and oft.

P. Hen. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy
part?

Fal. No; I’ll give thee thy due, thou hast
paid all there.

P. Hen. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my
com would stretch; and where it would not, I

have used my credit.

Fal. Yea, and so used it that, were it not
here apparent that thou art heir-apparent,—^but

I pr’ythee, sweet wag, shall there be gallows

standing in England when thou art king? and
resolution thus fobbed as it is with the rusty

curb of old father antic the law? Dost thou not,

when thou art Mng, hang a thief.

P. Hen. No; thou shalt.

Fal. Shall I? O rare! By the Lord, I’ll

be a brave judge.
P. Hen. Thou judgest false already: I mean,

thou shalt have the hanging of the tiueves, and
so become a rare hangman.

Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in some sort it

jumps with my honour as well as waiting in the

court, I can tell you.
P. Hen. For obtaining of suits?

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits, whereof the

hangman hath no lean wardrobe. ’Sblood, I

am as melancholy as a gib-cat or a lugged bear.

P. Hen. Or an old lion, or a lover’s lute.

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bag-
pipe.

P. Hen. What sayest thou to a hare, or the
melancholy of Moor-ditch?

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similes,

and art, indeed, the most comparative, ras-

callest,—sweet young pnnce,—but, Hal, I

pr’ythee, trouble me no more with vanity. I

would to God thou and I knew where a com-
modity of good names were to be bought. An
old lord of the council rated me the other day
in the street about you, sir,—^but I marked him
not; and yet he talked very wisely,—but I re-

garded him not; and yet he talked wisely, and
in the street too.

P. Hen. Thou didst well; for wisdom cries

out in the streets, and no man regards it.

Fal. 0, thou hast damnable iteration, and
art, indeed, able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast
done much harm upon me, Hal,—God for^ve

thee for it! Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew
nothing; and now am I, if a man should speak
truly, httle better than one of the wicked, I

must give over this Me, and I will give it over;
by the Lord, an I do not, I am a viEain; I’E be
damned for never a king’s son in Christendom.

P. Hen. Where shall we take a purse to-
morrow, Jack?

Fal. Where thou wilt, lad; I’ll make one;
an I do not, call me villam, and baffle me.

P. Hen. I see a good amendment of life in
thee,—from praying to puise-takmg.

Enter Poms at a distance.

Fal. Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal; *tis no
sin for a man to labourm his vocation.—Poinsl
—Now shall we know if GadsMll have set a
match.—0, if men were to be saved by merit,
what hole in hell were hot enough for him?
This is the most omnipotent villam that ever
cried stand to a true man.

P. Hen. Good-morrow, Ned.
Poins. Good-morrow, sweet Hal.—^What

says Monsieur Remorse? What says Sir John
Sack-and-sugar? Jack, how agrees the devil

and thee about thy soul, that thou soldest Mm
on Good-Friday last for a cup of Madeira and a
cold capon’s leg?

P. Hen. Sir John stands to his word,—^the

devil shall have his bargain for he was never
yet a breaker of proverbs,—he will give the
devil his due.

Poins. Then art thou damned for keeping
thy word with the devil.

P. Hen. Else he had been damned for cozen-
ing the devil.

Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow
morning, by four o’clock, early at Gadshilll

there are pilgrims going to Canterbury with rich

offenngs, and traders nding to London with fat

purses: I have visards for you all; you have
horses for yourselves: GadshiU lies to-night in

Rochester; I have bespoke supper to-morrow
night in Eastcheap: we may do it as secure as
sleep. If you will go, I will stuff your purses
full of crowns; if you will not, tarry at home
and be hanged.

Fal. Hear ye, Yedward; if I tarry at home
and go not, I’ll hang you for going.

Poins. You will, chops?
Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one?
P. Hen. Who, I rob? I a tMef? not I, by

my fairii.

Fal. There’s neither honesty, manhood, nor
good fellowship m thee, nor thou earnest not of

the blood royal, if thou darest not stand for ten

shillings.

P. Hen. Well, then, once in my days I’ll be
a madcap.
Fal that’s well said.

P. Hen. Well, come what will, I’ll tarry at

home.
Fal. By the Lord, I’ll be a traitor, then,

when thou art king.

P. Hen. I care not.

Poins. Sir John, I pr’ythee, leave the prince

and me alone: I will lay him down such reasons
for this adventure that he shall go.

Fal. WeU, God give thee the spirit of persua-

sion, and him the ears of profiting, that what
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thorn speakest may moTO, and what he hears

may be beiieTetl, that the true prince may, for

recreatiion Mke, laroTe a false thief; for the poor

abuses of the time want countenance. Fare-

wettt you shall hnd me in Eastcheap.

P. Ben. FaieweH, thou latter springt Fare-

well, Aii-haliown summer! [Exit Falstaot-.

JPtmis. How, my good sweet honey-lord, ride

mth us to-morrow: I have a jest to execute that

i caxmot manage aloue. Falstaff, Bardolph,

Peto, and Gadsl^, shall rob those men t^t we
have already waylaid; yourself and I will not

be there; and when they have the booty, if you
and I do not rob them, cut this head^ from my
shoulders, [setting forth?

F.Hen. But how shall we part with them m
Poms. Why, we will set forth before or after

them, and appoint them a jdace of meeting,

wherein it is at our pleasure to fail; and then

winthey adventure upon the exploitthemselves;

which toy shall have no sooner achieved, but

well set about them.
?. Men. Ay, but ’tis like that they will know

us hy our horses, by our habits, and by every

other appoiotment, to be ourselves.

Pains. Tut, our horses they shall not see,

—

1*U tie tom in to wood; our visards we will

change after we leave them; and, siwah, I have
cases of buckram for the nonce, to inmask oxtr

noted outward garments. [for us.

P. Hen. But I doubt they will he too hard

Pains. Well, for two of them, I know them
to be as tro e-bred cowards as ever turned hack;

and forto third, if he fight longer than he sees

reason. I’ll forswear arms. The virtue of this

jest will be to incomprehensible lies that this

same fat rogue will tell us when we meet at

supper: how thirty, at least, he fought with;

what wards, what blows, what extremities he
endured; and in the reproof of this lies the jest.

P. Ben. Well, I’ll go with toe: provide us
all things necessary, and meet me to-morrow
night in JBastcheap; there I’ll sup. Farewell.

Pains. Farewell, my lord. [£xff Poms.
P.Men. I know you all, and will awhile

uphold
The unyok’d humour of your idleness:

Yet herein will I imitate the sun.
Who doth permit the base contagious clouds
To smother up Ms beauty from &e world.

That, when he please ag^ to be himself.

Being wanted, he may be more wonder’d at.

By breaking through to foul and u^y mists
Of vapours that did seem to strangle him .

If all the year were pla]dng holidays,

To sport would be as tedious as to work;
But when they seldom come, they wish’d-^or

come.
And nothing pleaseth hut rare accidents.
So, when this loose behaviour I throw off.

And pay the debt I never promised.
By how much better than my word I am,
By so much shall I falsii^ men’s hopes;
And, like bright metal on a sullen ground,
My reformation, glittering o’er my fault,

Shall show more goodly and attract more eyes
Than that wMch hath no foil to set it off.

I’ll so offend, to make offence a* skill;

Redeeming time when men think least I will.

[EBf.

Scene III.—TAo same. Another Roam in
the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Northumberland,
Worcester, Hotspur, Sir Walter
Blunt, and others.

K. Hen. My blood hath been too cold and
temperate.

Unapt to stir at these indignities.

And you have found me; for accordingly
You tread upon my patience: but be sure
I will from hencefortti rather be myself,
Mi^ty and to be fear’d, than my condition;
Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young

down,
And therefore lost that title of respect
Which the proud soul ne’er pays but to the

proud.

War. Our house, my sovereign liege, little

deserves
The scourge of greatness to be used on it;

And that same greatness, too, which our own
hands

Have holp to make so portly.

North. My lord,

—

K. Hen. Worcester, get thee gone; for I see
danger

And disobedience in thine eye: 0, sir.

Your presence is too bold and peremptory
And majesty might never yet endure
The moody frontier of a servant brow.
You have good leave to leave us: when we need
Your use and counsel we shall send for you.

[Exit Worcester.
You were about to speak.

[Yo Northumberland.
North. Yea, my good lord.

Those prisoners in your Mghness’ name de-
manded,

WMch Harry Percy here at Holmedon took,
Were, as he says, not with such strength denied
As is delivered to your majesty:
Either envy, therefore, or misprisiott

Is guilty of tMs fault, and not my son.
Hot. My liege, I (Ud deny no prisoners.

But I remember when the fight was done.
When I was dry with rage and extreme toil,

Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword.
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d.
Fresh as a bride-groom; andMs chin new reap’d
Show’d like a stubbie-land at harvest-home;
He was perfum’d like a milliner;

And ’twixt Ms finger and Ms thumb he held
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon
He gave Ms nose, and took’t away again;

—

Who therewith angry, when it next came there.
Took it in snuff and still he smil’d and talk’d;
And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by,
He call’d them untaught knaves, unmannerly,
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse
Betwixt the wind and Ms nobility.

With many holiday and lady terms
He question’d me; among the rest, demanded
My prisoners in your majesty’s behalf.
I, then all smarting withmy wounds being cold.

To be so pester’d with a popinjay,
Out of my grief and my impatience, .

Answjer*d neglectingly, I know not #hat,

—

He totfid, or he should not;i—for hemade me
mad
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To see him shme so bnsk, and smell so sweet,
And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman
Of guns, and drums, and wounds,—God save

the mark!

—

And telling me the sovereign’st thing on earth
Was parmaceti for an inward bruise;
And &at it was great pity, so it was,
This villainous saltpetre should be digg’d
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth.
Which many a good tail fellow had destroyM
So cowardly; and but for these vile guns
He would himself have been a soldier.

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord,

I answer’d indirectly, as I said;

And I beseech you, let not his report
Come current for an accusation
Betwixt my love and your high majesty.

Blunt. The circumstance consider’d, good my
lord,

Whatever Harry Percy then had said
To such a person, and in such a place.

At such a time, with all the rest re-told,

May reasonably die, and never rise

To do him wrong, or any way impeach
What then he said, so he unsay it now.

K. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners,

But with proviso and exception,

—

That we at our own charge shall ransom straight

His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer;
Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray’d
The lives of those that he did lead to fight

Against the great magician, damn’d Glendower
Whose daughter, as we hear, that Earl of March
Hath lately married. Shall our cofiers, then,

Be emptied to redeem a traitor home?
Shall we buy treason? and indent with fears.

When they have lost and forfeited themselves?
No, on the barren mountains let him starve;

For I shall never hold that man my fnend
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost

To ransom home revolted Mortimer.
Hoi. Revolted Mortimerl

He never did fall of, my sovereign Hege,
But by the chance of war:~to prove that true,

Needs no more but one tongue for all those

wounds, (took.

Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he
When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank,
In single opposition, hand to hand.
He did confound the best part of an hour
In changing hardiment with great Glendower:
Three times they breath’d, and three times did

they drink.

Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s flood;

Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks,

Ran feaifuUy among the trembling reeds,

And hid his crisp head in, the hollow bank
Blood-stained with these vahant combatants.

Never did base and rotten policy

Colour her working with such deadly wounds;
Nor could the noble Mortimer
Receive so many, and all willingly:

Then let him not be slander’d with revolt.

K. Hen* Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou

dost belie him;

He never did encounter with Glendower;
I teU thee,

He durst as well have met the devE alone

As Owen Glendower for an enemy. [forth

Art thou not asham’d? But, sirrah, hencer

Let me not hear you speak of Morttmer:
Send me your prisoners with the speediest

means, *'

;
Or you shall hear in such a kmd from me
As will displease you.—My Lord Northombcr-

I
land,

I

We license your departure with your son.—
Send us your prisoners, or you’ll hear of it

lExeunt K. HiifRy, Bldiit, and Train-
Hot. And if the devil come and roar for

them,
I will not send them:—I wiO after straight,
And tell him so; for I will ease my heart.
Albeit I make a hazard of my head.
North. What, drunk with choier? stay, and

pause awhile:
Here comes your uncle.

Re-enter Worcester.

Hot. Speak of Mortimer!
Zounds, I will speak of him; and let my soul
Want mercy, if I do not join with Mm:
Yea, on his part I’ll empty all these veins.
And shed my dear blood drop by drop i’ the

diist,

But I will Uft the down-trod Mortimer
As high i’ the air as this untl^nkful Mng,
As tMs ingrate and canker’d Bokngbroke.
North. Brother, the king hath made your

nephew mad. (To Worcester.
Wor. Who struck this heat up after I was

gone?
Hoi. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners;

And when I urg’d the ransom once agaia
Of my wife’s brother, then his check look’d

pale,

And on my face he turn’d an eye of death,

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer,
Wor, I cannot blame him: was he not pro-

claim’d
By Richard that dead is the next of blood?
North. He was: I heard the proclamation:

And then it was when the unhappy king—
Whose wrongs in us God pardonI—did setfoitili

Upon Ms Irish expedition;

From whence he intercepted did return
To be depos’d, and shortly murdered.

Wor. And for whose death we in the woxid’s
wide mouth

Live scandaliz’d and foully spoken of. {then

Hot. But, soft, I pray you: did Kang Richard
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer
Heir to the crown?

North. He did; myself <fld hear it.

Hoi, Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin

king.

Thatwish’dMmonthebarrenmountains starve.

But shall it be that you that set the crown
Upon the head of tMs forgetful man,
And for Ms sake wear the detested blot

Of murderous subornation,—shall it be
That you a world of curses undergo.
Being the agents, or base second means.
The cords, the ladder, of the hangman rather?—
O, pardon me, that I descend so low
To show the line and the predicament
Wherein you range under tMs subtle king;—
ShaU it, for shame, be spoken in these da;^.

Of fill up chronicles in time to come,
That men of your nobility and power
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Bid ’gage tliem botli in tn unjust befaalf ,

—

As both of you, God pardon it! have done,

—

To put down IJicliard, that sweet lovely rose,

And plant this thorn, this canker, Bohnghroke?
And filial it, m more shame, be further spoken
That you are fool’d, discarded, and shook off

By him for whom these shames ye underwent?
No; yet tune serves, wherein you may redeem
Your banish’d honours, and restore yourselves

Into the good thoughts of the world again,

—

Revenge the jeermg and disdain’d contempt
Of this proud king, who studies day and night

To answer al the debt he owes to you
Even With the bloody payment of your deaths*

Therefore, I say,

—

Wor. Peace, cousin; say no more:
And now Z wil unclasp a secret book,

And to your quick-conceiving discontents

I’l read you matter deep and dangerous;
As full of peril and adventurous spirit

As to o’er-walk a current roanng loud

On the unsteadfast footmg of a spear.

Hot, If he faU in, good-night!—or sink or

swim:

—

Send danger from the east unto the west,

So honour cross it from the north to south,

And let them grapple.—0, the blood more stirs

To rouse a lion than to start a hare!

North. Imagination of some great exploit

Bnves him beyond the bounds of patience.

Hot. By heaven, methinks it were an easy
leap

To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac’d

moon;
Or dive into the bottom of the deep,

Wherefathom-hne couldnevertouchthe ground,
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks;

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear
Without comval all her dignities:

But out upon this half-fac’d fellowship!

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here,

But not the form of what he should attend.

—

Good cousin, give me audience for awhile.

Hot. 1 cry you mercy.
Wot. Those same noble Scots

That are your prisoners,

—

Hot, ru keep them all;

By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them;
No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not:m keep them, by this hand.

WOr. You start away.
And lend no ear unto my purposes.

—

Those prisoners you sh^ keep.
Hot, Nay, I will; that’s flat:—

He said he would not ransom Mortimer;
Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer;
But I will find him when he Hes asleep,

And in his ear I’ll holla

—

Mortim&r!
Nay,
I’U have a stariLng shall be taught to speak
Nothing but Mortimer^ and give it him,
To keep his anger stiE in motion.

IVbr. Hear you, cousin; a word.
Hoi. AE studies here 1 solemnly defy,

Save how to gaE and pmch this Bokngbroke:
And that same sword-and-buckler Pnnce of

Wales,

—

But that I think his father loves him not,
;

And would be gladbe met with some mischance,
j

I’d have him poison’d with a pot of ale. i

Wor. Farewell, kinsman: I wEl talk to you
When you are better temper’d to attend.

North. Why, what a wasp-tongue and im-
patient fool

Art thou to break into this woman’s mood,
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own!
Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp’d and

scourg’d with rods,

Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear
Of this vile poEtician, BoEngbroke.
M Richard’s time,—what do ye call the place?

—

A plague upon ’t—it is m Glostershire;

—

Twas where the madcap duke his uncle kept,

—

His uncle York:—where I first bow’d my knee
Unto this king of smiles, this BoEngbroke,
When you and he came back from Ravenspurg.

North. At Berkeley Castle.

Hot. You say true:

—

Why, what a candy deal of courtesy

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me!
Look, when his infant fortune came to age,

And, gentle Harry Percy, and, kind cousin ,

—

0, the devil take such cozeners!—God forgive
me!

—

Good uncle, teU your tale; for I have done.
Wot. Nay, if you have not, to’t again;

We’E stay your leisure.

Hot. I have done, i’ faith.

Wor. Then once more to your Scottish
prisoners.

Dehver them up without their ransom straight,

And make the Douglas’ son your only mean
For powers in Scotland; which, for divers

reasons
Which I shaE send you wntten, be assur’d,
WEI easily be granted.—You, my lord,

[To Northumberland.
Your son in Scotland being thus employ’d,
ShaE secretly into the bosom creep
Of that same noble prelate, well belov’d.
The archbishop.
Hot. Of York, is’t not?
Wor. True; who bears hard

IBs brother’s death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop,
I speak not this m estimation,

As what I think might be, but what I know
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down,
And only stays but to behold the face
Of that occasion that shall bring it on.

Hot. I smell it: upon my life, it wEl do well.
North. Before the game’s a-foot, thou still

lett’st shp. [plot.—
Hot, Why, it cannot choose but be a noble

And then the power of Scotland and of York.

—

To join with Mortimer, ha?
And so they shall.

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly weU aim’d.
Wor. And ’tis no little reason bids us speed,

To save our heads by raismg of a head;
For, bear ourselves as even as we can,
The king wiE always think him m our debt,
And think we think ourselves unsatisfied,
’TiE he hath found a time to pay us home:
And see already how he doth begin
To make us strangers to his looks of love.
Rot, He does, he does: we’E be reveng’d on

him.
Wor. Cousin, fareweE:—^no further go in this

Than I by letters shaE direct your course.
When time is npe,—which wiE be suddenly,—
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rU steal to Glendower and Lord Mortimer;
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at

once,

—

As I will fashion it,—shall happily meet,
To hear our fortunes in our own strong arms,
Which now we hold at much uncertainty.

North, Farewell, good brother: we shall
* thrive, I trust.

Not Unde, adieu:

—

0 , letthe hoursbe short,

Till fields and blows and groans applaud our
sport. [Exeunt.

ACT n.

Scene I.—-Rochester. An Inn ford.

Enter a Carrier with a lantern in Ms hand.

X Car. Heigh-ho! an’t be not four by the
day, I’ll be hanged: Charles* wain is over the
new chimney, and yet our horse not packed.

—

What, ostler!

Ost. [Wfthm.] Anon, anon.
I Car. I pr’ythee, Tom, beat Cut’s saddle,

put a few flocks in the point; the poor jade is

wrong in the withers out of all cess.

Enter another Carrier.

3 Car. Peas and beans are as dank here as a
dog, and that is the next way to give poor jades
the bots: this house is turned upside down since

Robin ostler died.

1 Car. Poor fellow! never joyed since the

price of oats rose; it was the death of him.
2 Car. I think this be the most villanous

house in all London road for fleas: I am stung
like a tench.

1 Car. Like a tench! by the mass, there is

ne’er a king in Christendom could be better bit

than I have been smce the first cock.

2 Cor. Why, they will allow us ne’er a jor-

den, and then we leak in your chimney; and
your chamber-lie breeds fleas hke a loach.

1 Car. What, ostler! come away, and be
hanged; come away.

2 Car. I have a gammon of bacon and two
races of ginger, to be delivered as far as Char-
ing-cross.

X Car. ’Odsbody! the turkeys in my pannier

are quite starved.~~What, ostler!—A plague on
thee! hast thou never an eye in thy head?
canst not hear? An ’twere not as good a deed
as drink, to break the pate of thee, 1 am a very
villain.—Come, and be hanged:—hast no faith

in thee?
Enter Gadshill.

Gads. Good-morrow, carriers. What’s
o’clock?

I Car. I think it be two o’clock.

Gads. I pr’ythee, lend me thy lantern, to see

my gelding in the stable-

1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye; I know a trick

worth two of that, i’ faith.

Gads. I pr’ythee, lend me thine.

2 Car. Ay, when? canst tell?—Lend me thy

lantern, quoth a?—marry, I’E see thee hanged
first.

Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean
to come to London?

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a
candle, I warrant thee.—Come, neighbour

Mugs, we’ll call up the gentlemen: they will

along with company, for they have great charge.
[Exeunt Carriers.

Gads. What, ho! chamberlain!
Cham. \Within.] At hand, quoth |acfc-purse.

Gcds. That’s even as fair as—at hand, quoth
the chamberiam; for thou veriest no more from
picking of purses than giving direction doth
from labouring; thou layest the plot how.

Enter Chamberlain.

Cham. Good-morrow, Master Gadshill. It

holds current that I told you yesternight:

—

there’s a franklin in the wild of Kent hath
brought thee hundred marks with Mm in gold:

I heard him tell it to one of Ms company last

night at supper; a kind of auditor; one that
hath abundance of charge too, God knows what.
They are up already, and call for eggs and
butter: they will away presently.

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with Saint
Nicholas* clerks, I’ll give thee tMs neck.
Cham. No, I’ll none of it: I pr’ythee, keep

that for the hangman; for I know thou wor-
shippest Saint Nicholas as truly as a man of

falsehood may.
Gads. What talkest thou to me of the hang-

man? If I hang, I’ll make a fat pair of gallows;
for if I hang, old Sir John hangs with me; and
thou knowest he’s no starveling. Tut! there
are other Trojans that thou dreamest not of,

the wMch, for sport-sake, are content to do the
profession some grace; that would, if matters
should be looked into, for their own credit-sake,

make all whole. I am joined with no foot land-
rakers, no long-staff sixpenny strikers, none of

these mad mustacMo purple-hued malt-worms;
but with nobility and tranquility; burgomasters
and great oneyers, such as can hold in, such as
will strike sooner that speak, and speak sooner
than drink, and drink sooner than pray: and
yet I lie; for they pray continually to their

saint, the commonwealth; or, rather, not pray
to her, but prey on her; for they ride up and
down on her, and make her their boots.
Cham. What, the commonwealth their boots?

will she hold out waterm foul way?
Gads. She will, she will; justice hath liquored

her. We steal as in a castle, cock-sure; we
havethe receipt offem-seed,—wewalkinvisihle.

Cham. Nay, by my faith, I think you are
more beholding to the night than to fem-seed
for your walking*mvisible.

Gads. Give me thy hand: thou shalt have a
share in our purchase, as I am a true man.
Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are

a false thief.

Gads. Go to; homo is a common name to all

men. Bid the ostler bring my gelding out of

the stable. Farewell, you muddy knave.
[Exeunt.

Scene II.—The Road by GadskiU.

Enter ItorcE Henry and Poras; Baebolph
and Peto at some distance.

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter; I have re-

moved FalstafE’s horse, and he frets like a
gummed velvet.

*

P. Hen. Stand close. [They retire.
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Enter Faxstaff.

Ed. Boinsf Poins, and l>e Imngedl Poins!
P. ffm. ICommg forward.} Peace, ye fat-

Iddneyed rascal! wMt a bmwiiag dost thou
keep!
Pd. Wliere’s Poins, Hal?
P, Hen. He is wallbd up to the top of the

hid: I’ll go seek hiuu
[iFVeterafs to seek Poms.

Pd. I am accursed to rob ia that thief’s

comiMuy: the rascal hath removed my horse,
i

and tied him I know not where. If I travel
|

but four foot by the squire further a-foot, I

shall break my wind, well, I doubt not but
fco dle a fair death for all this, if 1 ’scape hanging
for IdOBing that rogue. I have forsworn his

company hourly any time this two-and-twenty

, year, and yet I am bewitched with the rogue’s

company. If the rascal have not given me
medicines to make me love him, I’ll be hanged;
it could not be else; I have drunk medicines.—^Poias!—Hal!—a plague upon you both!

—

BardolphI—Petol—Pil starve, ere I’ll rob a
foot further. An ’twere not as good a deed as
drink, to turn true man, and leave these rogues,

1 am the veriest varlet that ever chewed with a
tooth. Eight yards of uneven ground is three-

score and ten miles a-loot with me; and the
itony*hearted villams know it well enough: a
plague upon’t, when thieves cannot be true to

one another! ITAepirhisfte.] Whew!—a plague
upon you alll Give me my horse, you rogues;

give me my horse, and be hanged.
P. Hen. [Coming forward.] Peace, ye fat-

gutsl He down; lay thine ear close to the ground,
and Ust if thou canst hearthe tread of travellers.

Fai. Have you any levers to lift me up again,

being down? ’Sblood, I’ll not bear mine own
flesh so far a-foot again for bH the coin in thy
father’s mcchequer, HThat a plague mean ye
to coh me thus?

P. Hen. Thou liest; thou art not coltcd, thou
art uncolted.

Pd. I pr’ythee, good Prince Hal, help me
to my horse, good Mag’s son. {ostler?

P. Hen, Oat, you rogue! shall I be your
Pd. Go, hang thyself in thine own heir-

apparent garters! If I be ta’en, PH peach for

this. An I have no ballads made on you all,

and si^ to filthy tunes, let a cup of sack be
my poison;—when a jest is so forward, and a-
foot too!—I hate it.

Enter Gadshill.

Gads, Stand.
Pd. So I do, against my will.

Poins. 0, ’tis our setter: I know his voice.
[Cordr^ forward with Bard, and Peto.

Sard. What news?
Gads. Case ye, case ye; on with your vis-

ards: there’s money of the Mug’s coming down
the MB; ’tis going to the king’s exchequer.

Pal. You lie, you rogue; ’tis going to the
king’s tatem.

Gads. There’s enou^ to make us alL
Pd. To be hanged.
P. Hen. Sirs, you four shall front them in

the narrow lane; Jfed Poins and I will walk
lower; if they ’scape from your encounter, then
they light on us.

Peto. How many be there of them?
Gads. Some eight or ten.

Pal. Zounds, they not rob us?
P. Hen. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch?
Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your

grandfather; but yet no coward, Hal.
P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof.

Poins. Sirrah, Jack, thy horse stands behind
the hedge: when thou needest him, there thou
Shalt find him. Farewell, and stand fast.

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should
be hanged.

P. Hen. [Aside to Poiks.] Ned, where are
our disguises?

Poins. Here, hard by: stand close.

[Exeunt. P. Henry and Poms.
Pal. Now, my masters, happy man be his

dole, say I: every man to his business.

Enter Travellers,

I Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy shall

lead our horses down the hill; we’ll walk a-foot

awhile, and ease our legs.

Fd.f Gads., &c. Stand!
Trav. Jesu bless usi

Fat. Strike; down with them; cut the villain’s

throats:—ah, whoreson caterpillarsl bacon-fed
knaves! they hate us youth:—down with them;
fleece them. [for ever!

Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours
Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves, are ye un-

done? No, ye fat chuffs; I would your store

were here ! On, bacons on! What, ye knaves I

young men must live. Tou are grand-jurors,

are ye? we’ll jure ye, P faith.

[Exeunt Fal., &c., driving the
Travellers out.

Re-enter Prince Henry and Poms.

?. Ren. The thieves have bound the true
men. Now could thou and I rob the thieves,

and go merrily to London, it would be argument
for a week, laughter for a month, and a good
jest for ever.

Poins, Stand close; I hear them coming.

Re-enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bardolph
and Peto.

Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and
then to horse before day. An the Prince and
Poins be not two arrant cowards, there’s no
eqmty stirring: there’s no more vmour in that
Poins than in a wild duck,
P.Hen. Your money!

[Rushing out upon them.
Poins. Villains!

[Gads., Bard., and Peto run awap^ and
Fal. also, after a blow or two, leaving the
booty,

P.Hen. Got with much ease. Now merrily
to horse: [fear

The thieves are scatter’d, and possess’d with
So strongly that they dare not meet each other;
Each takes his fellow for an ofiScer.

Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death,*
And lards the lean earth as^he walks along:
Were’t not for laughing, I should -pily him.

Poins. How the rogue roar’d! [Exeunt.
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Scene III.—Wmkworth. A Room in the
Castle.

Enter Hotspur, reading a letter.

Hot,—But, for mine own parit my lord, I
could be well contented to be there^ in resect
of the love I bear your house,—He could be
contented,—why is he not, then? In respect
of the love he bears our house:—he shows
in this, he loves his own bam better than he
loves our house. Let me see some more.
The purpose you undertake is dangerous,

—

Why, that’s certain: ’tis dangerous to take
a cold, to sleep, to drink; but I tell you, my
lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck
this flower, safety. The purpose you undertake
is dangerous; the friends you have named un-
certain; the time itself unsorted; and your whole
plot too light for the counterpoise of so great an
opposition ,—Say you so, say you so? I say
unto you again, you are a shallow, cowardly
hind, and you lie. What a lack-brain is this!

By the Lord, our plot is a good plot as ever was
laid; our friends true and constant: a good plot,

good friends, and full of expectation; an excel-

lent plot, very good friends. What a frosty-

spinted rogue is this! Why, my Lord of York
commends the plot and the general course of the
action. Zounds, an I were now by this rascal, I

could brain him with his lady’s fan. Is there
not my father, my uncle, and myself? Lord
Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of York, and
Owen Glendower? Is there not, besides, the

Douglas? Have I not all their letters to meet
me in arms by the ninth of the next month? and
are they not some of them set forward already!

What a pagan rascal is this! an infldel! Ha!
you shall see now, in very sincerity of fear and
cold heart, will he to the king, and lay open all

our proceedings. O, I could divide myself, and
go to buffets, for moving such a dish of skimmed
milk with so honourable an action! Hang him!
Let him tell the king: we are prepared. I will

set forward to-night.

Enter Lady Percy.

How now, Kate! I must leave you within
these two hours. [alone?

Lady. 0, my good lord, why are you thus
For what offence have I this fortnight been
A banish’d woman from my Harry’s bed?
Tell me, sweet lord, what is’t that takes from

thee
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep?

Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the ear&.
And start so often when thou sitt’st alone?
Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks,
And pven ray treasures and my rights of thee
To thick-ey’d musing and curs’d melancholy?
In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watch’d,
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars;
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed;

Cry, Courage!—to the field!—And thou hast
talk’d

Of sallies and retires, of trenches, tents.

Of pahsadoes, frontiers, parapets.

Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin,

Of prisoners’ ransom, and of soldiers slain.

And all the currents of a Aeady fight.

Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war,

.

And thus hath so bcstirr’d thee in thy sleep
That beads of sweat have stood upon thy Iwrow,
Like bubbles in a late disturbed stream;
Andm thy face strange motions have appear’d,
Such as we see when men restram their breath
On some great sudden hest. 0, what portents

are these?
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand,
And I must know it, else he loves me not.

Hot. What, ho!

Enter a Servant.

Is Gilliams with the packet gone?
Serv, He is, my lord, an hour ago.
Hot. Hath Butler brought those horses from

the sheriff? [now.
Serv, One horse, my lord, he brought even
Hot. What horse? a roan, a crop-ear, is it

not?
Serv, It is, my lord.

Hot. That roan shall be my throne.
Well, I will back him straight: O esperance!

—

Bid Butler lead him forth into the park.

[Exit Servant.
Lady, But hear you, my lord.

Hot. What say’st thou, my lady?
Lady. What is it carries you away?
Hot. Why, my horse, my love,—my horse.
Lffifp. Out, you mad-headed ape!

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen
As you are toss’d with. In faith.

I’ll know your business, Harry,—that I wilL
I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir

About his title, and hath sent for you
To Hue his enterprise: but if you go,

—

Hot. So far a-foot, I shall be weary, love.

Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, answer
me

Directly to this question that I ask:
In faith, I’ll break thy Uttle finger, Harry,
And if thou wilt not tell me all things true.

Hot. Away.
Away, you tnfler!—Love?—I love thee not,

I care not for thee, Kate: this is no world
'

To play with mammets and to tilt with lips:

We must have bloody noses and crack’d crowns,
And pass them current too.—Gods me, my

horse!— [with me?
What say’st fliou, Kate?what wouldst thou have

Lady. Do you not love me? do you not, in-

deed?
Well, do not, then; for since you love me not,

I wiH not love myself. Do you not love me?
Nay, tell me if you speak in jest or no.

Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride?

And when I am o’ horseback*! wil swear
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate;
I must not have you henceforth question me
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout:
Whither I must, I must; and, to conclude.

This evening must I leave you, genfle Kate.

I know you wise; but yet no further wise

Than Harry Percy’s wife: constant you are;

But yet a woman; and for secrecy.

No lady closer; for I well believe

Thou v^t not utter what thou dost not know,

—

And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate.

Lady. How! so far? [Kate:

Hot. Not an inch further. But hark yon.

Whither I go, thither shall you go too:
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To-d*y wffl I set fortli, to-iaorrow you.

—

Will this conteat you, Kate?
Zod^. ft must, of force. [Exeunt

SdH® W.—Bastcheap. a Room in the

Boafs Head Tavern.

Enter Psukce Hehry.

P. Hen. Ned, fff*ythee, come out of that fat

room, and lead me thy hand to laugh a little.

Enter Poms.

Poms. Where hast been, Hal?
P. Hen. With three or four loggerheads

amongst three or fourscore hogsheads. I have
sounded the very base stnng of humility.

Shrah, 1 am sworn brother to a leash of

drawers; and can call them all by their Chris-

tiaa names, as—Tom, Dick, and Francb.
They take it already upon their salvation, that

though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the
irfag of courtesy; and tell me flatly 1 am no
pro^ Jack, like FalstaS, but a Corinthian, a lad

of mettle, a good boy,—by the Lord, so they call

me,—and when I am king of England I shaU
command aH the good lads in Eastcheap. They
call dzinl^ deep, dying scarlet; and when you
breathe in your watering, they cry hem! and
UA you play it off. To conclude, X am so good
a proficient in one quarter of an hour, that 1

can drink with any tinker in his own language

during my fife. I tell thee, Ned, thou hast

lost much honour, that thou wert not with me
in this action. But, sweet Ned,—to sweeten
which name of Ned, I give thee this penny-
worth of sugar, clapped even now into my band
by an under-skinker; one that never spake other

Enidisb in bis life than Eight skQlings and six--

pence^ and You are welcome; with this shrill

addition, Aium^ anon, sir! Score a pint of has-

imd in the Half-mooin, or so. But, Ned, to

drive away the time till Falstaff come, I ]^y-
thee, do thou stand in some by-room, while I
question my puny drawer to what end he gave
me the sugar; and do thou never leave calling

Francis, tlmt his tale to me may be nothing but
anon. Step aside, and 1*11 show thee a pre-
cedent (Exff POINS.

Foins. [Within.] Francis!

P. Hen. Thou art perfect.

Foins. [Within.] Francis!

Enter Francb.

Fran. Anon, anon, sir.—Look down into the
Pomegranate, Ralph.

P. Hen. Come hither, Frands.
Fran, My lord?

P. Hen, How long hast thou to serve, Frands?
Fran. Forsooth, five years, and as much as

to,—
Foins. [Wffhin.l Frauds!
Fran. Anon, anon, sir.

* P. Hen. Five years! by’r lady, a long lease
for the clinking of pewter. But, Francis, dar-
est thou be so valiant as to play the coward with
thy indenture, and show it a fair pair of heels
and run from it?

Fran. 0 Lord, sir, PH he sworn upon all the
books in England, X could find in my heart,

—

Foins. [WitAm.] Francis!

Fran. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. How old ait thou, Francis?
Fran. Let me see,—about Michaelmas next

I shall be,—
Foins. (WffAira.] Francis!

Fran. Anon, sir.—Pray you, stay a little, my
lord.

P. Hen. Nay, but hark you, Francis: for the
sugar thou gavest me,—’twas a pennyworth,
was’t not?

Fran. 0 Lord, sir, I would it had been two!
P. Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand

pound: ask me when thou wilt, and thou shalt

have it

Foins. [TFifAfn.] Francis!

Fran. Anon, anon.
F.Hen. Anon, Francis? No, Francis; but

to-morrow, Francis; or, Francis, on Thursday;
or, indeed, Francis, when thou wHt. But,
Frands, —

Fran. My lord?

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathem-jerkin,
crystal-button, nott-pated, agate-ring, puke-
stocking, caddis-garter, smooth-tongue, Span-
ish-pouch,

—

Fraru 0 Lord, sir, who do you mean?
P. Hen. WYxs, then, your brown bastard is

your only drink; for, look you, Francis, your
white canvas doublet will sully: in Barbary, sir,

it cannot come to so much.
Fraxu What, sir?

Foins. [Within.] Francis!

P. Hen. Away, you rogue! dost thou not
hear them call?

[Here they both call him; Francis sicatds

arrmed, not knowing which wag to go.

Enter Vintner.

Vint. What, standest thou sriH, and hearest
such a calling? Look to the guests within.
[Exit Fran.] My lord, old Sir John, with
half-a-dozen more, axe at the door: shall I let

them in?

P. Hen. Let them alone awhile, and then
open the door. [Exit Vintner.] Poinsl

Re-enter PoiNS.

Foins. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. Sirrah, Fsdstaff and the rest of the
thieves are at the door: shall we be merry?

Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But
hark he; what cunning match have you made
with this jest of the drawer? come, what’s the
issue?

P. Hen. I am now of aH humours that have
showed themselves humours since the old days
of goodman Adam to the pupil-age of this pre-
sent twelve o’clock at midnight.—What’s
o’clock, Francis?

Fran. [WffAm.] Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. That ever this fellow should have
fewer words than a parrot, and yet the son of a
woman! His industry is upstairs and down-
stairs; his eloquence the parcel of a reckoning.
I am not yet of Percy’s mind, the Hotspur of
the north; he that kills me some six or seven
dozen Scots at a breakfast, washes his hands,
and says to his wife, Fie upon this quiet lifH
I want work. O my stueet Harry, says she,
how many hast fAou Mlted to-dayt Give my
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foanhorse adrench, says he; and answers, Some •

fourteen, an hour after,

—

a tnfte, a trifle. I;

pr’ythee, call m Falstafi: FU play Percy, and •

that damned brawn shall play Dame Mortimer
{

his wife. Rivo says the drunkard. Call in

libs, call in tallow.
j

Enter Falstaff, Gadshhx, Bardolph, and
Peto; follow^ by Francis with wine,

Poins. Welcome, Jack: where hast thou been?
Pal. A plague of all cowards, I say, and a

vengeance too! marry, and amen!—Give me a
cup of sack, boy.—Ere I lead this life long, ITl

sew nether-stocks, and mend them and foot

them too. A plague of all cowards!—Give me
a cup of sack, rogue.—Is there no virtue

extant? [He drinks.

P. Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a
dish of butter? pitiful-hearted Titan, that melted
at the sweet tale of the sun! if thou didst, then
behold that compound.

Pal. You rogue, here’s lime in this sack too:

there is nothing but roguery to be found in vil-

lanous man: yet a coward is worse than a cup
of sack with lime in it,—a villanous coward.

—

Go thy ways, old Jack; die when thou wilt, if

manhood, good manhood, be not forgot upon
the face of the earth, then am I a shorten her-

ring. There live not three good men unhanged
in England; and one of them is fat, and grows
old: God help the while! a bad world, I say. I

would I were a weaver; I could sing psalms or

anything. A plague of all cowards, 1 say still.

P. Hen. How now, woolsack! what mutter
you?

Pal. A king’s son! If I do not beat thee out
of thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive

all thy subjects afore thee hke a flock of wild

geese. I’ll never wear hair on my face more.
You Prince of Wales!
P. Hen. Why, you whoreson round man,

what’s the matter?
Pal. Are you not a coward? answer me to

that:—^and Poms there?
Poins, Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me

coward, FU stab thee.

Fat. I call thee coward! I’U see thee damned
ere I caU thee coward: but I would give a
thousand pound I could run as fast as thou
canst. You are straight enough in the shoul-

ders,—^you care not who sees your back: caU
you that backing of your friends? A plague
upon such bacMngl give m^ them that wiU
face ine.—Give me a cup of sack:—I am a
rogue if I drunk to-day.

P. Hen. 0 viiiainl thy lips are scarce wiped
since thou drunkest last.

Pal AU’s one for that. A plague of afl

cowards, still say I. [He drinks.

F. Hen. What’s the matter?
Pal. What’s the matter! there be four of us

here have ta’en a thousand pound this day
morning,

P. Her. Where is it, Jack? where is it?

Pal. Where is it! taken from us it is: a hun-
dred upon poor four of us.

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man?
Pal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-

sword with a dozen of them two hours to-

gether. I have ’leaped by miracle. I am
eight times thrust through the doublet, four
through the hose; my buckler cut through and
through; my sword hacked hke a hand-stw,

—

ecce signuml I never dealt better since I was
a man: all would not do. A plague of all cow-
ards!—Let them speak: if they speak more or
less than truth, they are villains, and the sons
of darkness.

P. Hen. Speak, sirs; how was it?

Gads. We four set upon some dozen,

—

Pal. Sixteen at least, my lord.

Gads. And hound them.
Peto. No, no, they were not bound.
Pal. You rogue, they were bound, every man

of them, or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew.
Gads. As we were sharing, some six or

seven fresh men set upon us,

—

Pal. And unbound the rest, and then come
in the other.

P. Hen. What, fought ye with them all?

Pal. All! I know not what ye call all; bat if

I fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch <d

radish: if there were not two or three and fifty

upon poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged
creature. [some of them.

P. Hen. Pray God, you have not murdered
Pal. Nay, that’s past praying for; I have

peppered two of them; two I am sure I have
paid,—two rogues in buckram suits. I tel
thee what, Hal,—if I tell thee a lie, spit in my
face, call me horse. Thou knowest my old
ward;—here I lay, and thus I bore my point.

Four rogues m buckram let drive at me,

—

P. Hen. What, four? thou saidst but two
even now.

Pal. Four, Hal; I told thee four.

Poms. Ay, ay, he said four.

Pal. These four came aU a-front, and mainly
thrust at me. I made me no more ado but took
all their seven points in my target, thus.

P. Hen. Seven? why, there were but four
even now in buckram.

Poins. Ay, four m buckram suits. felse.

Pal. Seven, by these hdts, or I am a vinain

P. Hen. Pr’yttiee, let him alone; we shafl

have more anon.
Pal. Dost thou hear me, Hal?
P. Hen. Ay, and mark Ihee too. Jack,
Pal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to.

These nine in I?uckram that I told thee of,—
P. Hen. So, two more already.

Pal. Their points being broken

—

Poins. Down fell them hose.
Pal. Began to give me ground: but I followed

me close, came m foot and hand; and with si

thought seven of the eleven I paid.

P. Hen. 0 monstrous! eleven buckram mem
grown out of two!

Pal. But, as the devil would have it, three
misbegotten knaves in Kendal green came at

my back and let. drive at me;—for it was so
dark, Hal, that thou couldst not see thy hand.

P. Hen. These lies are like the father that

begets them,—^gross as a mountain, open, palp-

able. Why, thou clay-brained guts, thou nott-

pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, greasy

tallow-keech,

—

Pal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is

not the truth the truth?
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F. Hen. Why, how couidst Choti know these

men m Kendal green, when it was so dark thou
couldst not see thy hand’ come, teli us your
reason: what sayest thou to this? ^reason.

Poms. Come, your reason. Jack,—your
Fal. What, upon compulsion’ Ifo, were I

at the strappado, or all the racks in the world,

I would not teU you on compulsion. Give
a reason on compulsion 1 if reasons were as

plenty as blackhemes I would give no man a

reason on compulsion, I.

P. Ben. Fli be no longer guilty of this sin;

this sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this

horse back-breaker, tibs huge hill of flesh,

PaL’Away, you starvehng, you elf-skin, you
dried neat’s tongue, bull’s pizzle, you stock-fish,

—O for breath to utter what is like thee!—you
tailor’s yard, you sheath, you bow-case, you vile

standing-tuck,

—

P. Hen. WeD, breathe awhile, and then to it

again: and when thou hast tired thyself in base
comparisons, hear me speak but this.

Foins. Mark, Jack.

P, Hen. We two saw you four set on four;

you bound them, and were masters of their

wealth.—Mark now, how a plain tale shall put

you down.—Then did we two set on you four;

and, with a word, out-faced you from your
prize, and have it: yea, and can show it you here
in the house:—and, Faistaff, you carried your
guts away as nimbly, with as quick dextenty,

and roared for mercy, and still ran and roared,

as ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave art

thou, to hack thy sword as thou hast done, and
then say it was in fight! What tnck, what
device, what starting-hole, canst thou now find

out to hide thee from this open and apparent
shame?
Poms. Come, let’s hear, Jack; what trick

hast thou now?
FaL By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he

that made ye. Why, hear ye, my masters: was
it for me to kill the heir-apparent? Should I

turn upon the true prince? Why, thou knowest

' Fal. What manner of man is he?

;
Host. An old man.

j
Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at

I

midmght?—Shall I give him his answer?
P. Hen. Pr’ythee, do, Jack.
Fal. Faith, and I’ll send him packing.

{Exit.

F. Hen. Now, sirs:—by’r lady, you fought
fair;—so did you, Peto;—so did you, Bardolph;
you are hons too, you ran away upon instinct,

you Will not touch the true prince; no,—fie!

Bard. Faith, I ran when I saw others ran.
P. Hen. Tell me now in earnest, how came

Falstafi’s sword so hacked?
Peto. Why, he hacked it with his dagger;

and said he would swear truth out of England,
but he would make you believe it was done in
fight; and persuaded us to do the like.

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with
speargrass to make them bleed; and then to be-
slubber our garments with it, and swear it was
the blood of true men. I did that I did not
this seven year before,—I blushed to hear Ms
monstrous devices.

P. Hen. 0 villain, thou stolest a cup of sack
eighteen years ago, and wert taken with the
manner, and ever since thou hast blushed ex-
tempore. Thou hadst fire and sword on thy
side, and yet thou tannest away: what instinct

hadst thou for it?

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors?
do you behold these exhalations?
P. Hen. I do.

Bard. What tMnk you they portend?
P. Hen. Hot hvers and cold purses.
Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken.
P, Hen, No, if rightly taken, halter.—^Here

comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone.

Re-enter Falstaff.

How now, my sweet creature of bombast! How
long is’t ago. Jack, smce thou thine own
knee?

I am as vahant as Hercules: but beware
instinct; the lion will not touch the true prince.

Jnstmct is a great matter; I was a coward on m-
stmct. I shall think the better of myself and
thee during my life; I for a valiant Hon, and
thou for a true prmce. But, by the Lords, lads,

I am glad you have the money.—Hostess, clap
to the doors [to Hostess within]:—^watch to-

night, pray to-morrow.—Gallants, lads, boys,
hearts of gold, all the titles of good fellowship
come to you! What, shall we be merry I Shall
we have a play extempore?

P. Hen. Content;—and the argument shall

he thy running away.
Fal. Ah, no more of that, Hal, an thou

lovest me!
Enter Hostess.

Host. 0 Jesu, my lord the prmce,—
P. Hen. How now, my lady the hostess!

—

What sayest thou to me?
Host Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman

of the court at door would speak with you: he
says he comes from your father.

P. Hen. Give Mm as much as will make him
a royal man, and send Mm back again to my
mother.

Fal. My own knee! when I was about thy
years, Hd. I was not an eagle’s talon m the
waist; I could have crept into any alderman’s
thumb-ring: a plague of sigMng and grief! it

blows a man up Uke a bladder.—There’s
villanous news abroad: here was Sir John
Bracy from your father; you must to the court
in the morning. That same mad fellow of the
north, Percy; and he of Wales, that gave
Amaimon the bastinado, and made Lucifer
cuckold, and swore the devil Ms true liegeman
upon the cross of a Welsh hook,—what, a
plague, can you him?

—

Poms. 0, Glendower.
Fal. Owen, Owen,—the same; and Ms son-

in-law, Mortimer; and old Northumberland;
and that spnghtly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that
runs o’ horseback up a MU perpendicular,

—

P. Hen. He that rides at Mgh speed, and
with Ms pistol Mils a sparrow flying?

Fal. You have Mt it.

P. Hen. So did he never the sparrow.
Fal. Well, that rascal hath good mettle in

Mm; he will not run;

—

P. Hen. Why, what a rascal art thou, then,
to praise Mm so for running.
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FaL O* horseback, ye cuckoo; but a-foot be
will not budge a foot.

P. Hen, Yes, Jack, upon instinct.

Fai. I grant ye, upon mstmct—Well, be is

there too, and one Mordake, and a thousand
blue-caps more: Worcester is stolen away to-

night, thy father’s beard is turned white wiA
the news: you may buy land now as cheap as
stinking mackerel.

P. Hen* Why, then, it is like, if there come
a hot June, and this civil buffetmg hold, we
shall buy maidenheads as they buy hob-nails,

by the hundreds.
FaL By the mass, lad, thou sayest true; it is

like we shall have good trading that way.—But
teE me, Hal, art thou not hombiy afeard? thou
being heir-apparent, could the world pick thee
out three such enemies again as that fiend

Douglas, that spirit Percy, and that devil Glen-
dower? Art thou not horribly afraid? doth not
thy blood thrill at it?

P. Hen. Not a whit, i’faith; I lack some of

thy mstmct.
Fal. WeE, thou wEt be horribly chid to-

morrow when thou comest to thy father: if thou
love me, practise an answer.

P. Hen. Do thou stand for my father! and
examine me upon the particulars of my life.

Fal. ShaE I? content:—this chair shaE he
my state, this dagger my sceptre, and this

cushion my crown.
P. Hen. Thy state is taken for a joint-stool,

thy golden sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy
precious* rich crown for a pitiful bald crown!

Fal. WeE, an the fire of grace be not quite

out of thee, now shalt thou be moved.—Give
me a cup of sack to make mine eyes look red,

that it may be thought I have wept; for I must
speak m passion, and I wifl do it in King
Camhyses’ vem.

P. Hen. WeE, here is my leg.

Fal. And here is my speech.—Stand aside,

nobility.

Host. O Jesu, this is exceEent sport, i’faithl

Fal* Weep hot, sweet queen; for trickling

tears are vain.

Host, O’ the father, how he holds his counte-

nance! ' [ful queen;
Fal. For God’s sake, lords, convey my trist-

For tears do stop the floodgates of her eyes.

Host O Jesu, he doth it as like one of these

harlotry players as ever I see!

Fal. Peace, good pint-pot; peace, good
ticMe-bram.—^Hany, I do not only marvel
where thou spendest thy time, but also how thou
art accompanied: for though the camomile, the

more it is trodden on, the faster it grows, yet

youth, the more it is wasted, the sooner it wears.

That thou art my son, I have partly thy

mother’s word, partly my own opinion; but
chiefly a villainous, trick of thine eye, and a

foohsh hangmg of thy nether lip, that doth

warrant me. H, then, thou be son to me, here

Hes the point;—^why, being son to me, art thou

so pointed at? ShaE the blessed sun of

heaven prove a micher, and eat blackberries? a

question notto be asked. ShaE the son of Eng-
land prove a thief, and take purses? a question

to be asked. There is a thing, Harry, which

tEou hast often heard of, and it is known to

many in our land by the name of |atch: this

pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth defile;

so doth the company thou keepest: for, Harry,
now I do not speak to thee in dnnk, but in tears;
not in pleasure, but in passion; not in words
only, but in woes also:—and yet there is a
virtuous man whom I have often noted in thy
company, but I know not Ms name.
P. Hen. What manner of man, an it like

your majesty?
PM. A goodly portly man, i’faith, and

corpulent; of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye,
and a most noble carnage; and, as I thiiik, Ms
age some fifty, or, by’r lady, mclining to three-
score; and now I remember me, his name is

Falstaff; if that man should be lewdly given,
he deceiveth me; for, Harry, I see virtue in Ms
looks. If, then, the tree may be known by the
fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then, peremptoiily
I speak it, there is virtue m that Falstaff: b™
keep with, the rest banish. And teU me now,
thou naughty varlet, teE me, where hast thou
been this month?

P. Hen. Dost thou speak like a king? Do
thou stand for me, and I’E play my father.

Fal. Depose me? if thou dost it half so
gravely, so majesticaUy, both in word and
matter, hang me up by the heels for a rabbit-
sucker or a poulter’s Imre.
P. Hen. WeE, here I am set.

Fal. And here I stand:—judge, my masters.
P. Hen. Now, Harry, whence come you?
Fal. My noble lord, from Eastcheap.
P. Hen. The complaints 1 hear of thee are

grievous.

Fal. ’Sblood, my lord, they are false:—nay,
I’ll tickle ye for a young prince, i’ faith.

P. Hen. Swearest thou, imgracious boy?
henceforth ne’er look on me. Thou art vio-

lently earned away from grace; there is a devfl

'

haunts thee, in the likeness of a fat old man,

—

a tun of man is thy companion. Why dost thou
converse with that trank of humours, that bolt-

mg-hutch of beastliness, that swoEen parcel of

dropsies, that huge bombard of sack, that
stuffed cloak-bag of guts, that roasted Man-
ningtree ox, with, the puddbeyg in his beEy, that
reverend vice, that gray iniquity, that father

ruffian, that vanity in years? Wherein is he
good, but to taste sack and drink it? wherein
neat and cleanly, but to carve a capqn and eat
it? wherein cunning, but in craft? wherein
crafty, but in viEany? wherein viEanous, but in

aE things? wherein worthy, but in nothing?
PM. I would your grace would take me with

you: whom means your grace?

P. Hen. That villanous abominable mis-
leader of youth, Falstaff, that old white-bearded
Satan.

PM. My lord, the man I know.
P. Hen. I know thou dost
PM. But to say I know more harm in Mm

than in myself, were to say more than I know.
That he is old,—the more the pity,—his wMte
hairs do witness it; but that he is,—saving your

reverence,—a whoremaster, that I utterly deny.

If sack and sugar be a fault, God help the

wickedl If to be old and merry be a sin, then
many an old host that I know is damned: if to

be fat be to be hated, then Pharaoh’s lean Mne
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are to be loved. No, my good lord; bamsh
Peto, banish Bardolph, bamsh Poms: but, for

sweet Jack Falstaf, kind Jack Falstaff, true

,

Jack Falstaff, vahant Jack Falstaff, and there-

fore more valiant, being, as he is, old Jack Fal- 1

staff, banish not him thy Harry’s company,

,

banish not him thy Harry’s company.—bamsh
,

jdump Jack, and bamsh all the world.
j

JP. Hen. i do, I will. [A knocking heard. ;

\Exemt Host., Fran., and Bard.

Reenter Bardolph, mnmng.

Bard. 0, my lord, my lord! the sheriff with

a most monstrous watch is at the door.

FaL Out, you rogue!—play out the play.—

I

have much to say in the behalf of that Falstaff.

Re-enter Hostess, hastily.

Host 0 Jesu, my lord, my lord,

—

P. Hen. Heigh, heigh! the devil rides upon
a fiddle-stick: what’s the matter?

Host. The shenff and all the watch are at

the door: they are come to search the house.

Shall I let them in?

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true

piece of gold a counterfeit: thou art essentially

mad, without seenung so.

P. Hen. And thou a natural ooward, without

instinct.

Fal. I deny your major: if you will deny the

shenff, so; if not, let him enter; if I become not

a cart as weU as another man, a plague on my
bnnging up! I hope I shall as soon be stran-

gled with a halter as another.

P. Hen. Go, hide thee behind the arras:

—

the rest walk up above. Now, my masters, for

a true face and good conscience.

Fal. Both which I have had; but their date
is out, and therefore I’ll hide me.

[Exeunt all but the Prince and Poms.
P. Hen. Can in the sheriff.

Enter Sheriff and Carrier.

Now, master sheriff, what is your will with me?
Sher. First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and

cry

Hath followed certain men unto this house.
P. Hen. What men? (lord,

—

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious
A gross fat man.

Car. As fat as butter.

P. Hen. The man, I do assure you, is not
here;

For I myself at this time have employ’d him.
And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee.
That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time,
Send Mm to answer thee, or any man,
For anything he shall be charg’d withal:
And so, let me entreat you leave the house.

Sher. I will, my lord. There are two gentle-
men

Have in this robbery lost three hundred mark?.
P. Hen. It may be so: if he have robb’d

these men
He shall be answerable; and bo, farewell.

Sher. Good-night, my noble lord.

P. Hen. 1 think it is good-morrow, is it not?
Sher. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two

o’clock, [Exeunt Sheriff and Carrier.

P. Hen. This oily rascal is known as well as
Paul’s. Go, call him forth.

Poms. Falstaff !—fast asleepbehindthe arras,
and snortmg hke a horse.

P. Hen. Hark, how hard he fetches breath.

Search his pockets. [Poms searches.] What
hast thou found?
Poms. Nothing but papers, my lord.

P. Hen. Let’s see what they be: read them.
Poms. [Reads.] Item, A capon, 2s. 2d.

Item, Sauce, - - - - os. 4d.

Item, Sack, two gallons, - - 5s. 8d.

Item, Anchovies and sack after supperas. 6d,

Item, Bread, - - - - os. oHd,
P. Hen. O monstrous! but one halfpenny-

worth of bread to this intolerable deal of sackl

—

What there is else, keep close; we’ll read it at

more advantage* there let him sleep till day.

I’ll to the court in the morning. We must all

to the wars, and thy place shall be honourable.

I’ll procure this fat rogue a charge of foot; and
I know his death wifi be a march of twelve-

score. The money shall be paid back again

with advantage. Be with me betimes in the

mormng; and so, good-morrow, Poins.

Poms. Good-morrow, good my lord.

[Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Bangor. A Room in the Arch-
deacon’s House.

Enter Hotsphr, Worcester, Mortimer,
and Glendower.

Mart. These promises are fair, the parties

sure,

And our induction full of prosperous hope.

Hot. Lord Mortimer,—and cousm Glen-
dower,

—

Will you sit down?

—

And uncle Worcester:—a plague upon it I

I have forgot the map.
Glend. No, here it is.

Sit, cousin Percy; sit, good cousin Hotspur,—
For by that name as oft as Lancaster
Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale, and

with
A rising sigh he vrishes you in heaven.
Hot. And you m hell, as often as he hears

Owen Glendower spoke of.

Glend. I cannot blame him: at my nativity

The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes,
Of burning cressets; and at my birtih

The frame and huge foundation of the earth
Shak’d like a coward.

Hot. Why, so it would have done,
At the same season, if your mother’s cat.

Had but kitten’d, Aough yourself had ne’er
been bom. [bom.

Gler^. I say the earth did shake when I was
Hot. And I say the earth was not of my mind,

If you suppose as fearing you it shook.
Glend. The heavens were all on fire, the

earth did tremble.
Hot. 0, then' the earth shook to see the

heavens on fire,

And not in fear of your nativity.

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth
In strange eruptions; oft the teeming earth
Is vrith a kind of colic pinch’d and vei’d
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By the imprisoning of unnily wmd istrivmg, i

Within her womb; which, for enlargement!
Shakes the old beMame earth, and topples down s

Steeples and moss-grown towers. At yonr birth, >

Our grandam earth, having this distemperature,

;

In passion shook.
Glend. Cousin, of many men

I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave
To tell you once again that at my birth
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes;
The goats ran from the mountains, and fee herds
Were strangely clamorous to fee fnghted fields.

These signs have mark’d me extraordinary;
And all the courses of my life do show
I am not in the roll of common men.
Where is he hving,—clipp’d m with fee sea
That chides fee banks of England, Scotland,

Wales,—
Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me?
And bring him out feat is but woman’s son
Can trace me in fee tedious ways of art,

And hold me pace m deep experiments.
Hot, I think there is no man speaks better

Welsh.— I

I’ll to dinner. [mad-
Mart. Peace, cousin Percy;you willmake him

j

Glend, I can call spirits from the vasty deep.
Hot. Why, so can I, or so can any man;

But win they come when you do cafi for them?
Glend. Why, I can teach thee, cousin, to

command
The devil.

Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to shame
the devil

By telling truth: tell truth, and shame the devil!

Ifthou have power to raise him, bringhim hither,

And ru be sworn I have power to shame him
hence. [devil!

0, while you live, tell truth, and shame the
Mot. Come, come,

No more of this unprofitable chat.

Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke
made head [Wye

Against my power; thrice from the banks of

And sandy-bottom’d Severn have I sent him
Bootless home and weather-beaten back, [too!

Hot. Home without boots, andm foulweather
How ’scapes he agues, in the devil’s name?

Glend. Come, here’s the map: shall we
divide our right

According to our threefold order ta’en?
Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it

Into three limits very equally:
England, from Trent and Severn hitherto,

By south and east is to my part assign’d:

All westward, Wales beyond fee Severn shore,

And aU the fertile land within feat bound,
To Owen Glendower:—and, dear coz, to you
The remnant northward, lying off from Trent.

And our indentures tripartite are drawn;
Which being sealed interchangeably,

—

A business that “this night may execute,—
To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I,

And my good Eordof Worcester, will set forth

To meet your father and the Scottish power,
As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury.
My father Glendower is not ready yet,

Norshallweneedhishfelpthesefourteendays:

—

Within that space [to Glend.] you may have
drawn together

Your tenants, fnends, and neighbouring gentle-

men.
Glend. A shorter time shall send me to you,

lords:

And in my conduct shall your ladies come;
From whom you now must steal, and take no

leave;

For there will be a world of water shed
Upon the parting of your wives and you.
Hot. Methmks my moiety, nonh from Burton

here,

In quantity equals not one of yours:
See how this nver comes me cranMng in,

And cuts me from fee best of all my land
A huge half-moon, a monstrous eantle out.

I’ll have the current in this place damm’d up;
And here the smug and silver Trent shall run
In a new chaimel, fair and evenly:
It shall not wind wife such a deep indent.
To rob me of so rich a bottom here.

Glend. Not wmd! it shall, it must; you see
it doth

Mort. Yea. [up

But mark how he bears his course and runs me
Wife like advantage on the other side;

Gelding the opposite continent as much
As on the other side it takes from you.

Wot. Yea, but a little charge will trench
him here,

And on this north side win this cape of land;

And then he runs straight and even.
Hot. m have it so: a little charge will do it,

Glend. I will not have it alter’d.

Hoi. Will not you?
Glend. No, nor you shall not.

Hot. Who shaU say me nay?
Glend. Why, feat will I.

Hot. Let me not understand you, then;
Speak in Welsh.

^
[you;

Glerd. I can speak English, lord, as well as
For I was train’d up in the Enghsh court;

Where, being but young, I framed to the harp
Many an English ditty, lovely well,

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament,

—

A virtue that was never seen m you. [heart;

Hoi. Marry, and I am glad of it wife all my
I had rather be a kitten and cry mew, ^

That one of these same metre ballad-mongers;
I had rather hear a brazen candlestick turn’d,

Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree;

And feat would set my teeth nothing on edge,
Nothing so much as mincing poetry:

—

’Tis like the forc’d gait of a shuffling nag.
Glend. Come, you shall have Trent turn’d.

Hot. I do not care; I’ll give thrice so much
land

To any well-deserviag Mend;
But in the way of bargain, mark ye me,
I’ll cavil on fee ninth part of a hair.

Are the indentures drawn? shall we be gone?
Glend. The Inoon shines fair; you may away

by night:

I’ll haste fee writer, and withal
Break with your wives of your departure hence:
I am afraid my daughter win run mad,
So much she doteth on her Mortimer. [Exff.

Mort. Fie, cousin Percy! how you cross my
father! [me

Hot. I cannot choose: sometimes he angers
With teffing me of the moldwaip and fee ant,
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Of tile dreamer Merlin and Ms prophecies, In such a parley should I answer thee.

And of a dragon and a finless fish, [Lady Mort. speaks again.

A ciip-wmg*d griffin and a moulten raven, I understand thy kisses, and thou mine,

A couching lion and a ramping cat, ! And that’s a feeling disputation:

And such a deal of sMmble-skamble stuff ! But I will never be a truant, love, -

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what,—
|

Till I have learned thy language; for thy tongue

He held me last ni^t at least nine hours < Makes Welsh as sweet as dithes highly penn’d,

In reckoning up the several devils’ names I Sung by a fair queen in a summer’s bower,

That were Ms lackeys: I cned hum, and well,
j

With ravishing division, to her lute. [mad.

go iOf
I

Giend. Nay, if you melt, then will she run
But mark’d Mm not a word. 0, he’s as tedious [Lady Mort. speufes again.

As is a tired horse, a railing wife; Mori. 0, 1 am ignorance itself in this!

Worse than a smoky house:—I had rather live Glend. She bids you on the wanton rushes
With cheese and garlic in a windmill, far, lay you down.
Than feed on cates and have Mm talk to me And rest your gentle head upon her lap,

In any summer-house in Christendom.
Mart. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman;

Exceedingly well read, and profited

In strange concealments; valiant as a lion.

And wondrous affable; and as bountiful

As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin?

He holds your temper in Mgh respect,

And curbs Mmseif even of his natural scope
When you do cross Ms humour; faith, he does:

I warrant you, that man is not ahve
,

Might so have tempted him as you have done,
i

Witibout the taste of danger and reproof:
j

But do not use it oft, let me entreat you.

Wot. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful-

blame;
And since your coming Mther have done enou^
To put Mm quite beside Ms patience.

You must needs learn, lord, to amend tMs
fault:

And she will sing the song that pleaseth you.
And on your eyelids crown the god of sleep,

Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness;
Making such difference betwixt wake and sleep
As is the difference betwixt day and night.

The hour before the heavenly harness’d team
Begins Ms goiden progress in the east, [sing:

Mori. With all my heart I’ll sit and hear her
By that time will our book, I think, be drawn.

Glend. Do so;

And those musicians that shall play to you
Hang in the air a thousand leagues from hence;
And straight they shall be here: sit, and attend.
Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying

down: come, quick, quick, that I may lay my
head in thy lap.

Lady P. Go, ye giddy goose.
[The music plays.

Hot. Now I perceive the devil understands
Thou^ sometimes it show greatness, courage,

blood,

—

And that’s the dearest grace it renders you,—
Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage.

Defect of manners, want of government,
Pride, haughhness, opinion, and disdain:

The least of wMch, haunting a nobleman,
Loseth men’s hearts, and leaves behind a stain

Upon the beauty of all parts besides.

Beguiling them of commendation.
Hot. Well, I am school’d; good manners

Welsh;
And ’tis no marvel he’s so humorous.
By’r lady, he’s a good musician.
Lady P. Then should you be notMng but

musical; for you are altogether governed by
humours. Lie still ye tMef, and hear the lady
sing in Welsh.

Hot. I had rather hear Lady, my brach,
howl in Irish.

IMy P. Wouldst thou have thy head broken?
Hot. No.

be your speed! Lady P. Then he still.

Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. Hot. Neither; ’tis a woman’s fault.

Re~eniex Gleitoower, wUk Lady Mortimer
and Lady Percy.

Mort TMs is the deadly spite that angers
me,

—

My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh.
Glend. My daughter weeps: she will not part

with you;
She’ll be a soiffier too, she’ll to the wars.

Mort. Good father, tell her that she and my
aunt Percy

Shall follow m your conduct speedily.

[Glend. ^aks to Lady Mort. in Welsh,
and sfw answers him in the same.

Glend. She’s desperate here; a peevish, self-

wiH’d harlotry.

One that no persuasion can do good upon.
[Lady Mort. speofe to Mort. in Welsh.

Mort, I understand thy looks: that pretty
Welsh [heavens.

Which thou pourist down firom these welling
I am too perfect in; and, but for shame.

Lady P. Now God help thee!
Hot. To the Welsh lady’s bed.
Lady P. What’s that?
Hot. Peace! she sings.

[A Welsh Sony sung by Lady Mort.
Hot. Come, Kate, I’ll have your song too.
Lady P. Not mine, in good sooth.
Hot. Not yours, in good sooth! ’Heart, you

swear like a comfit-maker’s wife I Not you, in
good soofA; and, As true as / live; and As God
shall mend me: and, As sure as day:
And giv’st suck sarcenet surety for thy oaths,
As if thou never walk’dst further than Finsbury.
Swear me, Kate, like a lady as thou art,

A good mouth-filling oath; and leave in sooth.
And such protest of pepper-gingerbread,
To velvet guards and Simday-citizens-
Come, sing.

Lady P. 1 will not ^g.
Rot. ’Tis the next way to turn tailed, or be

redbreast teacher. An the indentures be
drawn, FU away within these two hours; and so,

come in when ye will. [Exit.
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Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer; youj
are as slow

As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go.
By this our book is drawn, we wiH hut seal,

j

Aid then to horse immediately.
\

MorL With all my heart. I

[Exeunt.

Scene IL—London. A Room in the Palace

Enter King Hehet, Prince Henry, and
Lords.

K, Een. Lords, give ns leave; the Prince of

.

Wales and I {hand, i

Must have some conference; but be near at

'

For we shall presently have need of you.
[Exeunt Lords.

I know not whether God will have it so,

For some displeasing service I have done,
That, in his secret doom, out of my blood
He’ll breed revengement and a scourge for me;

!

But thou dost, in thy passages of life,

Make me believe that thou art only mark’d
For the hot vengeance and-the rod of heaven
To punish my mistreadings. Tell me else.

Could such inordinate and low desires,

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean
attempts,

Such barren pleasures, rude society,

As thou art match’d withal and grafted to,

Accompany the greatness of thy blood.
And hold their level with thy jprincely heart?

?• Hen, So please your majesty, I would I

could
Quit all offences with as dear excuse.
As wen as I am doubtless I can purge
Myself of many 1 am charg’d withal:

Yet such extenuation let me beg.

As, m reproof of many tales devis’d,

—

Which oft the ear of greatness needs must
hear,

—

That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts.
Loud shouts and saiutaboas from their mouths,
Even m the presence of the crowned king.
Thus did I keep my person fresh and new;
My presence, hke a robe pontifical,

Ne’er seen but wonder’d at: and so my state,

Seldom but sumptuous, showed Hke a feast.

And won by rareness such solemnity.
The skipping Mng, he ambled up and down
With shallow jesters and rash bavin wits.

Soon kindled and soon bum’d: carded his state;

Mingled his royalty with carping fools;

Had his great name profaned with their scorns;
And gave his countenance, agamst his name,
To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push
Of every beardless vain comparative;
Grew a companion to the common streets,

Enfeoff’d himself to popularity;

That, bemg daily swallow’d by men’s eyes.
They surfeited with honey, and began
To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little

More than a little is by much too much.
So, when he had occasion to be seen,

He was but as the cuckoo is in June,
Heard, nor regarded,—seen, but with such eyes,
As, sick and blunted with community.
Afford no extraordinary gaze,
Such as is bent on sun-Hke majesty
When it shines seldom in admumg eyes;
But rather drowz’d, and hung their eyeHds

down.
Slept in his face, and render’d such aspect
As cloudy men use to their adversaries,

Being with his presence, glutted, gorg’d, and
full.

And in that very line, Ha^, stand’st thou;
For thou hast lost thou princely privilege

With vile participation: not an eye
But is a-weary of thy common sight,

Save mine, which hath desir’d to see thee more;
Which now doth that I would not have it do,

—

By smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers. Make blind itself with foohsh tenderness.

I may, for some things true, wherein my youth F, Hen. I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracious

Hath faulty wander’d and irre^lar.

Find pardon on my true submission.
K. Hen. God pardon thee!—yet let me

wonder, Hapr,
At thy affections, which do hold a wing
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors.

Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost.

Which by thy younger brother is suppHed;
And art almost an alien to the hearts

lord,

Be more myself.

K. Hen. For all the world,

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg;
And even as I was then is Percy now.
Now, by my sceptre, and my soul to boot,

He hath more worthy interest to the state

Than thou, the shadow of succession:

Of all the court and princes of my blood:

The hope and expectation of thy time

Is ruin’d; and the soul of every man
Propheticaily does forethink thy fall.

Had I so lavish of my presence been.

So common-hackney’d in the eyes of men.
So stale and cheap to vulgar company,

—

Opinion, that did help me to the crown.

Had still kept loyal to possession.

And left me in repnteless banishment,
A fellow of no mark nor likelihood.

By being seldom seen, I could not stir

But, like a comet, I was wonder’d at;

That men would tell their children, This is he,

Others would say,

—

Where, which is BoUngh
broke?

And then I stole all courtesy from heaven.

And dress’d myself in such humility

For, of no right, nor colour like to right,

He doth fill fields with harness in the realm;
Turns heads against the Hon’s armed jaws;
And, being no more in debt to years than thou.

Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on
To bloody battles and to bruising aims.
What never-dying honour hath he got

Against renowned Douglas! whose high deeds.

Whose hot incursions, and great name in arms.
Holds from all soldiers chief majority

And military title capital [Christ:

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge
Thrice hath this Hotspur Mars in swathing-

clothes,

This infant warrior, in his enterprises

Discomfited great Douglas; ta’en Mm once,

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him,

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up.



402 fmm PAET OF KING HENEY W [ACT m.

And shake the peace and safety of our throne.

And what say yon to this? Percy, Kortimsnber-

iana.

The Archbishop's grace of York, Douglas,
Mortimer,

Capitulate agamst us, and are up.

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee?

Why, Harry, do I ten thee of my foes,

Whihh art my nearest and dearest enemy?
Ihou that art like enough,—through vassal fear,

Base iucEnation, and the start of spleen,

—

To against me under Percy’s pay.

To dog his heels, and court’sy at his frowns,

To show how much thou art degenerate.

P. Hen. Bo not think so, you shall not find

it so:

And God forgive them that have so much
sway’d

Your majesty’s good thoughts away from me!
I will redeem all this on Percy’s head,

And, in the cloang of some glonous day.

Be hold to tell you that I am your son;

When I will wear a garment all of blood.

And stain my favours in a bloody mask, fit:

Wliich, wash’d away, shall scourmy shame with

And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights,

That this same child of honour and renown.
This gafiant Hotspur, this all-praised knight,

And your unthought-of Harry chance to meet.

For every honour sitting on his helm.
Would they were multitudes, and on my head
My shames redoubled! for the time will come
That I shall make this northern youth exchange
His glorious deeds for my indi^ties.
Percy is but my factor, good my lord,

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf;

And I will call him to so strict account,

That he shall render every glory up,

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time.

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart.

This, in the name of God, I pronuse here:

The which if he be pleas’d I shall perform,

I do beseech your majesty, may salve

The long-grown wounds of my intemperance:
If not, the end of life cancels ^ bands;
And I will die a hundred thousand deaths
Ere I break the smallest parcel of this vow.

K. Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in

this:— [herein.

Thou shalt have charge and sovereign trust

Enter Sffi Walter Blunt.

How now, good Blimtl thy looks are full of
speed. [speak of.

Blunt. So hath the business that I come to
Lord Mortimer of Scotland Wh sent word
That Douglas and the English rebels met
The eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury:
A mighty and fearful head they are,
If promises be kept on every hand.
As ever offer’d foul play in a state.

K. Hen. The Earl of Westmoreland set forth
to-day;

With him my son, Lord John of Lancaster;
For this advertisement is five days old:

—

‘On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set for-
ward;

On Thursday we ourselves vwH march:
Our meeting is Bridgenorth; and, Harry, you

1 Shall march through Glostershire; by which
' account,

Our business valued, some twelve days hence
Our general forces at Bridgenorth shall meet.
Our hands are full of busmess: let’s away;
Advantage feeds him fat while men delay.

[Exeunt

Scene IIL—Eastcheap. A Room m ike
Boar’s Head Tavern.

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph.

Fal. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely

since this last action? do I not bate? do I not
dimndle? Why, my skin hangs about me like

an old lady’s loose gown; I am withered like an
old apple-john. Well, I’ll repent, and that sud-
denly, while I am in some likmg; I shall be out
of heart shortly, andthen I shall have no strength

to repent. An I have not forgotten what the
inside of a church is made of, I am a pepper-
corn, a brewer’s horse: the inside of a church!
Company, villanous company, hath been the
spoil of me.

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you can-
not live long.

Fal. Why, there is it: come, sing me a bawdy
song; make me merry. I was as virtuously

given as a gentleman need to be; virtuous
enough; swore httle; diced not above seven

^

times a week; went to a bawdy-house not above

j

once in a quarter—of an hour; paid money that

I borrowed—three or four times: hved well, and
m good compass: and now 1 hve out of all order,

out of all compass;
Bard. Why, you are so fat, Sir John, that you

must needs be out of all compass,—out of all

reasonable compass, Sir John.
Fal. Bo thou amend thy face, and I’ll amend

my life: thou art our admiral, thou bearest the
lantern mthe poop,—^but ’tis in the nose of thee;

thou art the ]^ght of the Burning Lamp.
Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no

harm.
F(d. Ho, I’ll be sworn; I make as good use

of it as many a man doth of a Death’s head or a
memento mori: 1 never see thy face but I think
upon hell-fire, and Dives that lived in purple;

for there he is in his robes, burning, burning.-

If thou wert any way given to virtue, I would
swear by thy face; my oath should be, By this

fire, that’s God’s angel, but thou art altogether
^ven over; and wert indeed, but for the hght
in thy face, the son of utter darkness. When
thou raimest up Gadshill m the night to catch
my horse, if I did not think thou hadst been an
igms fatuus or a ball of wildfire, there’s no
purchase m money. 0, thou art a perpetual
tnumph, an everlasting bonfire light! Thou
hast saved me a thousand marks in hnks and
torches, walkmg with thee in the night betwixt
tavern and tavern: but the sack that thou hast
drunk me would have bought me lights as good
cheap at the dearest chandler’s in Europe. I

have maintained that salamander of yours with
fire any time this two-and-thirty years; God re-

ward me for it! [beUy!
Bard. ’Sblood, I would my face were in your
Fal. God-a-mercyl so should I be sure to be

heart-bum’d.
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Eraer Hostess,

How now, Bame Paitlet the ken! ktve yon in-
quired yet who poked my pocket?

Host. Why, Sir John, what do yon think.
Sir John? do yon think I keep thieves in my
house? I have searched, I have inquired, so
has my husband, man by man, boy by boy,
servant by servant: the tithe of a hair was never
lost in my house before,

Fal. You He, hostess: Bardolph was shaved,
and lost many a hair; and I’ll be sworn my
pocket was picked. Go to, you are a woman,
go.

Host Who, I? no; I defy thee: God’s light,

I was never caHed so in mine own house before.

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough.
Host No, Sir John; you do not know me.

Sir John. I know you, Sir John: you owe me
money. Sir John; and now you pick a quarrel

to beguile me of it: I bought you a dozen of

shirts to your back.
Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas: I have given

them away to bakers* wives, and they have
made bolters of them.
Host Now, as I am a true woman, hoUand

of eight shillings an ell. You owe money here
besides, Sir John, for your diet and by-dnnk-
ings, and money lent you, four-and-twenty
jpound.

Fal. He had his part of it; let him pay.

Host He? alas, he is poor; he hath nothing.

Fal. How, poor? look upon his face; what
call you nch? let them coin his nose, let them
coin his cheeks: I’ll not pay a demer. What,
will you make a younker of me? shall I not take
mine ease in mine inn, hut I shall have my
pocket picked? 1 have lost a seal-ring of my
grandfather’s worth forty mark.
Host 0 Jesu, I have heard the prince tell

him, I know not how oft, that that ring was
copper!

Fal. How! the pnnce is a Jack, a sneak-cup:
’sblood, an he were here I would cudgel him
like a dog if he would say so.

Enter Prince Henry and Poms, marching.

Falstaff meets the Prince, playing on his

truncheon like a fife.

Fat How now, lad! is the wind in that door,

i’ faith? must w’e all march? ''

Bard. Yes, two and two, Newgate-fashion.

Host. My lord, J pray you, hear me.
F. Hen. What sayest thou, Mistress Quickly?

How does thy husband? I love him well; he
is an honest man.
Host Good my lor.d, hear me.
FaL Pr’ythee, let her alone, and Hst to me.
F. Hen. What sayest thou, Jack?
"Fal. The other night I feU asleep here be-

hind the alras, and had my pocket picked: this

- house IS turned bawdy-house; they pick pockets.

F. Hen. What d>dst thou lose. Jack?
Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or

four bonds of forty pound a-piece, and a seal-

ring of my grandfather’s.

F. Hen. A trifle, some eight-penny matter.

Host So I told him, my lord; and I said I

heard your grace say so: and, my lord, he

speaks most vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed
man as he is, and said he would cudgel you.

P, Hen. What! he did not?
Host There’s neither faith, truth, nor wom-

anhood in me else.

Fat There’s no more faith in thee than in a
stewed prune; nor no more truth in thee than
in a drawn fox; and for wointnhood, Maid
Marian may be the deputy’s wife of the ward to
thee. Go, you thing, go.

Host Say, what thing? what thing?
Fal. What thing! why, a tiling to thank God

on.

Host I am no thing to thank God on, I
would thou shouldst know it; I am an honest
man’s wife; and, setting thy knighthood aside,
thou art a knave to call me so.

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art
a beast to say otherwise.
Host Say, what beast, thou knave, thou?
Fal. What beast! why, an otter.

F. Hen. An otter, Sir John! why an otter?

Fal. Why, she’s neither fish nor flesh; a man
knows not where to have her.

Host Thou art an unjust man in saying so:

thou or any man knows where to have me, thou
knave; thou!

P. Hen. Thou sayest true, hostess; and he
slanders thee most grossly.

Host, So he doth you, my lord; and said tins

other day you ought him a thousand pound.
P. Hen. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand

pound?
Fal. A thousand pound, Hal! a million: thy

love is worth a million; thou owest me thy love.

Host Nay, my lord, he call’d you Jack, and
said he would cudgel you.

Fal. Did I, Bardolph’
Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you said so.

Fal Yea,—if he said my nng was copper.

P. Hen. I say ’tis copper: darest thou be as
good as thy word now?

Fal. Why, Hal, thou knowest, as thou art

but man, 1 dare: but as thou art prince, I fear

thee, as I fear the roarmg of the hon’s whelp.
P. Hen. And why not as the Hon?
Fal The king himself is to be feared as the

Hon: dost thou think I’ll fear thee as I fear thy
father? nay, an I do, I pray God my girdle

break.
P. Hen. O, if it should, how would thy guts

fall about thy knees! But, sirrah, there’s no
room for faith, truth, nor honesty, iff this bosom
of thme,“it is aU filled up with guts and mid-
nff. Charge an honqst woman with pcking
thy pocket! Why, thou whoreson, impudent,
embossed rascal, if there were anything in thy
pocket but tavern-reckonings, memorandums of

bawdy-houses, and one poor penny-worth of

sugar-candy to make thee long-winded,— if thy
pocket were enriched with any other injuries

but these, I am a villam: and yet you will stand

to it; you will not pocket-up wrong: art tihou

not ashamed?
Fal Dost thou hear, Hal? thou knowest in

the state of innocency Adam feU; and, what
should poor Jack Falstaff do in the days of

villainy? Thou seest I have more flesh than an-
other man, and therefore more frailty. 'You

confess, then, you picked my pocket?
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P. ffm. It appears so by tbe story.

FaL Hostess, I forgiTe ^ee: go, make ready
breakfast; lore tby bosbaiid, look to thy
servants, cberisb tby guests: tbon sbalt find me
tractable to any bonest reason: tbou seest I am
pacified.—Still?—Nay, pPytbee, be gone.

fFxit Hostess.] Now, Sal, to fbe news at

court: fox the robbery, lad,—^bow is that an-

swered?
P. Jffen. 0, my sweet beef, I must still be

good angel to tbee:—the money is paid back
again.

Fal. 0, I do not like that paying back; ’tis

a double labour.

P. Men. I am good friends with my father,

tad may do anytMng.
Fat. Koh me the eichequer the first thing

tbou doest, and do it with unwashed hands too.

Bard. Do, my lord. [of foot.

P, Hen- I have procured thee, Jack, a charge
FaL I would it had been of horse. Where

shall I find one that can steal well? O for a

fine thief, of the age of two-and-tweniy or

thereabouts! I am heinously unprovided.
Veil, God be thanked for these rebels,—they
offend none but the virtuous; I laud them, I

praise them.
P.Men. Bardolph,
Bard. My lord. [Lancaster,

P. Men. Go bear this letter to Lord John of

To my brother John; this to my Lord of West-
moreland. [pjrflf Barijolph.

Go, Poins, to horse, to horse; for thou and I

Have thirty miles to nde yet ere dinner-time,

—

[Exit Poms.
Jack, meet me to-morrow in the Temple-hall
At two o’clock in the afternoon: [receive

There shalt thou know thy charge, and there

Money and order for their furniture.

The hmd is burning; Percy stands on high;

And either they or we must lower lie. [Exit.

Fal Rare words! brave world!—Hostess,
my breakfast; come:

—

0, 1 could wish this tavern were my drum!
[Pxif.

ACT IV.

SCEiCE I,—The Rebel Camp near Shrewsburu.

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, and Douglas.

Mot WeE said, my noble Scot: if speaking
truth

In this fine age were not thought flattery.

Such attribution should the Douglas have,
As not a soldier of this season’s stamp
Should go so general current through the world.
By heaven, I caimot flatter; I defy
The tongues of soothers; but a braver place
In my heart’s love hath no man than yourself:
Nay, task me to my word; approve me, lord-

3oug. Thou art the Mng of honour:
No man so potent breathes upon the ground
But I will beard Mm.
Mot Do so, and ’tis well.-—

Enter a Messenger toith letters.

What letters hast thou there?—I can but thank
you.

Mess. These letterscomefromyourfather,—
Mot Letters from him! why comes he not

himself?

KIHG HEHRT IV [act iv.

Mess. He caimot come, my lord; he’s griev-

ous sick.

! Mot Zounds! how has he the leisure to be
sick

In such a justling time? Who leads his power?
Under whose government come they along?
Mess. His letters bear his mind, not I, my

lord. [bed?
Wor, I pr’ythee, tell me, doth he keep Ms
Mess. He did, my lord, four days ere I set

!
forth;

' And at the time of my departure thence
He was much fear’d by Ms physicians.

Wor. 1 would the state of time had first been
whole

1
£re he by sickness had been visited:

' BEs health was never better worth than now.
Mot Sick now! droop now! this sickness

doth infect

The very life-blood of our enterprise;

’Tis catching hither, even to our camp.—
He wntes me here that inward sickness,

—

And that Ms friends by deputation could not
So soon be drawn; nor did he tMnk it meet
To lay so dangerous and dear a trust

On any soul remov’d, but on his own.
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement,

That with our small conjunction we should on,

To see how fortune is dispos’d to us;

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now,
Because the king is certainly possess’d
Of all our purposes. What say you to it?

Wot. Your father’s sickness is a maim to us.

Mot A perilous gash, a very limb lopp’d

off:

—

And yet, in faith, ’tis not; Ms present want
Seems more than we shall find it:—were it good
To set the exact wealth of all our states

AH at one cast? to set so rich a main
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour?
It were not good; for therem should we read
The very bottom and the soul of hope,
The very list, the very utmost bound
Of all our fortunes.

Doug. Faith, and so we should;
Where now remains a sweet reversion:

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what
Is to come in:

A comfort of retirement fives in tMs.
Mot A rendezvous, a home to fly unto,

If that the devil and mischance look-^ig
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. [here.

Wor. But yet I would your father had been
The quality and hair of our attempt
Brooks no division: it will be thought
By some, that know not why he is away,
That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike

Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence:
And think how such an apprehension
May turn the tide of fearful faction.

And breed a kind of 4|uestion in our cause;
For well you know we of the offering side

Must keep aloof from strict arbitremeat,
And stop iU sig^it-holes, every loopfromwhence
The eye of reason may pry in upon us:
TMs absence of your father’s draws a curtain
That shows the ignorant a kind of fear
Before not dreamt of.

Mot You strain too far.

I, rather, of his absence make this use:

—
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It leads a lustre and more great opinion,

A larger dare to our great enterprise,

Than if the earl were here: for men must fhinlr,

If we, without his hel]^, can make a head
To push against the Imgdom, with Ms help
We shall o’ertum it topsy-turvy down.

—

Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole.
Doug. As heart can think: there is not such

a word
Spoke in Scotland as this tenn of fear.

,
Hoi. Forty let it he:

,
My father and Glendower being both away,

i The powens of us may serve so great a day.

,

Come, let us take a muster speedily:
Doomsday is near; die all, die memly.
Doug. Talk not of dying; I am out of fear

,

Of death or death’s hand for tMa one half-year.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Puhlic Road near Covenirg.

Enter Sm Sichakd Vernon.

Hot. My cousin Vernon! welcome, by my
soul. [lord.

Ver. Pray God my news be worth a welcome,
The Earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand

strong,

Is marching hitherwards; with him Prince
John.

Hot Ho harm:—^what more?
Ver. And further, I have leam’d

The king himself in person is set forth,

Or hitherwards intended speedily,
With strong and mighty preparation. [son.

Hot. He shaU be welcome too. Where is ins
The nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales
And his comrades, that daff’d the world aside.

And bid it pass?
Ver. All furnish’d, all in arms;

All plum’d like estridges, tiiat wmg the wind;
Bated like eagles having lately bath’d;
Ghttering in golden coats, like images;
As full of spint as the month of May,
And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer;
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls.

I saw young Hai^,—with his beaver on.

His cuisses on Ms tMghs, gallantly aim’d,

—

Rise from the ground bke feather’d Mercury,
And vaulted with such ease mto Ms seat.

As if an angel dropp’d down from the clouds,

To turn and wmd a fiery Pegasus,
And witch the world with noble horsemansMp.
Hot. Ho more, no more; worse than the sun

in March,
TMs praise doth nourish agues. Let them

come.
They come hke sacrifices in their trim,

And to the fire’ey’d maid of smoky war.
All hot and bleeding, will we ofier them:
The mailed Mars shaU on Ms altar sit.

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire

To hear tMs rich reprisal is so nigh.

And yet not ours,—Come, let me taste my
horse,

Who is to bear me, Hke a thunderbolt,

Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales:
Harry to* Harry shall, hot horse to horse,

Meet, and ne’er part till one drop down a
corse.

—

0 that Glendower were come!
Ver. There is more news:

1 leam’d in Worcester, as I rode along,.

He cannot draw his power tMs fourteen days.

Doitp, That’s the worst tidings that I hear

of yet. [sound.

Wot. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty

Hpt What may the king’s whole battle reach

unto?
Ver. To thirty thousand.

Enter Palstaff and Bardolrh.

Eal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry;
I fill me a bottle of sack; our soldiers shall march
through; we’ll to Sutton-Cop-hiil to-night.

Bard. Win you give me money, captain?
Fal. Lay out, lay out.

Bard. This bottle makes an angel.
Fai. An if it do, take it for thy labour; tad

if it make twenty, take them ail; I’ll answer the
comage. Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at
the town’s end.

Bard. I will, captain: farewell. [Exit.

^

Fal. If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I

! am a soused gurnet. I have misused the king’s
I press damnably. I have got, in exchange of a
hundred and 6ty soldiers, three hundred and
odd pounds. I press me none but good house-
holders, yeomen’s sons; mquire me out con-
tracted bachelors, such as had been asked twice
on the bans; such a commodity of warm slaves
as had as lief hear the devil as a drum; such as
fear the report of a caliver worse than a struck
fowl or a hurt wild-duck. I pressed me none
but such toasts-and-butter, with hearts in their

beUies no bigger than pins’ heads, and they
i have bought out our services; and now my
! whole charge consists of ancients, corporals,

\
heutenants, gentlemen of companies, slaves as
ragged as Lazarus in the painted cloth, where
the glutton’s dogs licked his sores; and such
as, indeed, were never soldiers, but discarded
unjust serving-men, younger sons to younger
brothers, revolted tapsters, and ostlers trade-

fallen; the cankers of a calm world and a long
peace; ten times more dishonourable ragged
than an old-faced ancient; and such have I, to
fill up the rooms of them that have bought out
their services, that you would think that I had
a hundred and fifty tattered proMgals lately

come from swine-keeping, from eating draff and
husks. A mad fellow met me on the way, and
told rpe I had unloaded all the gibbets, and
pressed the dead bodies. Ho eye hath seen
such scarecrows. FU not march through
Coventry with them, that’s flat;—nay, and the
villains march wide betwixt the legs, as if they
had gyves on; for, indeed, I had the most of

them out of prison. There’s but a shirt and a
half in all my company; and the half-shirt is

two napkins tacked together and thrown over
the shoulders like a herald’s coat without
sleeves; and the shirt, to say the trat|i, stolen

from my host at Saint Alban’s, or the red-nose
innkeeper of Daventry, But that’s all one;

they’ll find linen enou^ on every hedge.

Enter Prince Henry and WESTMORELANd.

P. Heiu How now, blown Jack! how now,
quilt!
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Ful Wimt, Hall how now, mad wag! what
a dcfil dost thou ia Warmckshire?—My good
Lord of Westmorciand, I cry you mercy: I

thought your honour had already been at

Shrewsbury.
West Faith, Sir John, ’tis more than lime

that I were there, and you tooj but my powers
are there already. The Mag, I can tell you,

looks for us all; we must away all night.

Fat Tut, never fear me: I am as vigilant as

a cat to steal cream.
P. Men. I think, to steal cream, indeed; for

thy hath already made thee butter. But
ten me, Jack, whose fellows are these that come
after?

Fai: Mine, Hal, mine.
P, Men. I did never see such pitiful rascals.

Fal Tut, tut; good enough to toss; food for

powder, food for powder; they’ll fill a pit as

well as better: tush, man, mortal men, mortal

men.
West Ay, but, Sir John, methinks they are

exccedmg poor and bare,—too beggarly.

Fal Faith, for their poverty, I know not

where they had that; and for their bareness, I

am sure they never learned that of me.
F. Hen. No, I’ll be sworn; unless you call

three fingers on the ribs bare. But, sirrah,

make haste: Percy is already m the field.

Fal What, is the king encamped?
West. He is, Sir John: I fear we shall stay

too long.

Fal Well, [a feast

To the latter end of a fray and the beginning of

Fits a dull fighter and a keen guest. [Exeunt

Scene HI.— Rebel Camp near Shrews-
bury.

Enter Hotspdr; Worcester, Douglas,
and Vernon.

Mot We’ll fight with him to-night.

Wor. It may not he.
' Doug, You give him, then, advantage.

Ver, Hot a whit.

Mot. Why say you so? looks he not for supply?
Ver. So do we.
Mot H!is is certain, ours is doubtful.
Wor. Good cousin, be advis’d; stir not to-

night.

Vet. Do not, my lord.

Doug. You do not counsel well:

You speak it out of fear and cold bean.
Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas: by my

life,

—

And I dare well maintain it with my life,

—

If weU-respected honour bid me on,
I hold as little coimsel with weak fear
As :i[ou, my lord, or any Scot that lives:

—

Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle
Which of us feais.

Doug. Yea, or to-night.

Ver. '' Content.
Mot. To-night, say I. [much,
Ver. Come, come, it may not be. I wonder

Being men of such great leading as you are.
That you foresee not what impediments
Drag back our expedition: certain horse
Of my cousin Vernon’s are not yet come up:
Your uncle Worcester’s horse came but to-day;

And now their pnde and mettle is asleep,

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull,
' That not a horse is half the half of himself.

( Mot So are the horses of the enemy

;

In general, journey-bated and brought low;

i
The better part of ours is full of rest.

Wor. The number of the king exceedeth ours.
For God’s sake, cousin, stay fall all come m.

[The trumpet sounds a parley.

Elder Sir Walter Blunt.

Blunt I come with gracious ofers from the
king,

If you vouchsafe me hearing and respect.

Hot Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt; and would
{ to God
j
You were of our determination!

j

Some of us love you well; and even those some
Envy your great deservxngs and good name,
Because you are not of our quahty,

But stand against us like an enemy, [stand so.

Blunt And God defend but still I should
So long as out of limit and true rule

You stand against anointed majesty!
But, to my charge.—The king hath sent to

know
The nature of your griefs; and whereupon
You conjure from the breast of civil peace
Such bold hostihty; teachmg his duteous land
Audacious cruelty. If that the king
Have any way your good deserts forgot,

—

Which he coofesseth to be manifold,

—

He bids youname your gnefs; and with all speed
You shall have your desires with interest,

And pardon absolute for yourself, and these
Herein misled by your suggestion. [king

Hot The king is kmd; and well we know the
Knows at what time to promise, when to pay.
My father and my uncle and myself
Did give him that same royalty he wears;
And when he was not six-and-twenty strong,

Sick in the world’s regard, wretched and low,
A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home,
My father gave him welcome to the shore;
And when he heard him swear, and vow to God,
He came but to be Duke of Lancaster,
To sue his hvery and beg his peace,
With tears of innocency and terms of zeal,

—

My father, in kind heart and pity mov’d,
Swore him assistance, and perform’d it too.

How, when the lords and barons of the realm
Perceiv’d Horthumberland did lean to him.
The more and less came- in vdth cap and knee;
Met him in boroughs, cities, villages;

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes,

Laid gifts before him, proffer’d him their oaths,
Gave him their heirs as pages, follow’d him
Even at the heels in golden multitudes.
He presently,—as greatness knows itself,

—

Steps me a little higher than his vow
Made to my father, while Ms blood was poor,
Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg;
And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform
Some certam edicts, and some strait decrees.
That lie too heavy on the commonwealth;
Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep
Over his country’s wrongs; and, by this face,

This seeming brow of Justice, did he win
The hearts of all that he did angle for:
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Proceeded further; cut me off the heads I

Of all the favountes that the absent king
j

In deputation left behind him here,
When he was personal m the Irish war.

Blunt, Tat, I came not to hear this.

Bot Then to pomt.
In short time after, he depos’d the king,
Soon after that, depriv’d bitn of his hfe;
And, in the neck of that, task’d the whole state*

To make that worse, suffer’d his kinsman
March,

—

Who is, if every owner were well plac’d,
Indeed his king,—to be mcag’d in Wales
There without ransom to he forfeited;

Disgrac’d me in my happy victones;
Sought to entrap me by intelhgence;

;

Rated my uncle from the council-board;
In rage dismiss’d my father from the court,

|

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on

!

wrong;
And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out
This head of safety; and withal to pry
Into his title, the which we find

Too indirect for long continuance.
BhmU Shall I return this answer to the king?
Hot Not so, Sir Walter: we’ll withdraw

awhile.

Go to the kmg; and let there be impawn’d
Some surety for a safe return again.

And in the morning early shall my uncle
Bring him our purposes: and so, farewell.

Blunt I would you would accept of grace
and love.

Hot And may be so we shall.

Blunt Pray God you do!
]

[Exeunt

Scene IV.

—

Yore:. A Room in the Arch-
bishop’s House.

Enter the Archbishop of York, and Sir
Michael.

Arch. Hie, good Sir Michael; bear this sealed
brief

With winged haste to the lord marshal;
This to my cousin Scroop; and all the rest

To whom they are directed. If you knew
How much they do import, you would make

haste.

Sir M. My good lord,

I guess their tenor.

Arch. Like enough you do.

To-morrow, good Sir Michael, is a day
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men •

Must bide the touch; for, sir, at Shrewsbury,
As I am truly given to understand,
The king, with mighty and quick-raised power.
Meets with Lord Hairy: and I fear, Sir Michael,
What with the sickness of Northumberland,-•

Whose power was in the first proportion,—
And what with Owen Glendower’s absence

thence,

—

Who with them was a rated sinew too,

And comes not in, o’erraled by prophecies,—
I fear the power of Percy is too weak
To wage an instant tnal with the king.

BirM. Why, my good lord, you need not fear;

there is Douglas,
And Lord Mortimer.

Axch. , No, Mortimer is not there.

1
Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord

I

Harry Percy,
' And there is my Lord of Worcester; and a head
< Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen.

Arch. And so there is; but yet the king hath
drawn

The special head of all the land together:

—

The Pnnee of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster,

The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt;

And many more comvals and dear men
Of estimation and command m arms, [oppos’d.

Sir M. Doubt not, my lord, they shaB be well

Arch. I hope no less, yet needful ’tis to fear;

And, to prevent the worst. Sir Michael, speed:
1 For if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the kmg

j

Dismiss his power, he means to visit us,

—

I

For he hath heard of our confederacy,

—

I

And ’tis but wisdom to make strong against him:
! Therefore make haste. I must go write again
' To other friends; and so, farewell, Sir Michael.

[Exeunt severally.

Scene l.—The King’s Camp near Shrews*
bury.

Enter King Henry, Prince Henry, Prince
John of Lancaster, Sir Walter Blunt,
and Sir John Falstaff.

K. Hen. How bloodily the sun begins to peer
Above yon bosky hill! the day looks pale

At his distemperature.
P. Hen. The southern wind

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes,

And by his hollow whistling in the leaves
Foretells a tempest and a blustering day.

K. Hen. Then with the losers let it sympa-
thize,

For nothing can seem foul to those that wm.
[Trumpets sound.

Enter Worcester and Vernon.

How now, my lord of Worcester! ’tis not well
That you and I should meet upon such terms
As now we meet. You have deceiv’d our trust;

And made us doff our easy robes of peace.

To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel;

This is not well, my lord, this is not well.

What say you to it? will you again unknit
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war?
And move in that obedient orb again
Where you did give a fair and natural light;

And be no more an exhal’d meteor,
A prodigy of fear, and a portent

Of broached mischief to the unborn times?
Wot. Hear me, my liege:

For mine own part, I could be well content

To entertain the lag-end of my Hfe
With quiet hours; for, I do protest,

I have not sought the day of this dislike.

K. Hen. You have not sought it! how comes
it, then? {it.

Fat Rebellion lay in his way, and he found
P. Hen. Peace, chewet, peace! [looks

Wor. It pleas’d your majesty to turn your
Of favour from myself and ^ our house;
'And yet I must remember you,, my lord,

We were the first and dearest of your friends.

For you my staff of oflSce did J break
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In Mdiird’s time; and lasted day and night

To meet yon on the way, and kiss yotir hand,
When yet yon were in place and in acconnt.

nothing so strong and fortunate as I,

It was myself, my brother, and his son.

That brought you home, and boldly did outdare
The dangers of the time: you swore to us,

—

And you did swear that oath at Doncaster,

—

That you did nothing purpose ’gainst the stete;

Hor daim no further than your new-fall’n right,

The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster:

To this we swore our aid. But in short space

It rain’d down fortune showering on your head,
And such a flood of greatness fell on you,

—

What with our help, what with the absent king,

What with the injuries of a wanton time,

The seeming sufferances that you had borne.

And the contranous winds that held the king
So long in his unlucky Irish wars
That ah in England did repute him dead,

—

And, from this swarm of fair advantages.

You took occasion to be quickly woo’d
To gnpe the general sway into your hand;
Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster;
And, being fed by us, you us’d us so

As that ungentle guH, the cuckoo’s bird,

Dscth the sparrow,-—4id oppress our nest,

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk [sight

That even our love durst not come near your
For fear of swallowing; but, with nimble wing
We were enforc’d, for safety-sake, to fly

Out of your sight, and raise this present head:
Whereby we stand opposed by such means
As you yourself have forg’d against yourself;

By unkind usage, dangerous countenance,
And violation of all faith and troth

Sworn to us in your younger enterprise.

jST. Hen. These things, indeed, you have ar-

ticulated,

Proclaim’d at market-crosses, read in churches;
To face the garment of rebeflion

«With some colour that may please the eye
Of fickle changeUngs and poor discontents.

Which gape and rub the elbow at the news
Of hurlyburly ionovation;

And never yet did msurrection want
Such water-colours to impaint his cause;
Hor moody beggars, starving for a time
Of pcHmefl havoc and confusion, [a soul

P. Hen. In both our armies there is many
Shall pay foil dearly for this encounter.
If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew.
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the

world
In praise of Henry Percy: by my hopes,
This present enterprise set off Ms hea^
I do not think a braver gentleman,
More active-valiant or more valiant-young.
More daring or more bold, is now alive

To grace this latter age with noble deeds.
For my part, I may speak it to my shame,
I have a truant been to chivalry;
And so I hear he doth account me too:
Yet this before my father’s majesty,

—

I am content that he shall taike the odds.
Of his great name and estimation,
And will, to save the blood on either side.
Try fortune with biiu in a single tight.

K. Hen. And, Prince of Wales, so dare we
venture thee.

Albeit considerations infinite

Do make against it.—No, good Worcester, no,
We love our people well; even those we love

That are misled upon your cousin’s part;

And, will they take the offer of our grace.

Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man
Shall be my fnend again, and I’ll be ins;

So tell your cousin, and brmg me word
What he will do: but if he will not yield.

Rebuke and dread correction wait upon us.

And they shall do their office. Do, be gone;
We will not now be troubled with reply:

We offer fair; take it advisedly.

[Exeunt Wor. and Vjer.

P. Hen. It will not be accepted, on my life:

The Douglas and the Hotspur both together

Are confident against the world m aims.
K. Hen. Hence, therefore, every leader to

his charge;

For, on their answer, will we set on them:
And God befriend us, as our cause is just!

[Exeunt King, Blunt, and P. John.
Fal. Hal, if thou see me down in the battle,

and bestride me, so; ’tis a point of friendship.

P. Hen. Nothing but a colossus can do thee
that friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell.

Fal. I would it were bed-time, Hal, and all

weU.
P. Hen. Why, thou owest God a death.

[Exit
Fal. ’Tis not due yet; I would be loth to

pay him before his day. What need I be so

forward with him that calls not on me? Well,
’tis no matter; honour pricks me on. Yea, but
how if honour prick me off when I come on?
how then? Can honour set-to a leg? no: or an
arm? no: or take away the grief of a wound?
no. Honour hath no Skill in surgery, then?
no. What is honour? a word. What is in that
word, honour? What is that honour? air. A
trim reckoning!—^Who hath it? he that died o’

Wednesday. Doth he feel it? no. Doth he
hear it? no. Is it insensible, then? yea, to the
dead. But will it not live with the living? no.
Why? detraction will not suffer it:—therefore
I’ll none of it: honour is a mere scutcheon:
and so ends my catechism. [Exit

Scene II.—The Rebel Camp.

Enter Worcester and Vernon.

Wor. O, no, my nephew must not know, Sir
Richard,

The liberal kind offer of the king.
Ver. ’Twere best he did.

Wor. Then are we all undone.
It is not possible, it cannot be,
The king should keep Ms word in loving us;
He will suspect us still, and find a time
To punish this offence in other faults:

Suspicion shall be aU stuck full of eyes:
For treason is but trusted like the fox,
Who, ne’er so tame, so chensh’d, and lock’d up,
Will have a wild trick of his ancestors.
Look how we can, or sad or merrily.
Interpretation will misquote our looks;
And we shall feed like oxen at a stall,

The better cherish’d still the nearer death.
My nephew’s trespass may be well forgot,—
It hath the excuse of you^ and heat of blood,
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And an adopted name of privilege,

—

A hare-brained Hotspur, govern’d by a spleen:
AH his offences live upon my head
And on his father’s: we did train him on; «

And, his corruption being ta’en from us,
|

We, as the spnng of all, shall pay for al*
I

Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know.
In any case the offer of the king. 1

Ver. Deliver what you will, FH say ’tis so.

,

Here comes your cousin.

Enter Hotspur and Douglas; Officers ami
Soldiers behind.

Hot. My unde is return’d:—deliver up
My Lord of Westmoreland.—Uncle, whatnews^

Wot. The king will bid you battle presently.
Doug, Defy him by the Lord of Westmore-

land.
Hot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so.

Doug. Marry, and shall, and very willingly.

,

[Exit.
I

Wor, There is no seeming mercy in the king.
[

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid! 1

Wor. I told him gently of our gnevances, ;

Of his oath-breaking; which he mended thus,— ;

By now forswearing that he is forsworn-
j

He calls us rebels, traitors; and will scourge I

With haughty arms this hateful name m us.
j

Reorder Douglas.

Doug. Arm, gentlemen; to arms! for I have
thrown

Better consider what you have to do
Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue,
Can hft your blood up with persuasion.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, here are letters for you.
Hot. I cannot read them now.

—

O gentlemen, the time of life is very short!

To spend that shortness basely were too long,

If life did nde upon a dial’s point,

Still ending at the arrival of an hour
An if we live, we live to tread on kings;

If die, brave death, when pnnces die with us!
How, for our consciences,—the arms arc fair,

When the intent of bearing them is just.

Enter another Messenger.

Mess. My lord, prepare; the king comes on
apace. [tale,

Hot. I thank him that he cuts me from my
For I profess not talking; only this,

—

Let each man do his best: and here draw I

A sword, whose temper I intend to stam
With the best blood that I can meet withal

In the adventure of this perilous day.
Now,

—

Esperance!—Percy!—and set on.

—

Sound all the lofty instruments of war,
And by that music let us all embrace:
For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall

A second tune do such a courtesy.

[The trumpets sound. They embrace, and
exeunt.

A brave defiance in King Henry’s teeth,

And Westmoreland, that was engag'd, did hear
it;

Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on.

Wot. The Prince of Wales stepp’d forth be-
fore the king,

And. nephew, challeng’d you to single fight.

Hot 0, would the quarrel lay upon oux
heads; [day

And that no man might draw short breath to-

But I and Harry Monmouth! Tell me, tell me.
How show’d his tasking? seem’d it in contempt?

Ver. No, by my soul; I never in my hfe
Did hear a challenge urg’d more modestly.
Unless a brother should a brother dare
To gentle exercise and proof of arms.
He gave you all the duties of a man;
Trimm’d up your praises with a princelytongue;
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle;

Making you ever better than his praise,

By still dispraising praise valu’d with you:
And, which became him like a prince indeed.

Scene III,—Plam near Shrewsbury.

Excursions, and parties fighting. Alarum to

the battle. Then enter Douglas ami Blunt
meeting.

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle

thus
Thou Grossest me? What honour dost thpu seek
Upon my head?
Doug. Know, then, my name is Douglas;

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus
Because some tell me that thou art a king.

Blunt. They tell thee true. [bought

Doug. The Lord of Stafford dear to-day hath
Thy hkeness; for, instead of thee, King Harry,
The sword hath ended him: so shall it thee.

Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner.

Blunt. I was not bom a yielder, thou proud
Scot;

And thou shalt find a king that will revenge
Lord Stafford’s death.

[They fight, and Blunt is stain.

He made a blushing cital of himself;

And chid his truant youth with such a grace,

As if he master’d there a double spirit,

Of teaching and of learning instantly.

There did he pause: hut letme tell the world,

—

If he outlive the envy of this day,

England did never owe so sweet a hope,

So much misconstru’d in bis wantonness.

Enter Hotspur.

Hot, 0 Douglas, hadst thou fought at

Hohnedon thus,

I never had triumph’d upon a Scot.

Doug. All’s done, all’s won; here breathless

lies the king.

Hot Where?
Hot. Cousin, I think thou art enamoured

Upon his follies:mever did I hear
Of any prince so wild 0’ liberty.

But he he as he will, yet once ere night

I will embrace him with a soldier’s arm.
That he shall shrink under my courtesy,

—

Arm, arm with speed:—and, fellows, soldiers,

friends,

Doug. Here.
Hot This, Douglas? no; I know this face

full well:

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt;

Semblabiy furnish’d like the king himself.

Doug. A fool go with thy soul, whither it goes!

A borrow’d title hast thou bought too dear:

Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king?
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Hot. The king Mth many masking in Ms
coats.

Doug, How, by my sword, I will tali all Ms
coats;

I’ll murder ail Ms wardrobe, piece by inece

tJntil I meet tbe Mng.
Hot. Up, and away!

Otir soldiers stand full fairly for the day.

[Exeunt

Other alarums. Enter Falstaff.

Fal. Though I couia ’’scape shot-free at Lon-
don, I fear the shot here, here’s no scormg but

upon the pate.—Soft! who art thou? Sir

WMter Blunt;—-there’s honour for you: here’s

no Faulty!—I am as hot as molten lead, and as

heavy too: God keep lead out of me! I need
no more weight than mine own bowels.—I have
led my raggamuffins where they are peppered:

there’s not three of my hundred and fifty left

ahve; and they are for the town’s end, to beg
during Me.—But who comes here?

Enter Prince Henry.

?. Hen. What, stand’st thou idle here? lend

me thy sword:
Many a nobleman hes stark and stiff

Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies,

Whose deaths are unreveng’d; pr’ythee, lend

, me thy sword.

Fal. O Hal, I pr’ythee, give me leave to

breathe awhile.—Turk Gregory never did such
de^ds m arms as I have done this day. I have
paid Percy, I have made Mm sure.

?. Hen. He is, indeed; and hving to Mil

thee. Lend me thy sword, I pr’ythee.

Fal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be
alive thou gettest not my sword; but take my
pistol, if thou wilt.

F. Hen. Give it me: what, is it in ihe case?

Fal. Ay, Hal; ’tis hot, ’tis hot; there’s that

will sack a city.

[The fringe draws out a bottle of sach.

F. Hen. What, is’t a time to jest and dally
• now? [Throws it at him, and exit.

Fal. Well, if Percy be alive, I’ll pierce him.
If he do come in my way, so; if he do not, if

I come in his willin^y, let Mm make a car-

bonado of me. I like not such grinning honour
as Sir Waiter hath: give me Me: wMch if I can
save, so; if not, honour comes unlocked for,

and there’s an end. [Exit.

Scene IV.—Anofher part of the Field.

Alarums. Excursions. Enter King Henry,
Prince Henry, Prince John, and West-
moreland.

K. Hen. 1 pr’ythee,

Harry, withdraw thyself; thou bleed’st too
much.

—

Lord John of Lancaster, go you with Mm.
F.John. Hot I, my lord, unless I.did bleed

too.

F. Hen. I do beseech your majesty, make up,
Lest your retirement do amaze your friends.

K. Hen. I will do so.

—

My Lord of Westmoreland, lead Mm to Ms
tent.

West, Come, my lord, I will lead you to
your tent.

F. Hen, Lead me, my lord? I do not need
your help:

And God forbid a shallow scratch should drive

The Pnnee of Wales from such a field as tMs,
Where stain’d nobility lies trodden on,

And rebels’ arms triumph in massacres!
F. John. We breathe too long;—come,

cousin Wcstmorelandj
Our duty tMs way lies; for God’s sake, come.

[Exeunt P. John and West
P. Hen. By heaven, thou hast deceiv’d me,

Lancaster;

I did not think thee lord of such a spirit:

Before, I lov’d thee as a brother, John;
But now I do respect thee as my soul.

K. Hen. I saw Mm hold Lord Percy at the
point

With lustier maintenance than I did look for

Of such an ungrown warrior.

F. Hen. 0, tMs boy
Lends mettle to us all. [Exit.

Alarums. Enter Douglas.

Doug. Another king! they grow like Hydra’s ^

heads;
I am the Douglas, fatal to all those
That wear those colours on them:—What art

thou,

That counterfeit’st the person of a king?
K. Hen. The king himself, who, Douglas,

grieves at heart,

So many of Ms shadows thou hast met,
And not the very king. I have two boys
Seek Percy and thyself about the field:

But, seeing thou fall’st on me so luckily,

I will assay thee; so, defend thyself!

Doug. I fear, thou art another counterfeit;

And yet, in faith, thou bear’st thee like a king:
But mine I am sure thou art, whoe’er thou be.
And thus I win thee.

[They fight; the King beina in danger.

'

Re-enter P. Henry.

P. Hen. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou
art hke '

Never to hold it up again! the spirits

Of Shirley, StaSord, Blunt, are in my arms:
It is the Pnnee of Wales that threatens thee;
Who never promiseth but he means to pay.

[TheyfiQhi; Douglas

^

ies.

Cheerly, my lord: how fares your grace?

—

Sir Nicholas Gawsey hath for succour sent.
And so hath Clifton: I’ll to Clifton straight.

K. Hen. Stay, and breathe awhile:

—

Thou hast redeem’d thy lost opinion;
And show’d thou mak’st some tender of my life

In tMs fair rescue thou hast brou^t to me.
P. Hen. 0 God, they did me too much in-

jury

That ever said I hearken’d for your death!
If it were so, I might have let alone
The insulting hand of Dougla4 over you,
WMch’would have been as speedy in youn end
As all the poisonous potions in the world.
And sav’d the tre.acherous labour of your son.
K. Btfn. Make up to Clifton, I’ll to Sir

Nicholas Gawsey. . [Exit.
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Enter Hotspur.

Sot If I mistake not> tkoa art Harry Mon-
moutli. [name.

P. Hen. Tkou. speak’st as if I wotdd denymy
Sot My name is Harry Percy.
P.Sen. Wky, then 1 see

A very valiant rebel of the name.
I am the Prince of Wales; and thinlr not,

Percy,
To share with me in glory any more:
Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere;
Hor can one England brook a double reign.
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales.
Hot Nor sh^ it, Harry, for the hour is come

To end the one of us; and would to God
The name in arms were now as great as mme!
P, Hen. rH make it greater ere I part from

thee;
And all the budding honours on thy crest
I’ll crop, to make a garland for my head.

Hot, I can no longer brook thy vanities,

[They fight.

Enter Falstaff,

Fat. Well said, Hall to it, Hall—Nay, you
shall find no boy’s play here, I can tell you.

Re-^nier Douglas; he fights with Falstaff
who falls down as if he were decide and exit

Douglas. Hotspur is immdedf and falls.

Hot 0, Harry, thou hast robb’d me of my
youth!

I better brook the loss of brittle life

Than those proud titles thou hast won of me;
They wound my thoughts worse than thy sword

my flesh:

—

But thought’s the slave of life, and life time’s
fool;

And time, that takes survey of all the world,
Must have a stop. 0, 1 could prophesy,
But that the earthy and cold hand of death
I/ies on my tongue;—No, Percy, thou art dust,
And food for— [Dies.

P, Hen. For worms, brave Percy; fare thee
well, ^eat hearti

—

Dl-weav’d ambition, how much art thou shrunk!
When that this body did contain a spirit,

A kingdom for it was too small a bound;
But now two paces of the vilest earth

Is room enough;—this earth that bears thee
dead

Bears not alive so stout a gentleman.
If thou wert sensible of courtesy,

I should not make so dear a show of zeal;—
But let my favours hide thy mangled face;

And, even in thy behalf, I'll thank myself
For doing these fair rites of tenderness.
Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven!
Thy ignominy'sleep with thee in the grave,

But not remember’d in thy epitaph!

—

[He sees Fal. on the ground.
What, old acquaintance! could not all this

flesh

Keep in a little life? Poor Jack, farewell!

I could have better spar’d a better man.
O, I should have a heavy miss of thee,

’

If I were much in love with Vanity.

Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day.

Though many dearer, in this bloody fray.

j

Embowell’d will I sec thee by tad by;
, Tin then in blood by noble Percy lie. [Ent.
‘ Fal. slowly.] Embowelledl if thou
.embowel me to-day, Pfl give you leave to
* powder me and eat me too to-morrow. ’Sblood,
I
’twas time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant

[

Scot had paid me scot and lot too. Counter-
,
feit? I lie, I am no counterfeit; to die is to be

,
a counterfeit; for he is but the counterfeit of a
man who hath not the life of a man; but to
counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth,
is to be no counterfeit, but the true and perfect
image of life indeed. The better part of valour
is discretion; in the which better part I have
saved my Me. Zounds, I am afraid of this
gunpowder Percy, though he be dead; how if

he should counterfeit too, and rise? I am
afraid he would prove the better counterfeit.
Therefore I’ll make him sure: yea, and I’ll

swear I killed him. Why may not he rise as
well as I? Nothmg confutes me but eyes, and
nobody sees me. Therefore, sirrah [stabbiny
him], with a new wound in your thi^, come
you along with me.

[Takes Hotspur on his back.

Re^er Prince Henry and Prince Jobs.

P. Hen. Come, brother John, full bravely
hast thou flesh’d

Thy maiden sword.

P. John. But, soft! whom have we here?
Did you not teU me this fat man was dead?
P. Hen. I did; I saw him dead, breathless

and bleeding
On the ground.

—

Art thou alive? or is it fantasy
That plays upon our eyesight? I pr’ythee,

speak;
We will not trust our eyes without our ears:

—

Thou art not what thou seem’st.

Fal. No, that’s certain; I am not a double
man: but if I be not Jack Falstaff, then am I
a Jack. There is Percy [throwing the body
down]', if your father will do me any honour,
so; if not, let him Mil the next Percy Mmself-
I look to be either earl or duke, I can assure
you.

P. Hen. Why, Percy I kitted myself, and
saw thee dead.

Fal. Didst thou?—lord, lord, how this
world is given to lying!—I grant you I was down
and out of breath, and so was he; but we rose
both at an mstant, and fought a long hour by
Shrewsbury dock. If I may be believed, so;
if not, let them that should reward valour bear
the sm upon their own heads. I’ll take it upon
my death, I gave him this wound in the thigh;
if the man were alive, and would deny it,

zounds, I would make him eat a piece of my
sword.

P. John. This is the strangest tale that e’er

I heard.

P, Hen. This is the strangest fellow, brother

John.—
Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back
For my part, if a lie may do thee grace,

'

I’ll gild it with the happiest terms I have.
'A retreat is sounded
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Tit« tmmijet sounds retrett; the d»y is ours.
Come, brother, Icfs to the highest of the field,

To see what friends tre living, who are dead.
[Exeunt P. Henry and P. John.

Fol. m follow, as they say, for reward. He
that rewards me, God reward him* If I do
jgrow great. I’ll grow less; for m purge, and
leave sack, and live cleanly, as a nobleman
should do. [Exit, bearing o# the body.

Scene Y,—inofher part of the Field,

The Trumpets sound. Enter King Henry,
Prince Henry, Prince John, Westmore-
land, ojid others, mth WoRciSTER and
Yerhon prisoners.

K, Ren. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke.-
El-spinted Worcester! did we not send grace,

Pardon, and terms of love to all of you?
And wouldst thou turn our offers contrary?

Misuse the tenor of thy kinsman’s trust?

Three knights upon our party slain to-day,

A noble carl, and many a creature else.

Had been ahve this hour,

If, like a Chnstian, thou hadst truly borne
Betwixt our armies true inteihgence. I

Wot. What I have done my safety urg’d me '

to, !

And I embrace this fortune patiently,
!

Since not to be avoided it falls on me.
K, Em, Bear Worcester to the death, and

'

Vernon too;

Other offenders we will pause upon.
[Exeunt WOR. and Ver., guarded.

How goes the field?

F.Hen. Th« noble Scot, Lord Douglas,
when he saw

The fortune of the day quite turn’d from him.
The noble Percy slain, and all his men
Upon the foot of fear,—^fled with the rest;

And falhng from a Mi, he was so bruis’d
That the pursuers took him. At my tent
The Douglas is; and I beseech your grace
X may dispose of him.
K. Hen. With all my heart.

P. Hen. Then, brother John of Lancaster,
to you

This honourable bounty shM belong:
Go to the Douglas, and dehver him
Dp to his pleasure, ransomless and free:

His valour, shown upon our crests to-day,
Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds
Even in the bosoms of our adversaries.
F. John. 1 thank your grace for this high

courtesy,

Which I shall give away immediately.
X Hen. Then this remains,—^that we divide

our power.

—

You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland,
Towards York shall bend you with your dearest

speed.
To meet Northumberland and the prelate

Scroop,
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms:
Myself,—and you, son Harry,—^will towards

Wales,
To fight with Glendower and the Earl or March,
Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway,
Meeting the check of such another day:
And since this business so fair is done,
Let us not leave till all our own be won.

[Exeunt,



SECOND PART

OF KING HENRY IV

PERSONS REPRESENTED

King Henry ihe Fototh.

Henry, Prince of Wales, afterwords']

King Henry V.,

Thomas, Duke of Clarence,

Prince John of Lancaster, after- fas

Wards (Henry V.) Duke of Bed- r Sons,

ford,
Prince Humphrey of Gloster,

afterwards (Henry V.) Duke of
Gloster,

Earl of Warwick,
1

Earl ofWestmoreland, of the

Earl of Surrey, I King’s paTtv>

Gower.
Harcourt, j

Lord €hief-Justice of the King's Bench.

A Gentleman attending on the Chief-Justice.

Earl of Northumber-
land,

Scroop, Archbishop of
York, [ Enetnies to the

Lord Mowbray, f King.
Lord Hastings,
Lord Bardolph,
Sir John Cqlevile,

SCENE,-

INDUCTION.
Warkworth. Before Northumberland’s

Castle.

Enter Rumour, painted full of tongues.

Rum. Open your ears; for which of you will

stop

Travers and Morton, Retainers of Nor-
thumberland.

Falstaff, Bardolph, Pistol, and Page

Poms and Peto, Attendants on Princb
Henry.

Shallow and Silence, Country JvsUces

Davy, Servant to Shallow.
Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and

Bullcalf, Recruits.

Fang and Snare, Sheriff's Officers.

Humour.

A Porter.

A Dancer, Speaker of the Epilogue.

Lady Northumberland.
Lady Percy.

Mistress QxncKL% Hostess of a Tavern in
Eastcheap.

Doll Tearsheet.

Lords and other Attendants; Officers, Soldiers
Messengers, Drawers, Beadles, Grooms,
&c.

•England.

The vent of hearingwhen loud Rumour speaks?

1, from the orient to the drooimig west,
Making title wind my post-horse, sfali unfold
The acts commenced on this ball of earth:

Upon my tongues continual slanders ride.

The which in every language I pronounce.
Stuffing the ears of men with false reports.
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I spetk ai peace, while covert enmity,

Onder the smile of safety, wocnds the world*

And who but Rumour, who but only I,

MiJke fearful' musters and prepar’d defence;

Whilst the big year, swoln with some other

gnef,

Is thought with child by the stem tyrant war,

And no such matter? Rumour is a pipe

Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures;

And of so easy and so plain a stop

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads,

The still-disrordant wavenng multitude,

Can play upon it But what need I thus

My well-feiiown body to anatomize
Among my household? Why is Rumour here?

I run before King Harry’s victory;

Who, in a bloody field by Shrewsbury, [troops,

Hath beaten dowm young Hotspur and his

Quenching the Same of bold rebellion

Even with the rebel’s blood. But what mean I

To speak so true at first? my office.is

To noise abroad that Harry Monmouth fell

Hnder the wrath of noble Hotspur’s sword;

And that the king before the Douglas’ rage

Stoop’d hiS anointed head as low as death.

This have I rumour’d through the peasant

towns
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone.

Where Hotspur’s father, old Northumberland,
lies crafty-sick; the posts come tinng on,

And not a man of them bnngs other news
Than they have learn’d of me: from Rumour’s

tongues [true wrongs.
Tliey bring smooth comforts false, worse than

[Exit.

ACT L

Scene l.—The same.

The Porter before the Gate; enter Lord
Bardolph.

L. Bard. Who keeps the gate here, ho?

—

Where is the earl?

Port What shall I say you are?
L Bard. Tell thou the earl

That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here.
Port, His lordship is walk’d forth into the

orchard:
Please it your honour, knock but at the gate.
And he himself will answer.

1. Bard. Here comes the earl.

[Exit Porter.

Enter Northumberland.

North What news, Lord Bardolph? every
minute now

Should be the father of some stratagem:
The times are wild, contenDon, like a horse,
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose
And bears down all before him.

L. Bard. Noble earl,

I bnng you certain news from Shrewsbury.
North Good, an God will!

L. Bard, As good as heart can wish:

—

The Mag is almost wounded to the death;
And, in the fortune of my lord your son,
Pnnce Harry slain outright; and both the

Blunts [JnTtn^
Kill’d by the hand of Doujglas; young

And Westmoreland, and Stafford, fled the field;

And Harry Monmouth’s brawn, the hulk Sir
John,

Is prisoner to your son: 0, such a day,

So fought, so follow’d, and so fairly won,
Came not nil now to dignify the times.

Since Caesar’s fortunesi

North. How is this denv’d?
Saw you the field? came you from Shrewsbury?

L. Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that
came from thence;

A gentleman well bred and of good name,
* That freely render’d me these news for true.

[
North. Here comes my servant Travers,

i whom I sent

On Tuesday last to listen after news.
* L.Bard. My lord, I over-rode him on the

way;
And he is furnish’d with no certainties

More than he haply may retail from me.

Enter Travers.

North. Now, Travers, what good tidings
come with you? [back

Tra. My lord, Sir John Umfrevile turn’d me
With joyful tidings; and, being better hors’d,
Out-rode me. After him came spumng hard
A gentleman, almost forspent with speed,
That stopp’d by me to breathe his bloodied

horse.

He ask’d the way to Chester; and of him
I did demand what news from Shrewsbury.
He told me that rebellion had bad luck,

And that young Harry Percy’s spur was cold.

With that, he gave his able horse the head,
And, bending forward, struck his armed heels
Against the panting sides of, his poor jade
Dp to the rowel-head; and starting so,

He seem’d in running to devour the way,
Staying no longer question.

North. Ha!—Again:
Said he young Harry Percy’s spur was cold?
Of Hotspur, coldspur? that rebellion
Had met ill-luck?

L. Bard. My lord, PH tell you what;
If my young lord your son have not the day,
Upon mine honour, for a silken point

I’U give my barony: never talk of it.

North. Why should the gentleman that rode
by Travers

Give, then, such mstances of loss?
L. Bard. Who, he?

He was some hilding fellow, that had stolen
The horse he rode on; and, upon my life,

Spoke at a venture*—Look, here comes more
news.

Enter Morton.

North. Yea, this man’s brow, like to a title-

leaf,

Foretells the nature of a tragic volume:'
So looks the strand, whereon the imperious

flood

Hath left a witness’d usurpation,

—

Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrews-
bury?,

Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord;

Where hateful death put on his ugjiest mask
To fright our party.
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North* How dotk my soa and brother? Too sooa ta’ea prisoner; and that fiiriotis Scot,
Thou trembiest; and the whiteness in thy cheek The bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. sword {king,
Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless. Had three times slain the appearance of the
So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone, . ’Gan vail his stomach, and did grace the shame
Drew Priam’s curtam m the dead of mght, ' Of those that turn’d their backs; and in his
And would have told him half his Troy was flight,

bum’d; I Stumbhng in fear, was took. The sum of all

But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue,
,

Is, that the king hath won; and hath sent out
And I my Percy’s death ere &ou report’st it. : A speedy power to encounter you, my lord,

This thou wouidst say,—Your son ^d thus and Dnder the conduct of young Lancaster
thus; And Westmoreland. This is the news at full.

Your brother thus; so fought the noble Douglas, ! North. For this I shall have time enough to

Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds. mourn.
But m the end to stop mine ear mdeed, In poison there is physic; and these news,
Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise, Having been well, that would have made me
Ending with—brother, son, and all are dead. sick,

Jkfor, Douglas is living, and your brother, Being sick, have in some measure made me
yet;

|

well.

But, for my lord your son,—
|

And as the wretch, whose fevcr-weaken*d
North. Why, he is dead. ! joints.

See what a ready tongue suspicion hath! Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life,

He that but fears the thing he would not know Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire

Hath by rnsdnet knowledge from others’ eyes Out of his keeper’s arms; even so my limbs,
That what he fear’d is chanced. Yet speak, Weaken’d with grief, being now enrag’d with

Morton; gnef,

Tell thou thy earl his divination lies, Are thrice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou
And I will take it as a sweet disgrace, mce cratch!

And make thee rich for doing me such wrong. A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel,

Mor. You are too great to be by me gainsaid: Must glove this hand: and hence, thou sickly

Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. quoif

!

North. Yet, for all this, say not that Percy’s Thou art a guard too wanton for the head
dead. Which princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to

1 see a strange confession in thine eye: hit.

Thou shak’st thy head, and hold’st it fear or sin Now bind my brows with iron, and approach

To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so; The rugged’st hour that time and spite dare

The tongue offends not that reports his death: bring

And he doth sin that doth belie the dead; To frown upon the enrag’d Northumberland!
Not he which says the dead is not alive. Let heav’n kiss earth! Now let not Nature’s

Yet the first bnnger of unwelcome news hand
Hath but a losing office; and his tongue Keep the wild flood confin’d! let order die!

Sounds ever after as a sullen bell. And let this world no longer be a stage

Remember’d knolling a departmg friend. To feed contention in a Ungenng act;

L, Bard. I cannot think, my lord, your son But let one spirit of the first-born Cain

is dead. Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set,

Mor. I am sorry I should force you to believe On bloody courses, the rude scene may end

That which I would to God I had not seen; And darkness be the buner of the dead!

But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state,

Rend’ring faint quittance, wearied and out-

breath’d, [down
To Harry Monmouth; whose swift wrath beat

The never-daunted Percy to the earth.

From whence with life he never more sprang

Tra. This strained passion doth you wrong,
my lord.

L. Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom
from your honour.

Mor. The lives of all your loving complices
Lean on your wealth; the which, if you give o’er

To stormy passion, must perforce decay.

In few, Ms death,—whose spirit lent a fire

Even to the dullest peasant in his camp,—
Being bruited once, took fire and heat away
From the best-temper’d courage in his troops;

For from his metal was Hs party steel’d;

Which once in Mm abated, ah the rest

Turn’d on themselves, like duU and heavy lead:

And as the tMng that’s heavy in itself.

Upon enforcement, flies with greatest speed,

So did our men, heavy in Hotspur’s loss.

Lend to tMs weight such lightness with their

fear,

That arrows fled not swifter toward their aim
Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety,

Fly from ' the field. Then was that noble

Worcester

You cast the event of war, my noble lord,

And summ’d the account of chance, before

you said,

Let us make head. It was your presurmise
That in the dole o* blows your son might

drop:

You knew he walk’d o’er perils on an edge.
More likely to fall in than to get o’er;

You were advis’d Ms flesh was capable
Of wounds and scars; and that Ms forward

spirit [rang’d:

Would lift him where most trade of danger
Yet did you say,—Go forth; and none of this

Though strongly apprehended, could restrain

The stiff-borne action. What hath, then, be-
‘ fallen.
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Ot whAt Mill tlik bold eatersdse broaght fortb,

More than thai b<aag wMcb was like to be?

L. B&rd, We til that axe cagtgcd to tias loss

Kaew tbtt we featur’d oa sucb dangerous seas,

Tlitt if we wrought out life, *twts ten to one:

And yet we featur’d, for the gam propos’d

Choldd the respect of likely pcrd fea?d;

And smoB we are o’cxset, fentare again.

Come, we will tS put forth, body and goods.

Mm. ’Til more than taut: and, my most
noble k»rd,

I heir for certain, and do speak the truth,—

the gentile AjxhMshop of York is up
With weH-appointed powers: he is a man
Who with a doable surety binds his followers.

My lord your son had only but the corpse.

But shadows and the shows of men, to fight:

For that same word, rebellion, did divide

The action of their bodies from their souls;

AM diey did fight with queasiness, constrain’d,

As men drink potions; their weapons only

&em’d on our side, bnt, for their spirits and
,

souls.

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up,
|

iU fish are in a pond. But now the arch-

bishop
Turns insurrection to reli^ont

Suppos’d sincere and holy in his thoughts.

He’s follow’d both with body and with mind;
And doth enlarge his rising with the blood

Of faur Kmg Richard, scrap’d from Pomfret
stones;

Bcrifes from heaven his quarrel and his cause;

TeBs them he doth bestride a bleeding land.

Gasping for life under great BoEngbroke;
And more and less do flock to follow him.

North. I knew of this before; but, to speak
truth,

This present grief had wip’d it from my mind.
Go in with me; and counsel every man
The aptest way for safety and revenge.
Get posts and letters, and make friends with

speed,—
Never so few, and never yet more need.

[Exeunt.

Scene n.—Loiax>ir. A Street

Enter Sm John Falstape, with his Page
hearing his sword am bucfder.

Fal Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor
to my water?

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a
good healthy water; but, for the party that owed
it, he might have more <fiseases than he knew
of,

FdL Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at
me: the brain of this foolish-compounded clay,

man, is not able to invent anything that tends
to laughter, more than I invent or is invented
on me: I am not only witty in myself, but the
cause that wit is in other men. Ido here walk
before thee like a sow that hath overwhelmedM her Ktter but one. If the prince put thee
intomy service for any other reason than to set
me off, why then I have no judgment Thou
whoreson mandrake, thou art fitter to be worn
in my cap than to wait at my heels. I was
never manned with an agate till now: but I will
set you neither in gold nor silver, but in vile

apparel, and send you back again to your mas-
ter, for a jewel,—the juvenaJ, the prince your
master, whose chin is not yet fledged. I wiH
sooner have a beard grow in the palm of my
hand than he shall get one on Ms cheek; and
yet he will not stick to say his face m a face-
royal: God may finish it when he will, it is nota
hair amiss yet: he may keep it still as a face-
royal, for a barber shall never earn sixpence out
of it; and yet he wiE be crowing as if he had wnt
man ever since Ms father was a bachelor. He
may keep Ms own grace, but he is almost out of
mine, I can assure him.—What said Master
Dumbieton about the satin for my short closi
and my slops?

Page. He said, sir, you should procure Mm
better assurance than Bardolph: he would not
take Ms bond and yours; he liked not the
security.

Fal Let Mm be damned, like the glutton!
' may Ms tongue be hotter!—A whoreson Achi-
I tophel! a rascally yea-forsooth knave! to bear
a gentleman in hand, and then stand upon
security!—'The whoreson smooth-pates do now
wear nothing but Mgh shoes, and bunches of
keys at their girdles; and if a man is thorough
with them in honest taking up, then they must
stand upon security. I had as hef they would
put ratsbane in my mouth as offer to stop it with
security. I looked he should have sent me two-
and-twenty yards of satin, as I am a true knight,

,
and he sends me security. Well, he may sleep

, in security; for he hath the horn of abundance,
> and the hghtness of Ms wife sMnes through it:

,

and yet cannot he see, though he have Ms own
’ lantern to light Mm.—Where’s Bardolph?

Page. He’s gone into Smithfield to buy your
worship a horse.
Fal 1 bought Mm in Paul’s, and he’ll buy

me a horse in Smithfield; an I could get me
but a wife, in the stews, I were manned, horsed,
and wived.

Page. Sir, here comes the nobleman that
comimtted the prince for striking him about
Bardolph.
Fal Wait close; I will not see him.

Enter the Lord CMef-Justice and an Attendant.

Ch. Just What’s he that goes there?
Aiten. Falstaff, an’t please your lordsMp.
Ch. Just He tbat was in question for the

robbery?
Aiten. He, my lord: but he hath since done

good service at Shrewsbury; and, as I hear, is

now going with some charge to the Lord John
of Lancaster.

Ch. Just What, to York? Call Mm back
again.

Atten. Sir John Falstaff!

Fal Boy, tell Mm, I am deaf. [deaf.
Page. You must speak louder; my master is

Ch. Just I am sure he is, to the hearing of
anything good.—Go, pluck Mm by tiie elbow;
I must speak with him.
Atten. Sir John,—
Pal What! a young knave, and begging!

Is there not wars? is there not employment?
Doth not the king lack subjects? Do not the
rebels need soldiers? Though it be a shame to
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be oa any sade baJ one» it is worse stale to beg Fai. He that bacMes Iiim ia aiy ta aanot
than to be on the worst side, were it worse than ' live in less.

the name of rebellion can tep how to make it CJj. Just. Yow means are very sltadetr, jod
Atten, You mistake me, ar. yoar waste is great.

Fa!. Why, sir, did I say you were an honest < Fai. I would it were otherwise; I would my
man? setting my knighthood and my soldiership means were greater and my waist slenderer,
aside, I had lied ia my throat if I had said so.

;
CA. Just You have misled the youthful

Atten. I pray you, sdr, then set your knight- prince,

hood and your soldiership aside; and give me
,

Fat The young prince hath misled me: I
leave to tell you, you lie in your throat, if you

}
am the fellow wittt the great belly, and he my

say I am any other than an honest man. ! dog.
Fal I give thee leave to tell me so! I lay! Ch. Just Well, I am loth to gaH anew-healed

aside that which grows to me! If thou gettest wound: your day’s service at Shrewsbury hath
any leave of me, hang me; if thou tafcest leave,

;
a httle gilded over your night’s exploit on Gads-

thou wert better be hanged. You hunt-counter, I hdl: you may thank the unquiet dme for your
hence! avaunt!

! quiet o’erposting that action.

Atten. Sir, my lord would speak with you.
|

Fat My lord,—
Ch. Just Sir John Falstaff, a word with you. ‘ Ch. Just But since all is wcfi, keep it so:

Fal. My good lord!—God give your lordship
;

wake not a sleeping wolf. ffox.

good time of day. I am glad to see your lord- < Fai. To wake a wolf is as bad as to smel a
ship abroad: I heard say your lordship was

]
Ch. Just What! you are as a candle, the

sick: I hope your lordship goes abroad by ' better part burnt out.

advice. Your lordship, though not clean past ‘ Fal A wassail candle, my lord; all tallow;

your youth, hath yet some smack of age in you, j if I did say of wax, my groi^ would approve
some relish of the saitness of time; and I most \

the truth.

humbly beseech your lordship to have a Ch. Just There is not a white hair on your
reverend care of your health. face but should have his effect of gravity.

Ch. Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your Fat. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy,

expedition to Shrewsbury. Ch. Just You follow the young prince up
Fat An’t please your lordship, I hear his |

and down, hke his ill angel,

majestyis returned with some discomfort from
j

Fal. Not so, my lord; your ill angel is light;

Wies. but I hope he that looks upon me wili take me
Ch. Just I talk not of his majesty:—you I

without weighing: and yet, m some respects, I

T^ould not come when I sent for you. \ grant, I cannot go:—I cannot tell. Virtue is

Fal. And I hear, moreover, his highness is i of so little regard m these costermonger times
fallen into this same whoreson apoplexy. i that trae valour is turned bear-herd: pregnancy

Ck. /• "4. Well, God mend him! I pray you
\
is made a tapster, and hath his quick wit wasted

let me speak with you. -m giving reckonings; all the other gifts ap-

Fd. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of
;
pertinent to man, as the malice of this age

lethargy, an’t please your lordship; a kind of ’ shapes them, are not worth a goosebe:^. You
sleeping in the blood, a whoreson tingling, iis. ! that are old consider not the capacities of us

Ch. Just What tell you me of it? be it as it i that are young; you measure the heat of our
Fd. It hath its onginal from much gnef,

j

livers with the bitterness of your galls: and we
from study, and perturbation of tbe brain: I that are in the vaward of our youth, I must con-

have read the cause of his effects in Galen; it fess, are wags too.

is a kind of deafness. Ch. Just. Do you set down your name in the

Ch. Just I think you are fallen into the scroll of youth, that are wntten down old with

disease; for you hear not what I say to you. aE the characters of age? Have you not a moist
Fd. Very well, my lord, very weE: rather, eye? a dry hand? a ycEow cheek? a white beard?

an’t please you, it is the disease of not listemng, a decreasmg leg? an increasmg beEy? Is not

the malady of not marking, that I am troubled your voice broken? your wmd short? your chin

withal. double? your wit single? and every part about

Ch. Just To punish you by the heels would you blasted with antiquity? and wEl you yet call

amend the attention of your ears; and I care yourseff young? Fie, fie, fie, Sir John!
not if I do become your physician. Fal My lord, I was bom about three of the

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my lord, but not clock in the afternoon, with a white head, and
so patient: your lordship may minister the something a round beEy. For my voice,—

I

potion of imprisonment to me in respect of have lost it with hoEaing and singing of

poverty; but how I should be your patient to anthems. To approve my youth further, I will

foEow your prescriptions, the wise may make not; the truth is, I am only old in judgment and
some dram of a scruple, or, indeed, a scruple understanding; and he that will caper with me
itself. for a thousand marks, let him lend me the

Ch. Just I sent for you when there were money, and have at him. For the box o* the ear

matters against you for your life, to come speak that the pnnce gave you,—he gave itEkearude
with me. prince, and you took it like a sensible lord._ I

Fd. As I was then advised by my learned have checked him for it; and the young Eon
counsel in the laws of this land-service, I did repents; marry, not in ashes and sackcloth, but -

not come. in new sEk and old sack.

Ck. Just Wefl, the truth is, Sir John, you Ch. Just WeE, God send the prince abetter

Eve in great infamy. companion!
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M. God scad tlie coiapaiiioo t better

jaince! I caimot rid mj baads of ban.

Ch, Ju$L Wei, th® bag hath severed you

tad Prince Harry: I bear you are gomg with

tod Joha of Itncaster tgmmst the archbishop

and the Earl of Horthumberlaad.

Fd, Yea; I thank your pretty sweet wit for

it. But look you, pray, ai you that kiss ray

Lady Peace at home, that our armies join not in

a hot day; for, by the tod, I take bat two shirts

out with me, and I mean not to sweat extraordi-

narily: if it be a hot day, tad I brandish any-

thing but my bottle, I would I might never spt

white again. There is not a dangerous action

can creep out his head hut I am thrust upon it:

,

well, I cannot last ever: hut it was always yet

;

the tncfc of our English nanon, if they have a

good thing, to make it too common. If you

will needs sty I am an old man, you should

give me rest. I would to God my name were
not so terrible to the enemy as it is: I were

;

better to be eaten to death with rust than to he
scoured to nothing with perpetual motion.

Ch. Just Well, be honest, be honest; and

;

God bless your expedition!
|

Fd. Will your lordship lend me a thousand
;

pound to furmsh me forth?

Ch. Jmt. Not a penny, not a penny; you
are too impatient to bear crosses. Fare you
weU: commend me to my cousin Westmore-
land.

[Exeunt Chief-Justice and Attendant.

Fd. If I do, fillip me with a three-man
beetle.—A man can no more separate age and
covetousness than he can part young limbs and
lechery: but the gout gafls the one, and the

pox pinches the other; and so both the diseases

prevent my curses.—Boy!—
Page. Sir?

Pal. What money is in my purse?

Page. Seven groats and two pence.

Pd. I can get no remedy against this con-
sumption of the purse: borrowing only lingers

and hngers it out, but the disease is incurable.

—Go bear this letter to my Lord of Lancaster;

this to the pnnee; this to the Earl of West-
moreland; and this to old Mistress Ursula,
whom I have weekly sworn to marry since I

perceived the first white hair on my chin.

About it; you know where to find me. [Exit.

Page.} A pox of this gout! or, a gout of this

poxi for the one or the other plays the rogue
with my great toe. It is no matter if I do
halt; I have the wars for my colour, and my
pension shall seem the more reasonable. A
good wit will make use of anything. I will

turn diseases to commodity. [Exit

ScEKE ILL

—

York. A Room in the Arch-
bishop’s Palace.

How, in our means, we should advance our-
selves

To look with forehead bold and big enough
Upon the power and puissance of the kmg.
Hast. Our present musters grow upon the

file

To five-and-twenty thousand men of choice;

And our supplies live largely in the hope
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom burns
With an incensed fire of injuries,

L. Bard. The question, then. Lord Hast-
ings, standeth thus;

—

Whether our present five-and-twenty thousand
May hold up head without Northumherland?

Hast. With him, we may.
L. Bard. Ay, many, there’s the point:

But if without him we be thought too feeble,

My judgment is, we should not step too far

Till we had his assistance by the hand;
For, m a theme so bloody-fac’d as this,

Conjecture, expectation, and surmise
Of aids uncertain, should not be admitted.

Arch. ’Tis very true, Lord Bardoiph; for,

indeed,
It was young Hotspur’s case at Shrewsbury.

L. Bard. It was, my lord; who lin’d him-
self with hope,

Eating the air on promise of supple,

Flattering himself with project of a power

,

Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts:

j

And so, with great imagination,

I
Proper to madmen, led his powers to death,

' And, winking, leap’d into destnictioo. [hurt

Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did
To lay down likelihoods and forms of hope.

L. Bard. Yes, in this present quality of war;-
Indeed, the instant action,—a cause on foot,—
Lives so inhope, as in an early spring
We see the appearing buds; which, to prove

fruit,

Hope gives not so much warrant, as despair
That frosts will bite them. When we mean to

Wld,
We first survey the plot, then draw the model;
And when we see the figure of the house,
Then must we rate the cost of the erection;
Which, if we find outweighs abihty,
What do we then but draw anew the model
In fewer oflSces, or at least desist [work,—
To build at aU? Much more, m this great
Which is almost to pluck a kingdom down
And set another up,—should we survey
The plot of situation and the model,
Consent upon a sure foundarion.
Question surveyors, know our own estate.
How able such a work to undergo,
To weigh against his opposite; or else,

We fortify in paper and in figures,

Using the names of men instead of men:
Like one that draws the model of a house

Enter the Archbishop op York, the Lords
JHastings, Mowbray, and Bardoiph.

Arch. Thus have you heard our cause and
know our means;

And, my most noble Mends, I pray you all

Speak j^nly your opinions of our hopes:—
And first, lord marshal, what say you to it?

Mowb. I well allow rile occasion of our arms;
But gladly would be better satisfied

Beyond his power to build it; who, half through.
Gives o’er, and leaves his part-created cost
A naked subject to the weeping clouds,
And waste for churlish winter’s tyranny.
Hast. Grant that ow hopes,—yet likely of

fair birth,

—

Should be still-bom, and that we now possess’d
The utmost man of expectation;
I riimk we are a body strong enough,
Even as we are, to equal with the king.
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L. Bard, What, is the Mug but five-aad-

tweaty thousand?
Hast, To us no more; nay, not so much, Lord

Bardoiph;
For his divisions, as the times do brawl,

Are in three heads: one power against the

,

French,
And one against Glendower; perforce a third

Must take up us: so is the unfinn fcmg
In three divided; and his cofers sound
With hollow poverty and emptiness. ‘

Arch. That he should draw ins several

,

strengths together, ’

And come against us in full puissance,
Need not be dreaded.
Hast. If he should do so,

He leaves his back unarm’d, the French and
Welsh )

Baying him at the heels: never fear that.
;

X. Bard. Who is it like should lead his forces
;

hither? [moreland;

!

Hast. The Duke of Lancaster and West-
\

Against the Welsh, himself and Harry Mon-
mouth:

But who is substituted ’gainst the French,
I have no certain notice.

Arch. Let us on,

And publish the occasion of our arms.
The commonwealth is sick of their own choice;

Their over-greedy love hath surfeited:

An habitation giddy and unsure
Hath he that huildeth on the vulgar heart.

O thou fond many! with what loud applause

Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Boling-

broke,
Before he was what thou wouldst have him be!

And being now tiimm’d in thine own desires,

Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him
That thou provok’st thyself to cast him up.

So, so, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge

Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard;
j

And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up,

And howl’st to find it. What trust is in these

times? [die,

They that, when Richard liv’d, would have him
j

Are now become enamour’d on his grave:

Thou, that threw’st dust upon his goodly head.

When through proud London he came sighing

on
After the admired heels of Bolingbroke,

Cry’st now, 0 earth yield us that king again^

And take thou this! 0 thoughts of men accursti

Past, and to come, seems best; things present,

. worst. [set on’

Mowb. Shall we go draw our numbers, and
Hast. We are time’s subjects, and time bids

be gone- [Exeunt.

Scene I.—London. A Street.

Enter Hostess, Fang and his Boy with her,

and Snkre SoUowing.

Host Master Fang, have you entered the
action?

Fang. It is entered.

Host. Where is your yeoman? Is it a lusty

yeoman? wiU he stand to it?

Fang. Sirrah, where’s Snare?

Host. 0 Lord, ay! good Master Snare.

Snare. Here, here.
Fang. Snare, we must arrest SirJohn Falstaff.
Host. Yea, good Master Snare; I have en-

tered him and alL
Snare. It may chance cost some of us our

lives, for he will stab.

Host. Alas the day! take heed of him; he
stabbed me in mine own house, and that most
beastly: in good faith, he cares not what mis-
chief he doth, if his weapon be out: he will foin

like any devil; he will spare neither man,
woman, nor child.

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not for
his thrust.

Host. No, nor I neither: I’ll be at your elbow.
Fang. An I but fist him once; an he comes

but withm my vice,—
Host. I am undone by his going; I warrant

you, he is an iofinitive thmg upon my score:

—

good Master Fang, hold him sure;—good
Master Snare, let him not ’scape. He comes
contmuantly to Pie-coraer,—saving your man-
hoods,— to buy a saddle; and he is indited to
dinner to the Lubber’s Head in Lumber Street,

to Master Smooth’s the silkman: I pray ye,
since my exion is entered, and my case so
openly known to the world, let him be brought
in to his answer. A hundred mark is a long one
for a poor lone woman to bear: and I have
borne, and borne, and borne; and have been
fubbed oS, and fubbed oS, and fubbed oft,

from this day to that day, that it is a shame to

be thought on. There is no honesty in such
dealing; unless a woman should be made an

*

ass and a beast, to bear every knave’s wrong.
Yonder he comes; and that arrant malmsey-
nose knave, Bardoiph, with him. Do your
offices, do your offices, Master Fang and Master
Snare; do me, do me, do me your offices.

Enter Sir John Faxstaff, Page, and Bar-
DOLPH.

Fd. How now! whose mare’s dead? what’s
the matter?

Fang. Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of

Mistress Quickly.

Fal. Away, varlets!—Draw, Bardoiph: cut

me off the villain’s head; throw the tpean In

the channel.
Host. Throw me in the chaimdl! PH thirow

thee in the channel. Wat thou? wilt thou?

thou bastardly rogUe!—Murder, murder! 0
thou honeysuckle villain! wilt thou SaH God’s
officers and the king’s? 0 thou honey-seed
rogue! thou art a honey-seed; a man-queller
and a woman-queller.
Fd. Keep them off, Bardoiph.
Fang. A rescue! a rescue!

Host Good people, bring a rescue or two.

—

Thou wo’t, wo’t thou? thou wo’t, wo’t thou?

do, do, thou rogue! do, thou hemp-seed!
Fd. Away, you scullion! you rampallian! you

fustilanan! I’H ticMe your catastrophe.

Enter the Lord Chief-Justice, attended.

Ch. Jmt What is the matter? keep the peace

here, ho!

Host Good my lord, be good to me! I be-

seech you, stand to me!.
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CA. Just. How now, Sir Jolm! wiuit, tre you
tjarmwimg 2i«fe? fbusutess?

Dotii tMs become your ^tce, your tnne, and
You sbcrnld bAfe been weE on jour way to

York.— {on him?
Stand from bsm, feEow: wherefore bang’st thou

Host. O my most worsMpfuJ lord, an’t please

your grace, I am a poor widow of Eastchcap,

and be is arrested at my smt
Ch. Just, For what sum?
Host It is more than for some, my lord; it

is for all,—«E I bafe. He bath eaten me out

of bouse and borne; he bath put all my sub-

stance into that fat beEy of bis:—but I will have

some of It out again, or I wEl ride thee o’ nights

iibe the mare.
Fal I think I am as like to ride the mare, if

I ba¥e any vantage of ground to get up.

Ch, Just How comes this, Sir John? Fie!

What man of good temper would endure this

tempest of exclamation? Axe you not ashamed
to enforce a poor vidow to so rough a course
to come by her own?
Fat What is the gross sum that I owe thee?

Host. Many, if thou wert an honest man,
thyself and the money too. Thou didst swear
to me upon a parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in my

:

Dolphin-chamber, at the round table, by a sea-

:

coal fire, upon Wednesday in Whitsun-week,
|

when the pnnce broke thy head for liMng his
j

father to a smging-man of Windsor,—thou didst i

swear to me then, as I was washing thy wound,
j

to marry me, and make me my lady thy wife,
j

Canst thou denjr it? Did not goodwife Keech,
|

the butcher’s wife, come in then, and call me
gossip Quickly? coining in to borrow a mess of

vinegar; telling os she had a good dish of

prawns; whereby thou didst desire to eat some;
whereby I told thee they were in for a green
wound? And didst thou not, when she was
gone down stairs, desire me to be no more so
familiarity with such poor peo|de; saying that

ere long they should call me madam? And
didst thou not Mss me, and hid me fetch thee
thirty shillings? I put thee now to thy book-
oath: deny it, if thou canst!

Fal My lord, this is a poor mad soul; and
she says, up and down the town, that her eldest
son is like you: she hath been in good case,
and, the truth is, poverty hath distracted her
But for these foolish officers, I beseech you I
may have redress against them.

Ck, Just Sir John, Sir John, I am weE ac-
quainted with your manner of wrenctog the
true cause the false way. It is not a confident
brow, nor the throng of words that come with
such more than impudent sauciness from you.
can thrust me from a level consideraiion: you
have, as it appears to me, practised upon the
easy yielding spint of this woman, and made
her serve your uses both in purse and in person.
Host Yea, in troth, my lord.

Ch. Just Priythee, peace.—Pay her the debt
you owe her, and unpay the viE&y you have
done with her; the one you may do with ster-
ling money, and the other with current repent-
ance.

Fal. My lord, I will not undergo this sneap
without reply. You call honourable boldness
impudent sauciness: if a man will make

court’sy, and say nothing, he is virtuous:—no,
my lord, my humble duly remembered, I wili

not be your suitor. I say to you, I do desire
deliverance from these officers, being upon
hasty employment in the king’s afiairs.

Ch. Just You speak as having power to do
wrong: but answerm the effect of your reputa-
tion, and satisfy the poor woman.

Fat. Come hither, hostess. [Tahes her aside.

Enter Gower.

Ch. Just Now, Master Gower,—what news?
Ggw. The kmg, my lord, and Hany Prince

of Wales
Are near at hand: the rest this paper teEs.

{Glues a letter.

Fal. As I am a gentleman,—
Host Nay, you said so before.

Fat As I am a gentleman:—come, no more
I
words of it.

I

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I

i must be fain to pawn both my plate and the

I

tapestry of my dimng-chambers.

I

Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking:
and for thy walls,—a pretty sEght droEery, or

I

the story of the Prodigal, or the German himt-

I

ing in water-work, is worth a thousand of these
I bed-hangings and these fly-bitten tapestries.

Let it be ten pound, if thou canst. Come, an
it were not for thy humours, there is not a better
wench m England. Go, wash thy face, and
draw thy action. Come thou must not be in

this humotur with me; dost not know me? come,
come, I know thou wast set on to this.

Host Pray thee, Sir John, let it be but
twenty nobles: i’ faith, I am loth to pawn my
plate, so God save me, la.

Fd. Let it alone; I’ll make other shift:

you’E be a fool stiU.

Host WeE, you shaH have it, thou^ I pawn
my gown. I hope you’E come to supper.
You’E pay me aE together?
Fd. WiE I live?—Go, with her, with her

[to Baebolph]; hook on, hook on.

Host WEI you have DoU Tearsheet meet
you at supper?
Fd. No more words; let’s have her.
[Exeunt Host., Bard., Officers, and Page.

Ch. Just I have heard better news.
Fd. What’s the news, my good lord?
Ch. Just. Where lay the king last night?
Gow. At Basingstoke, my lord.

Fd. I hope, my lord, aU’s weE; what’s the
news, my lord?

Ch. Just Come aE his forces back?
Gow. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred

horse,
Are march’d up to my Lord of Lancaster,
Against Northumberland and the archbishop.

Fal. Comes the Mng back from Wales, my
noble lord? [ently:

Ch. Just You shaE have letters of me pres-
Come, go along with me, good master Gower.
Fd. My lord!

Ch. Just What’s the matter?
Fd. Master Gower, shaE I mitreat you with

me to dinner?
Gow. I must wait upon my good lord here,

—I thank you, good Sir John.
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Ch. Just Sir John, yoti loiter here too long,

being you are to take soldiers up m counttca as
you go,

Fal Will you sup with me, Master Gower?
Ch. Just What foohsh master taught you

these maaners, Sir John?
Fd. Master Gower, if they become me not,

he was a fool that taught them me.—This is the
right fencing grace, my lord; tap for tap, and
so part fair.

Ch. Just Now, the Lord lighten thee! thou
art a great fooL [Exeunt

Scene IL—The some. Another Street

Enter Prince Henry and Poms.

P. Hen. Before God, I am exceeding weary.
Poins. Is it come to that? I had thought

weariness durst not have attached one of so
high blood.

P. Hen. Faith, it does me; though it dis-

colours the complexion of my greatness to ac-

knowledge it. Doth it not show vilely in me
to desire small beer?

Poins. Why, a prmce should not be so loosely

studied as to remember so weak a composition.

P. Hen. Belike, then, my appetite was not
princely got; for, by my troth, I do now re-

member the poor creature, small beer. But,
indeed, these humble considerations make me
out of love with my greatness. What a disgrace

is it to me to remember thy name? or to know
thy face to-morrow? or to take note how many
pair of silk stockings thou hast; vis., these, and
those that were thy peach-coloured ones? or to

bear the inventory of thy shirts, as, one for

superfluity, and one other for use?—but that the
tennis court-keeper knows better than I; for it

is a low ebb of linen with thee when thou
keepest not racket there; as thou hast not done
a great while, because the rest of thy low-
countries have made a shift to eat up thy hol-

land: and God knows, whether those that bawl
out the ruins of thy linen shall inherit his hing-

dom: but the midwives say the children are not

in the fault; whereupon the world increases,

and kindreds are mightily strengthened.

Poins. How ill it follows, after you have
laboured so hard, you should talk so idlyl Tell

me, how many good young princes would do so,

their fathers bemg so sick as yours at this time
is?

P. Hen. ShaH I teB thee one thing, Poins?

Poins. Yes, faith; and let it be an excellent

good thing.

P. Hen. It shall serve among wits of no
higher breeding than thine.

Poins. Go to; I stand the push of your one
thing that you will telL

P. Hen. Marry, I tell thee,—it not meet
that I should be sad, now my fatter is sick:

albeit I could tell to thee,—as to one it pleases

me, for fault of a better, to call my friend,—

I

cotdd be sad and sad indeed too.

Poins. Very hardly on the subject
P. Hen. By this hand, thou think’st me as

far in the devil’s book as thou and Falstaff for

obduracy and persistency: let the end try the

man. But I tell thee, my heart bleeds inwardly

that my father is so sick: and keeping such vile

company as thou art hath in reason taken from
me all ostentation of sorrow.

( Poms. The reason?

j

P. Hen. What wouldst thou think of me if

1 1 should weep?*

I

Poins. I would think thee a most prmcely
’ hyprocrite,

I P. Hen. It would be every man’s thought;
and thou are a blessed fellow to think as every
man thinks: never a man’s thoughtm tiie world
keeps the road-way better than thine: every

!

man would thick me an hyprocrite mdeed. And
what acates your most worshipful thought to

thmk so?
Poins. Why, because you have been so lewd,

and so much engrafled to Falstafl.

P. Hen. And to thee.
Poins. By this hght, I am well spoke on; I

can hear it with nunc own ears: ihe worst that

I

they can say of me is that I am a second bother,
and that I am a proper fellow of my hands; and
those two things, I confess, I cannot help.—By
the mass, here comes Bardolph.

P. Hen. And the boy that I gave Falstaff.

he had him from me Christian; and look, if

the fat viilam have not transformed him ape.

Enter Bardolph and Page.

Bard. God save your grace I

P. Hen. And yours, most noble Bardolph!
Bard. Come, you virtuous ass [to the Page],

you bashful fool, must you be blushmg? where-
fore bhish you now? What a maidenly man-at-
arms are you become? Is it such a matter to

get a pottle-pot’s maidenhead?
Page. He called me even now, my lord,

through a red lattice, and I could discern no

p^ of his face from the window: at last I spied

his eyes; and methought he had made two holes
inthe alewife’s new red petticoat, and so peeped
through.

P. Hen. Hath not the boy profited?

Bard. Awey, you whoreson upright rabbit,

awayl
Page. Away, you rascally Althaea’s dream,

away!
P. Hen. Instruct us, boy; what dream, boy?
Page. Marry, my lord, Althaea dreamed she

was delivered of a fire-brand; and therefore I

call him her dream.
P. Hen. A crown’s worth of good interpre-

tation;—there it is, boy. [GluesMm money.
Poins. 0 that this good blossom could be

kept from cankers!—^Well, there is sixpence to

preserve thee.

Bard. An you do not make him be hanged
among you, gallows shall have wrong.

P, Hen. And how doth thy master, Bardolph?
Bard. Well, my lord. He heard of your

grace’s coming to town; there’s a letter for you.

Poins. Delivered with good respect,—And
how doth the martlemas, your master?

Bard. In bodily health, sir.

Poins. Marry, the immortal part needs a
physician; but that moves not him: though
that be sick, it dies not.

P. Hm. I do allow this wen to be as familiar

with me as my dog: and he holds Ms place; for

look you how he writes.
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pgfym, John PaUiaff, hnighi,—
etery ffljw mast Imoir tlmt, m oft its he has
occasion to saixhe himself: even hhe those that

are Ma to the idng; for they ne?er pancfc their

finger bat they say, There is some of the kmg*s

Mood spiU.—Bow comes fhaf?says he, that

takes ttpon him not to coaceiTc. The answer

is as ready ti a borrower’s cap, lam the king^s

pom couMiif sir. I

F. Men. Nay, they will be km to us, or they

'

will feteh it from Japhet. But to the letter:—

Foim. [JZeads.] Sir John fa/sfajf, knight, to

the son the hng, nearest has father, Harry
\

Frmce of Wales, greeting,—Why, this is a

certificate. I

F. Ben, Peace!
|

Fains, \Reads.] I mil imitate the honourable

Momans in. brerifp:—sure he means bremty in

breath, short-winded.—/ commend me to thee,

J commend thee, and I leave thee. Be not too
|

familkr with Foins; for he misuses thy favours

so much that he swears thou art to many his

sister Bell Repent at idle times as thou mayest,

and so, farewell.

Thine, by yea and no, {which is as

muck as to say, as thou usest fern,)

Jack Palstaff, with my familiars;

John, with my brothers and sisters;

and Sir John with all Europe.

My lord, I will steep this letter in sack, and
mkke him eat it.

F. Hen, That’s to make him eat twenty of

hia words. But do you use me thus, Ned?
must I marry your sister?

Foins. God send the wench have no worse
fortune! but I never said so.

F. Ben. Well, thus we play the fools with

the feme; and the spirits of the wise sit in the

clouds and mock us.—Is your master here in

london?
Sard. Yes, my lord.

F. Ben. Where sups he? doth the old boar
feed in the old frank? [cheap.

'Bard. At the old place, my brd, —in East-
F, Ben. What company? (church.

Page. Ephesians, my lord,—of the old

P. Ben. Sup any women with him?
Page. None, my lord, but old Mistress

Quickly and Mistress Doll Tearsheet
P, Hen, What pagan may that be?
Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a

kinswoman, of my master’s,

F. Ben. Even such kin as the parish heifers

are to the town bull.—Shall we steal upon them,
Ned, at supper?

Foins. I am your shadow, my lord; I’ll

follow you.
?. Hen. Sirrah, you boy,— and Bardolph,

—

no word to your master that I am yet come to
town: there’s for your silence.

,
Bard. 1 have no tongue, sir.

Page. And for mine, sir,—I wiH govern it.

?, JSTen. Fare ye well; go. [Exeunt Bar-
liOLPH and Page.]—This Doll Tearsheet should
be some road.
Foim, I warrant you, as common as the

way between Saint Alban’s and London.
F. Sen. How might we see Falstafi bestow

himself to-night in Ms tree colours, and not
ourselves be seen?

Foins. Put on two leathern jerkins and
aprons, and wait upon him at his table as
drawers.

F. Ben. From a god to a bull’ a heavy de-
scension! it was Jove’s case. From a prince
to a prentice? a low transformation! that shall
be mine; for m everything the purpose must
weigh with the folly.—Follow me, Ned.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—Warkworth. Before the castle.

Enter Northumberland, Lady Northum-
berland, and Lady Percy.

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle
daughter,

Give even way unto my rough affairs:

Put not you on the visage of the tunes,
And be, like them, to Percy troublesome.
Lady N. I have given over, I will speak no

more:
Do what you will; your vrisdom be your guide.
North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at

pawn;
Arid, but my going, nothing can redeem it.

Lady F. 0, yet, for God’s sake, go not to

these wars!
The time was, father, that you broke your word,
When you were more endear’d to it than now,
When your own Percy, when my heart-dear

Harry,
Threw many a northward look to see his father
Bring up his powers; but he did long m vain.

Who then persuaded you to stay at home?
There were two honours lost,—yours and your

son’s.

For yours,—may heavenly glory brighten itl

For his,—it stuck upon him, as the sun
In the grey vault of heaven: and by his light

Did all the chivalry of England move
To do brave acts; he was, indeed, the glass
Wherem the noble youth did dress themselves:
H« had no legs that practis’d not his gait;

And speaking thick, which nature made Ms
blemish,

Became the accents of the valiant;

For those that could speak low and tardily

Would turn their own perfection to abuse
To seem like him; so that in speech, m gait.

In diet, in affections of dehght,
In military rules, humours of blood,
He was the mark and glass, copy and book,
That fashion’d others. And Mm,—O wondrous

Mm!
O miracle of men!—Mm did you leave,

—

Second to none, unseconded by you,

—

To look upon the hideous god of war
In disadvantage; to abide a field

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur’s
name

Did seem defensible:—so you left Mm.*
Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong
To hold your honour more precise and nice
With otners than with Mm! let thpm alone:
The marshall and the archbishop are strong:
Had my sweet Harry had but hMf their

numbers,
To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’smeck,
Have talk’d of Monmouth’s grave.
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North Beslirew your heart,

Fair daughter, you do draw my spirits from me
With new lamenting ancient oTersights.

But I must go, and meet with danger there;
Or it will seek me in another place,

And find me worse provided.
Lady N, 0 , fly to Scotland,

Till that the nobles and the armed commons
Have of their puissance made a little taste.

Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of
the king,

Then join you with them, like a rib of steel,

To make strength stronger; hut, for ail our
loves,

First let them try themselves. So did your son;
He was so suflerid: so came I a widow;
And never shall have length of hie enough
To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes,
That it may grow and sprout as high as heaven.
For recordation to my noble husband.
North Come, come, go in with me. ’Tis

with my mind
As with the tide swelFd up unto its height,

That makes a stili-stand, running neither way.
Fam would I go to meet the archbishop,
But many thousand reasons hold me back.
I wiU_ resolve for Scotland: there am I,

Till time and vantage crave my company.
[Exeunt

J
Enter Falstafp singing.

Fat. When Arthur firsf in court--~KxDjdj
the jorden. [Pxif 1 Drawer.]—And ims a
worthy king.—"Row now, Mistress Doll!

Host Sick of a calm; yet, good sooth.

Fat So is all her sect; an they be once ia
a calm, they are sick.

BoU. You muddy rascal, is that all the com-
’ fort you give me?

I

FaL Tou make fat rascals, Mistress DoH.
DoU. I make them! gluttony and diseases

make them; I make them not.

FaL If the cook help to make the gluttony,
^ you help to make the diseases, Doll: we catch

i
of you, Doll, we catch of you; grant that, my
poor virtue, grant that.

Doll. Yea, joy,—our chains and our jewels.

Fat Your broocheSf pearb, and ouches:—for
to serve bravely is to come halting off, you
{know: to come off the breach with his ]^e

I

bent bravely, and to surgery bravely; to ven-
iture upon the charged chambers bravely,—

Dolt Hang yourself, you muddy conger,
hang yourself!

Host. By my troth, this is the old fashion;

you two never meet but you fall to some dis-

,

cord:you are both, in good troth, as rheumatic as
two dry toasts; you cannot one bear with

I anotherisconfinmties. What the good-year! one

Scene IV.—London. A Room in the Boarb '

Head Tavern in Eastcheap.

Enter two Drawers.

1 Draw. What the devil hast thou brought
there? apple-johns? thou know’st Sir John
cannot endure an apple-john.

2 Draw. Mass, thou sayest true. The prince

once set a dish of apple-johns before him, and
told him there was five more Sir Johns; and,
putting off his hat, said, / will now take my
leave of these six dry, round, old, withered
kmghts. It angered him to the heart: but he
hath forgot that.

iDraw. Why, then, cover, and set them
down: and see if thou .const find out Sneak’s
noise: Mistress Tearsheet would fain hear
some music. Despatch:—the room where
they supped is too hot; they’ll come in straight.

2 Draw. Sirrah, here will be the prince and
Master Poins anon; and they will put on two
of our jerkens and aprons; and Sir John must
not know of iti Bardolph hath brou^t word.

1 Draw. By the mass, here will be old utis:

it will be an excellent stratagem.
2 Draw. I’ll see if I can find out Sneak.

[Exit

Enter Hostess and Doll Tearsheet.

Host P faith, sweetheart, methinks now you
are in an excellent good temperahty: your pul-

sidge beats as extraordinarily as heart would
desire; and your colour, I warrant you, is as

red as any rose: but, i’.faitii, you have drunk
too much canaries; and that’s a marveEous
searching wine, and it perfumes the blood ere

one can say, What’s this?—How do you now?
Dolt Better than I was:—hem.
‘Host Why, that’s well said; a good heart’s

worth gold.—Look, here comes Sir John.

must bear, and that must be you [fo Doll]: yon
are the weaker vessel, as they say, the emptier
vessel.

DoU. Can a weak bmpty vessel bear such a
huge fuU hogshead? there’s a whole merchant’s
venture of Bourdeaux stuff in him; you have
not seen a hulk better stuffed in the hold.

—

Come, I’ll be friends with thee, Jack: thou
art going to the wars; and whether I shall ever
see thee again or no, there is nobody cares.

Re-enter First Drawer.

1 Draw. Sir, Ancient Pistol is below, and
would speak with you-
DoU. Hang him, swaggering rascal! let Ma\

not come hither: it is the foul-mouth’dst rogue
in England.
Host If he swagger, let him not come here:

no, by my faith; I must live amongst ray
neighbours; I’ll no swaggerers: I am in good
name and fame with the very best:—shut the
door;—there comes no swaggerers here: I have
not lived all this while to have swaggering now:
—shut the door, I pray you.

FaL Dost thou hear, hostess?—
Host Pray you, pacify yourself, Sir John:

there comes no swaggerers here.

FaL Dost thou hear? it is mine ancient.

Host. Tilly-fally, Sir John, never teE me:
your ancient swaggerer comes not in my doors.

I was before Master Tisick, the deputy, the
other day; and, as he said to me,—it was no
longer ago than Wednesday last,— Neighbour
Quickly, says he;—Master Dumb, our minis-

ter, was by ikeu\—Neighbour QuicMy, says he,

receive those that arg civil, for, saith he, you
are in an ill-name;—now he said so, I can teE
whereupon; for, says he, you are an honest

woman, apd well thought on; therefore take

heed what guests you receive: receive, says he,
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m simg§€nn0 compankfns,—Tliere comes aone

liere;—joa would bless joa to bear what he

»aid:-“ao, FE no swaggerers.

Fat He’s no swaggerer, hostess; a tame

cheater, i’fiith; yon may stroke Mm as gently

«s a greyhound: he wil not swagger with

a Barbary hen, if her feathers tnra back in any

show of resiftance.—Call Mm up, drawer.
fJ5.-af I Drawer.

Host Cheater, call you him? I will bar no

honest man my house, nor no cheater: but I do

not lo?e swaggering; by my troth, I am the

worse when one says swagger: feel, masters,

how I shake; look you, I warrant you.

DoU, So you do, hostess.

Host BoP yea, in very truth, do I, an ’twere

am aspen leaf: I cannot abide swaggerers.

Enter Item, Bardoi:j»h, and Page.

Fist God save you, Sir John.

Fal. Welcome, Ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol,

I charge you with a cup of sack; do you dis-

charge upon mine hostess.

Fist 1 will discharge upon her, Sir John, with

two bullets.

Fd. She is lastol-j^oof, Mr; you shall hardly

offend her.

Host Come, PE drink no proofs nor no
buEets: FE drink no more than wiE do me good,

for no man’s pleasure, 1.

Fist Then to you, Mrs. Dorothy; I wiE
charge you.

IWi. Charge me! I scorn you, scurvy com-
panion. What! you poor, base, rascaEy, cheat-

ing lack-linen mate! Away, you mouldy rogue,

away! I am meat for your master.

Fist I know you, Mistress Dorothy.
DoU. Away, you cut-purse rascal! you filthy

bung, away! by this wine, I’E thrust my knife

in your mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy
cuttle with me. Away, you bottle-alc rascal!

r
m. hasket-hEt stale jug^er, you!—-Smce when,

p«y you, sir?~God’s light, with two points

on your shoulder? much!
Fist I wiE murder your ruff for this.

Fal. No more. Pistol; I would not have you
go off here; discharge yourself of our company,
Pistol.

Host No, good Captain Pistol; not here,
sweet captain.

DoU. Captain! thou abominable damned
cheater, art thou not ashamed to be called cap-
tain? If captains were of my miad, they would
truncheon you out, fortaking their names upon
you before you h aive earned them. You a cap-
tain! you slaver for what? for tearing a poor
whore’s ruff in a bawdy-house?—He a captein!
hang Mm, rogue! He Eves upon mouldy stewed
prunes and dried cakes. A captain! God’s light,

these villains wiE make the word as odious as
the word, occupy; which was an exceEent good
word before it was El-sorted; therefore capteins
had need to look it.

Bard. Pray thee, down, good ancient
Fd. Hark thee hittier, Mistress DoB.
Fist Not I: I teH thee what, Corporal Bar-

dolph,—I could tear her:—I’E be revenged on
her.

Page. Pray thee, go down.

,
Fist PE see her damned first;—to Pluto’s

damned lake, by this hand, to the infernal deep,
with Erebus and tortures vile also. Hold hook
and ime, say L Down, down, dogs! down,
faitors! Have we not Hiren here?

Host. Good Captain Peesel, be quiet; it is

very late, i’faith: I beseek you now, aggravate

I
your choler.

I

Fist. These be good humours, indeed! ShaE
packhorses,

! And hollow pamper’d jades of Asia,

Which cannot go but thirty miles a-day,
Compare with Caesars, and with Cannibals,
And Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn them

with
King Cerberus; and let the welMu roar.

ShaE we faH foul for toys?

Host By my troth, captain, .these are very
bitter words.
Bard Be gone, good ancient: this wiE grow

to a brawl anon.
Fist. Die men like dogs! give crowns like

pins! Have we not Hiren here?
Host O’ my word, captain; there’s none

such here. What the good-year! do you thinfr

I would deny her? for Godsake, be quiet.

Fist Then feed and be fat, my fair CaHpolis.
Come, give me some sack.

Se fortuna mi iormenta, lo sperare mi con-
tenta .

—

Fear we broadsides? no, let the fiend give fire:

Give me some sack:—and, sweetheart, lie thou
there. [Laying down his sword.

Come we to fuE points here; and are et-ceteras
nothing?

Fal. Pistol, I would, be quiet.

Fist Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif: what!
we have seen the seven -stars.

DoU. Thrust him downstairs; I cannot endure
such a fustian rascal.

Fist Thrust him downstairs! know we mot
GaEoway nags?

Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove-
groat shilling: nay, an he do notMng but speak
nothing, he shaE be nothing here.

Bard, Come, get you down stairs.

Fist. Whatl shaE we have incision? shaE we
imbrue?— [Snatching up his sword.

Then death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful
days!

Why, then, let grievous, ghasEy, gaping wounds
Untwine the Sisters Three! Come, Atropos, I

say!

Host Here’s goodly stuff toward!
Fal. Give me my rapier, boy.
Doll I pray thee. Jack, I pray thee, do not

draw. <

Fal. Get yoii down stairs.

[Drawing, and driving Pist. out
Host Here’s a goodly tumult! I’E forswear

keeping house afore PE be in these tirrits and
ttights. So; murder, I warrant now.—Alas,
alas! put up your naked weapons, put up your
naked weapons. [Exeunt Pist. and Baud.

D6R. I pray thee, Jack, be quiet; the rascal
is gone.—Ah, you whoreson EtEe vaHant vElain,
you!

Host. Are you not- hurt i’ the groin? me-
thought he made a shrewd thrust at your belly.
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Re~enier Barboiph,

Ffltl. Hm yoa taiaed iiim out of doors?
Bard. Yes, sir. The rascal’s dniok; you

have hurt Mm, sir, ia the shoulder.

Fed. A rascall to brave me!
Bod. Ah, you sweet httle rogue, you! Alas,

poor ape, how thou sweatest! come, let me wipe
thy face;—come on, you whoreson chops:—ah,
rogue! i* faith, I love thee. Thou art as valor-

ous as Hector of Troy, worth ive of Agamem-
non, and ten times better than the nine
worthies: ah, villainl

F(d. A rascally slave! I wiE toss the rogue
in a blanket.

JDoU. Bo, xf thou darest for thy heart: if

thou dost, FII canvass thee between a pair of
sheets.

Fnier Musicians

Paffe. The music is come, sir.

Fal. Let them pky;—play, sirs.—Sit on my
knee, Doll.—A rascal-braggmg slave! the rogue
fled from me like quicksilver.

Doll. F faith, and thou followedst him like a
church. Thou whoreson Httle tidy Bartholomew
boar-pig, when wilt thou leave Aghting o’days

and foining o’nights, and begin to patch up
thine old body for heaven?

Enter, behind. Prince Henry and Poms
disguised as Drawers.

Fed. Peace, good BoE! do not speak like a
Death’s head; do not bid me remember mine

DoH. Sirrah, what humour is the prince of?

Fed. A good shaEow young feEow: he would
have made a good pantler; he would have
chipped bread weE.
ihU. They say Poias has a good wit.

Fal He a good wit? hang him, baboon! Ms
wit is as tMck as Tewksbury mustard; there is

no more conceit in him than is in a mallet.

Doll. Why does the prince love him so, then?
Fal. Because their legs are both of a bigness;

and he plays at quoits well; and eats conger and
fennel; and drinks off candles’ ends for flap-

dragons; and rides the wEd mare with the boys;

and jumps upon joint-stools; and swears with a
good grace; and Wears his boot very smooth,
like unto the sign of the leg; and breeds no bate
with teUing of discreet stories; and such other

gambol faculties he has, that show a weak mind
and an able body, for the which the prince ad-
mits him: for the prince himself is such another;

the weight of a hair wiE turn the scales between
their avoirdupois.

P. Hen. Would not tMs nave of a wheel have
Ms ears cut off?

Poms. Let us beat him before Ms whore.
P. Hen, Look, whether the withered elder

hath not Ms poE clawed like a parrot.

Poins. Is it not strange that desire should so

many years outEve performance?
Fal. Kiss me, BoE.
P. Hen, Saturn and Venus tMs year in con-

junction! what says the almanac to that?

Poim. And look, whether the fiery Trigon,

Ms be not Hspng to Ms master’s old

tables, his note-book, Ms counsel-keeper.

Fat. Thou dost give me flattering busses.
DoR. By my tro^, I Mss the© with a most

constant heart.

Fal. 1 am old, I am old.

DoS. I love thee better thin I love e’er a
scurvy young boy of them all.

Fal. What stuff wilt thou have a lortle of? I
shaE receive money on Thursday; thou shalt
have a cap tomorrow. A merry song, come:
it grows late; we wiE to bed. Thou wit forget
me when I am gone.

DoS. By my troth, thou wilt set me a weep-
ing, an thou sayest so: prove that ever I dress
myself handsome til thy return:—weE,
hearken the end.

Fal. Some sack, Francis.
P. Hen., Poms. Anon, anon, sir.

[Admncing.
Fal. Ha! a bastard son of a Mug’s?-And

art not thou Poms, Ms brother?
P. Hen. Why, thou ^obe of sinful continents,

what a life dost thou lead!

Fal. A better than thou: I am a gentleman;
thou art a drawer.

P. Hen. Very true, sir, and I come to draw
you out by the ears.

Host. 0, the lord preserve thy good grace!
by my troth, welcome to London. Iffow, the
lord bless that sweet face of thme! 0 Jesu,
are you come from Wales?

Fal. Thou whoreson mad compound of
majesty,—by this light flesh and corrupt blood,
thou art welcome.

[Leaning his hand upon Doll.
Doll. How, you fat fool! I scorn you.
Poins, My lord, he wiE drive you out of your

revenge, and turn aE to a merriment, if you take
not the heat.

P. Hen. You whoreson candle-mine, you, how
vEely did you speak of me even now before ^s
honest, virtuous, civE, gentlewoman!

Host. God’s blessing on your good heart! and
so she is, by my troth.

Fal, Didst thou hear me?
P. Hen. Yes; and you knew me, as you did

when you ran away by GadshiE: you knew I
was at your back, and spoke it on purpose to
try my patience.

Fal. No, no, no; not so; I did not tMak thou
wast within hearmg.

P. H. I shaE drive you, then, to confess the
wilful abuse, and then 1 know how to handle
you.

Fed. No abuse, Hal, on mine honour; no
abuse.

P. Heru Not! to dispraise me, and caE me
pantler, and bread-cMpper, and I know not
what!

Fal. No abuse, Hal.
Poins. No abuse.
Fal. No abuse, Ned, in the world; honest

Ned, none. I dispraised Mm before the wicked,
that the wicked might not faEm love with him;-
in wMch doing, I have done the part of a care-
ful friend and a true subject, and thy father is

to give me tttanks for it. No abuse, Hal;—
none, Ned, none,—no, faith, boys, none.

P. Hen. See now, whether pure fear and en-
tire cowardice doth not make thee wrong tMs
virtuous gentlewoman to dose with us? is she
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of the wicked? is thine hostess here of the

wicked? or is thy hoy of the wicked? or honest

Berdolph, whose letl bums m his nose, of the

wicked?
Poim. Answer, thou dead elm, answer.

Fd, The tend hath pricked down Bardolph
|

iixecoTerable; and his face is Loafer’s pnvy-

tatchea, where he doth nothing but roast malt-

worms. For the boy,—there is a good angel

aoout him; but the devil outbids him too.

F. Hen. For the women?
Fd. For one of them,—she is in hell already,

and burns, 'poor soul! For the other,—I owe
her money; and whether she he damned for

that, I know not
Host. Ko, I warrant you.

Fd. Ho, I think thou art not; I think thou

art quit for that Marry, there is another m-
dictment upon thee for suffering flesh to be
eaten in thy house, contrary to the law; for the

which I think thou wilt howl.
Smt. A1 victuallers do so: what's a joint of

mutton or two in a whole Lent?
F. Hen. You, gentlewoman,—
DqU. What says your grace?

Fd. His grace says that which his flesh re-

bels against. [Knocking within.

Host Who knocks so loud at door? Look
to the door there, Francis.

Enter Peto.

F. Hen. Peto, how now! what news?
^

Pet The long your father is at Westminster;

And there are twenty weak and wearied posts

Come from the north: and as I came along

I met and overtook a dozen captains,

Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns

And asking everyone for Sir John Falstaff.

F. Hen. By heaven, Poins, I feel me mnch
to blame,

So idly to profane the precious time;

When tempest of commotion, like the south,

Bcxme with black vapor, doth begin to melt,

And drop upon our bare unarmed heads.
Give me my sword and cloak-—Falstaff, good-

sight.

[Exeunt P. Hen., Ponrs, Peto, and Bard.
Fd. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of

the night, and we must hence, and leave it un-
jttckcd. [Knocking within^ More knocking
at the door!

Re-enter Bardolph.

How now! what's the matter?
Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently;

a dozen captains stay at door for you.
Fd. Pay the musicians, sirrah [to the Pagej.
—Farewefl, hostess;—fereweH, Doll.—You see
my good wenches, how men of merit are sought
after: the undeserver may sleep, when the man
of action is called on. Farewefl, good wenches;
if I be not sent away post, I will see you again
ere I go.

Doll I cannot speak;—if my heart be not
ready to burst,—wdl, sweet Jack, have a care
of thyself.

-Fat Farewefl, farewefl.

[Exeunt Falstaff and Bardolph
Host. Well, fare thee well: I have known

thee these twenty-nine years, come peascod-

Ema HENET W [act in.

time; but an hoaester and truer-hearted man,—
well, fare thee well.

Sard. [Within.} Mistress, Tearsheet,—
Host. What's the matter?
Bard. [Wiihm.] Bid Mistress Tearsheet

come to my master.

Host. O, run, DoU, run; run, good Doll.

[Exeunt.

ACT HI.

Scene L—Westminster. A Room in the
Palace

Enter Kjng Henry m his nightgown, with a
Page.

K. Hen. Go call the Earls of Surrey and of
Warwick; [letters,

But, ere they come, bid them o’er-read these
And well consider of them: make good speed,

[Erif Page.
How many thousand of my poorest subjects
Are at this hour asleep!—O sleep, 0 gentle

sleep,

Nature’s soft nurse, how have I frighted thee,
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down,
And steep my senses in forgetfulness?

Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs,

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, [slumber,
And hush’d with buzzmg night-flies to thy
Thanm the perfum'd chambers of the great,

Under high canopies of costly state.

And lull’d with sounds of sweetest melody?
O thou dull god, why best thou with the vile

In loathsome beds, and leav'st the kingly couch
A watch-case or a common 'larum bell?

WHt thou upon the high and giddy mast
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains
la cradle of the rude impenous surge,
And m the visitation of the winds,
Who take the ruffian billows by the top,

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging
them

With deafening clamour in the slippery shrouds,
That, with the hurly, death itself awakes?
Canst thou, O partial sleep, give thy repose
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude;
And in the calmest and most stillest night.

With all appliances and means to boot,

Deny it to a king? Then, happy low, he down!
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown.

Enter Warwick and Surrey.

War. Many good-morrows to your majesty!
K. Hen. Is it good-morrow, lords?
War. 'Tis one o’clock, and past.

K. Hen. Why, then, good-morrow to you
all, my lords.

Have you read o’er the letters that I sent you?
War. We have, my liege. [kingdom
K. Hen. Then you perceive the body of our

How foul it is; what rank diseases grow,.

And with what danger, near the heart of it.

War. It is but as a body yet distemper’d;
Which to his former strength may be restor'd
With good advice and little medicine:—
My lord Northumberland will soon be cool’d.

K.Hen. O God! that one might read the
book of fate,

And see the revolution of the times
Make mountains level, and the continent,—
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Weiiy of solid firamess, -melt itself

Into sea! and, other tunes, to see
The beachy girdle of the ocean [mock,
Too wide for Neptune’s hips; how chances
And changes fill the cup of alterafaon

With divers liquors! Oh, if this were seen.

The happiest youth,—viewing his progress
through,

What perils past, what crosses to ensue,

—

Would shut^e book, and sit him down and die.

’Tis not ten years gone [friends,

Since Richard and Northumberland, great

Did feast together, and in two years after

Were they at Wars. It is but eight years since

This Percy was the man nearest my soul;

Who bite a brother toil’d in my affairs,

And laid his love and life under my foot;

Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard
Gave him defiance. Bui which of you was

by,—
You, cousm Nevil, as I may remember,—

[To Warwick.
When Richard,—with his eye brimful of tears,

Then check’d and rated by Northumberland,—
Did speak these words, now prov’d a prophecy?
Northumberland, th<m ladder hy the which
My cousin Bolingbroke ascends my throne,

—

Though then, God knows, I had no such mtent,
But that necessity so bow’d the state

That I and greatness were compell’d to Mss:—
The time shall come, thus did he follow it,

The time will come, that foul sin, gathering
head.

Shall break into corruption—so went on,
Foretelling this same tune’s condition.

And riie division of our amity.
War. There is a history in all men’s lives,

Figuring the nature of the times deceas’d;
The which observ’d, a man may prophesy,
With a near aim, of the main chance of things
As yet not come to life, which in their seeds
And weak beginnings lie mtreasured. [tune;

Such things become the hatch and brood of

And, by the necessary form of this,

King Richard might create a perfect guess
That great Northumberland, then false to him,
Would of that seed grow to a greater falseness;

Which should not ^d a ground to root upon,
Unless on you.
K. Hen. Axe these things, then, necessities?

Then let us meet them like necessities;

—

And that same word even now cries out on us:
They say the bishop and Northumberland
Are fifty thousand strong.

War. It cannot be, my lord;

Rumour dot^ double, like the voice and echo,
The numbers of the fear’d. Please it your

grace
To go to bed- Upon my life, my lord.

The powers that you already have sent forth

Shall bring this prize in very easily.

To comfort you tite more, I have receiv’d
A certain instance that Glendower is dead.
Your majesty hath been this fortni^t ill;

And these unseason’d hours perforce must add
Unto your sickness.
K. Hen. I will take your counsel:

And, were these inward wars once out of hand,
we would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land.

[Exeunt.

SCEKE II.—Courf before Justice Shmxow’s
House m Gloucestershire.

Enter Shallow and Silekce, meeting;
MotHDY, Shabow, Wart, Feeble, Bull-
calf, and Servants, behind

Shah Come on, come on, come on, sir; give
me your hand, sir, give me your hand, ar: an
early stirrer, by the rood. And how doth my
good cousin Silence?

Stl. Good-morrow, good cousin Shallow.

Shal. And how doth my cousin, your bed-
fellow? and your fairest daughter and mine, my
god-daughter Ellen?

Sil. Alas, a black ousel, cousin Shallow!

Shal. By yea and nay, sir, I dare say my
cousin William is become a good scholar: he
is at Oxford stdl, is he not?

Sil. Indeed, sir, to my cost.

Shal. He must, then, to the inns of court
shortly: I was once of Clement’s-mn; where* I

I

think they will talk of mad Shallow yet.

S(7. You were called lusty Shallow then,
cousin.

Shal. By the mass, I was called anything;
and I would have done anything indeed, too,

and roundly too. There was I, and little John
Doit of Staffordshire, and black George Bare,
and Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele a Cots-
wold man,—you had not four such swinge-
bucklers in all the inns of court again: and, I

may say to you, we knew where the bona^robas
were, and had the best of them all at command-
ment. Then was Jack Falstaff, now Sir John,
a boy, and page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of

Norfolk.
Sil. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither

anon about soldiers?

Shal. The same Sir John, the very same. 2

saw him break Skogan’s head at the court gate,

when he was a crack not thus high: and the
very same day did I fight with one Sampson
Stockfish, a fruiterer, behind Gray’s-ian. Jesu,
Jesu, the mad days that I have s^ntl and to

see how many of mine old acquaintance are'

dead!
Sil. We shall all follow, cousin.

Shal. Certain, ’tis certain; very sure, very
sure: death, as Psalmist sdth, is certain to

all; all shall die.—How a good yoke of bulocks
at Stamford fair?

Sil. Truly, cousin, I was not there.

Shal. Death is certain.—Is old Double of

your town living yet?

Sil. Dead, sir.

Shal. Jesu, Jesu, dead!—he drew a good
bow; and dead!—he shot a fine shoot:—John
of Gaunt loved him well, and betted much
money on his head. Deadl—he would have
clapp’d in the clout at twelve score, and carried

you a forehand shaft a fourteen and fourteen
and a half, that it would have done a man’s
heart good to see.—How a score of ewes noyr?

Sil. Thereafter as they he: a score of good
ewes may be worth ten pounds.
5haL And is old Double dead?
Sil. Here come two of Sir John Falstafffs

men, as I think.
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Enier Bardolph and om with him.

Bmd G<K>d-mocrow, honest gentlemen: I

|»eseecli you, which is Justice Shillow?

Shah I tm Robert ShiHow, sir, i poor es-

qiiiri of this county, tad one of the king’s

lustices of the petce: what is your good jdea-

sure with me?
Bard. My captain, sir, commends him to you;

my captain, Sir John Falstaff,—a tall gentle-

man, by heaven, and a most gallant leader.

SM. He greets me well, sir; I knew him a

good backsword man: how doth the good

knight? may I ask how my lady his wife doth?

Btrrd. Sir, pardon; a soldier is better ac-

commodated than with a wife.

SM. It is weB said, in faith, sir; and it is

well said indeed too. Better accommodated!

—

It is good; yea, indeed, is it; good phrases are

surely, and ever were, very commendable. Ac-

commodated!—it comes from eccommodo: very

good; a gCNid phrase.

Bard. Pardon me, sir; I have heard the word.

Phrase call you it? By this good day, I know
not the phrase; but I will maintain the word
with my sword to be a soldier-like word, and a
word of exceeding good command. Accommo-
dated; that IS, when a man is, as they say, ac-

commodated; or, when a man is, being, whereby
he may be thouj^t to be accommodated; which
is an excellent thing.

ShaL It is very just—Look, here comes
good Sir John.

Enter Falstaff.

Give me your good hand, give me your wor-
ship’s good hand: by my troth, you look weB
and bear your years very weB: welcome, good
Sa John.

Fal. I tm glad to see you well, good Master
Robert Shallow:~Havter Surecard, as I think?
Shat Ho, I5ir John, it is my cousin Silence,

in commission with me.
Fd. Good Master Silence, it well befits you

should be of the peace.

SB. Your good worship is welcome.
Ftd. Fiel ws is hot weather.—Gentlemen,

Ihive you provided me here half a dozen suffi-

aent men?
ShaL Many, have we, sir. Will you at?
Fai, let me see them, I beseech you.
ShaL Where’s the roH? where’s the roll?

where’s the roll?—let me see, let me see. So,
so, so, so;—yet, marry, sir:—Ralph Mouldy!
—let them appear as 1 call; let them do so, let
them do so.—Let me see; where is Mouldy?

JMoul. Here, an’t please you.
Skat What think you, Sir John? a good

limbed fellow; young, strong, and of good
friends.

Fd. Is thy name Mouldy?
Mod. Yea, an’t please you.
Fd. *Tis the more time thou wert twed.
Shd. Ha, Im, htl most eiceBent, i’ faithi

things that are mouldy lack use: very
good!—in faith, well said. Sir John; very well
said.

Fd. Prick him, [To Shallow,
Mom. I was pdkked weB enou^ b^ore, an

ym could have let me alone: my old dame win

be undone now for one to do her husbandry and
her drudgery: you need not to have pricked
me; there are other men fitter to go out than I.

Fal Go to; peace. Mouldy; you shall go.
Mouldy, it IS time you were spent.

Moul Spent*

ShaL Peace, feBow, peace; stand aside;
know you where you are?—For the other. Sir

John:—let me see;—Simon Shadow!
Fal. Yea, marry, let me have Mm to sit

under: he’s like to be a cold soldier.

ShaL Where’s Shadow?
Shad Here, sir.

Fal. Shadow, whose son art thou?
Shad. My mother’s son, sir.

Fal Thy mother’s son! like enough; and thy
father’s shadow: so the son of the female is the
shadow of the male; it is often so, indeed; but
not much of the father’s substance.

ShaL Do you like him, Sir John?
Fd. Shadow will serve for summer,—prick

him; for we have a number of shadows to fill

up the muster-book.
ShaL Thomas Wart!
Fal. Where’s he?
Wart. Here, sir.

Fd. Is thy name Wart?
Wart. Yea, sir. *>

Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart.
ShaL Shall I pnek him, Sir John?
Fd. It were superfluous; for Ms apparel is

built u)^nMs back, and the whole frame stands
upon pins: prick him no more.
ShaL Ha, ha, hal—you can do it, sir; you

can do it: 1 commend you well.—Francis
Feeble!

Fee. Here, sir.

Fd. What trade art thou, Feeble?
Fee. A woman’s tailor, sir.

ShaL Shall 1 prick him, sir?

Fd. You may: but if he had been a man’s
tailor, he would have pricked you.—Wilt thou
make as many holes in an enemy’s battle as
thou hast done in a woman’s petticoat?

Fee. I win do my good will, sir; you can have
no more.
Fat Well said, good woman’s tailor! well

said, courageous Fecblel Thou wilt he as
valiant as the wrathful dove or most magnani-
mous mouse.—Prick the woman’s tailor well,

Master Shallow; deep. Master Shallow.
Fee. I would Wart might have gone, sir.

Fd. I would thou wert a man’s tailor, that
thou mi^tst mend Mm, and make him fit to go.
I cannot putMm to a private soldier, that is

leader of so many thousands: let ifiat suffice,

most forcible Feeble.
Fee. It shall suffice, sir.

FaL I am bound to thee. Reverend Feeble.
—Who is next?
ShaL Peter BuBcalf of the green!
Fd. Yea, ma^, let us see BuBcalf.
BiM, Here, sir.

Fd. ’Fore God, a likely fellow!—Come, prick

me, BuBcalf, tiH he roar again.

BdL O lord! good my lord captain,—
Fd. What^ dost thou roar before thou art

pricked?
BuU. O lord, sirl I am a diseased man.
FdL What disease hast thou?



SCElfE n.] SECOIfB PAET OF KING HENEY I? m
Bull. A whoreson cold, sir,—a cough, sir,--

which I caught with ringing in the fang’s afairs
upon his coronation day, sir.

Fd. Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a
gown; we will have away thy cold; and I will

take such order that thy friends shall ring for

thee.—Is here al?

Shd. Here is two more called than your
number; you must have but four here, sir:

—

and so, I pray you, go in with me to dinner.

Fd. Come, I will go drink with you, but I
cannot tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, by
my troth, Master Shallow.

Shal O, Sir John, do you remember since
we lay al night inHe windmil in Saint George’s
Fields?

FaL No more of that, good Master Shalow,
no more of that.

Shd. Ha, it was a merry night And is Jane
Nightwork ahve?

Fd. She lives. Master Shalow.
Shd. She never could away with me.
Fd. Never^ never; she would always say she

could not abide Master Shalow.
Shd. By the mass, I could anger her to the

heart She was then a bona-roba. Both she
hold her own well?

Fd. Old, old, Master Shalow.
Shd. Nay, she must be old; she cannot

choose but he old; certain she’s old; and had
Eobin Nightwork, by old Nightwork, before I

came to Clement’s-inn.

SU. That’s fifty-five year ago.

Shal. Ha, cousin Slence, that thou hadst
seen that that this knight and 1 have seen!—
Ha, Sir John, said I wel?

Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight.
Master Shalow.
Shd. That we have, that we have, that we

have; in faith, Sir John, we have: our watch-
word was, ffem, boys/—Come, let’s to dinner;
come, let’s to dinner:—O, the days t^t we
have seen!—come, come.

[Exeunt Fal., Shal., and Sjl.

BuU. Good Master Corporate Bardolph,
stand my friend; and here is four Harry ten
shillings in French crowns for yon. In very
troth, sir, I had as lief he hanged, sir, as go:
and yet, for mine own part, sir, I do not care;

hut rather, because 1 am unwilling, and, for

mine own part, have a desire to stay with my
friends; else, sir, I did not care for mine own
part, so much.

Bard. Go to; stand aride.

MouL And, good master corporal captain, for

my old dame’s sake, stand my friend: she has
nobody to do anything about her when 1 am
gone; and she is old, and cannot help herself:

you Hal have forty, sir.

Bard. Go to; stand aside.

Fee. By my troth, I care not; a man can die

but once; we owe God a death; I’ll ne’er hear
a base mind: an’t be my destiny, so; an’t be
noL so: no man’s too good to serve Ms prince;

and, let it go which way it wil, he that dies tMs
year is quit for the next.

Bard. Wel said; thou’rt a good felow.
Fee. Faith, I’ll bear no base mind.

Re-enter Falstafp and Justices.

Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I hive?
Shd. Four of which you please.

Bard. Sir, a word with you:—I have three
pound to free Mouldy and Bulctlf.

Fal Go to; wel. [have?
Shd. Come, Sir John, which four wll you
Fd. Do you choose for me.
Shal. Many, then,—Mouldy, Bulcalf,

Feeble, and Shadow.
Fd. Mouldy and Bulcalf for you, Mouldy,

stay at home till you are past service: and for

your part, Bulcal,—^grow til you come unto
it: I wil none of you.
Shd. Sir John, Sir John, do not yourself

wrong; they are your likehest men, and I would
have you served with the best

Fal. Wil you tel me, Master Shalow, how
to choose a man? Care I for the limb, the
thews, the stature, bulk, and big assembitnee
of a man! Give me the spint, Master Shalow.
—Here’s Wart;—you see what a ragged appear-
ance it is: he shH charge you and discharge
you, with the motion of a pewtercris hammer;
come of, and on, swifter than he that gibbets-
on the brewer’s bucket And this same half-

faced felow, Shadow,—give me this man: he
presents no mark to the enemy; the foeman
may with as great aim level at He edge of a
penknife. And, for a retreat,—how swiftly will

this Feeble, He woman’s talor, run off! O,
give me He spare man, and spare me He great
ones.—Put me a caliver into Wart’s 2md,
Bardolph.

Bard. Sold, Wait, traverse; Hus, Hus,
Hus.
Fd. Come, manage me your caliver. So:—

very wel:—go to:—very good:—exceeding
good.—0, give me always a Uttle, lean, old,

chapped, bmd shot—Wel said, i’faiH, Wart;
Hott’rt a good scab: hold, Here’s a tester for

Hee.
Shal. He is not bis craft’s-master, he doH

not do it right I remember at Mle-end Green,
—when I lay at Clement’s-inn,—I was Hen Sir

Bagonet in AiHur’s show,—Here was a little

quiver felow, and he would manage you his

piece Hus; and he would about and about, and
come you in and come you in: rah, tah, tah,

would he say; bounce would he say; and away
again would he go, and again would he come:
—I Hal never see such a felow.

Fal. These fellows wil do wel, Miwter
Shalow.—God keep you. Master Slence: I

wil not use many words wiH you.—Fare you
wel, gentlemen boH: X Hank you: I muH a
dozen mle to-night—Bardolph, pve the
soldiers coats.

Shal. Sir John, heaven bless you, and pros-

per your affairs, and send us peace! as you re-

turn, visit my house; let our old acquaintance
be renewed: peradventure I wil wiH you to

He court
Fd. ’Fore God, I would you would, Master

Shalow.
Shal Go to; I have spoke at a word. Fare

you well, [Exemt Shal. and Sil.

Fd. Fare you well, gentle geatlomen- On,
Bardolph; lead He men away. [Exeunt Bak-
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dolph, Secmits, Itc.]. As I return, I will

fetct* off these justices: I do see the bottom of

Jusfite Shallow. Lord, Lord, how subject we

old men are to this fice of lying! This same

starred Jnshce hath done nothing but prate to

me of the wildness of his youth, and the feats

he hath done about TismbuU Street, and every

third word a he, duer paid to the hearer than

the Turk’s tnbute. I do remember him at

Cleroenfs-ran, hke t man made after supper of

s cheese-panng: when he was naked, he was,

for aH the world, Kke a forked radish, with a

head fantastical'’^ carved upon it with a knife:

iie was so forlorn that his dimensions to any

thick sight were mvmcibie: he was the very

aenms of famine; yet iccherdus as a monkey,

«nd the whores called him mandrake: he came

ever in the rearward of the fashion; and sung

those tunes to the overscutched huswifes that

he heard the carmen whistle, and sware they

were his fancies or his good-mghts. And now

IS this ¥ice’s dagger become a squire, and talks

as ftmiiiarly of John of Gaunt as if he had been

sworn brother to him; and PH be sworn he

never saw ^m but once in the Tilt-yard; and

then he burst his head for crowding among the

marshal’s men. I saw it, and told John of

Gaunt he beat his own name; for you might

have thrust him and all his apparel mto an eel-

sfon; the case of a treble hautboy was a

mansion for him, a court:—and now has he

land and beeves. Weil, I will be acquainted

with him if I return; and it shall go hard but

I will make him a philosopher’s two stones to

me. if the young dace be a bait for the old pike,

I see no reason, in the law of nature, but I may
snap at him. Let time shape, and there an
end. [Exit.

ACT IV.

ScE?iE I.—A Forest in Yorkshire.

Enter the Archbishop of York, Mowbray,
Hastings, and others.

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their
number

Upon or near the rate of thirty thousand.
Mowb. The just proportion that we gave

them out.

Let us sway on, and face them in the field.

Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us
here?^

Mowb. 1 think it is my Lord of Westmore-
land.

,

Enter Westmoreland.

West. Health and fair greeting from our
s

general

;

The pnnee, Lord John and Duke of Lancaster.

,

Arch. Say on, my Lord of Westmoreland, in

j
peace,

;

What doth concern your coming,

i
West. Then, my lord.

Unto your grace do I in chief address
The substance of my speech. If that rebellion
Came hke itself, in base and abject routs,

‘ Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rags,

And countenanc’d by boys and beggary,

—

’ I say, if damn’d commotion so appear’d,
In lus true, native, and most proper shape,

' You, reverend father, and these noble lords,

,

Had not been here, to dress the ugly form
f Of base and bloody insurrection
< Wxthyourfairhonours. Yon,lordarchbishop,

—

; Whose see is by a civil peace maintain’d;
{ Whose beard the silver hand of peace hath

touch’d; [tutor’d;

j

Whose learning and good letters peace hath
Whose white investments figime innocence,

i Hie dove and very blessed spirit of peace,—
Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself
Out of the speech of peace, that bears such

grace,

Into the harsh and boisterous tongue of war;
Turning your books to greaves, your ink to

blood,

Your pens to lances, and your tongue divine

Arch. What is this forest call’d?

East. ’Tis Gualtree Forest, an’t shall please

your grace.

Arch. Here stand, my lords; and send dis-

coverers forth

To know the numbers of our enemies.

Hast We have sent forth already.

Arch* ’Tis well done.

My fnends and brethera in these great affairs,

I must acquaint you that I have receiv’d

New-dated letters from Northumberland;
Theircold intent, tenour, and substance,thus

Here doth he wish his person, with such powers

,
As might hold sortance with his quality,

The which he could not levy; whereupon
He IS retir’d, to npe his growing fortunes,

To Scotland; and concludes in hearty prayers

That your attempts may over-live the hazard
And fearful meeting of ^eir opposite.

Mowb. Thus do the hopes we have in him
" touch ground.

And dash themselves to pieces.

Enter a Messenger.

Hast Now, what news?
Mess. West of this forest, scarcely off a xtulfi,

in goodly form comes on the enemy;

To a loud trumpet and a point of war?
Arch. Wherefore do I tMs?—so the question

. stands.
* Bnefiy to this end:—we are all diseas’d;

!
And with our surfeiting and wanton hours

' Have brought ourselves mto a burning fever.
And we must bleed for it: of which disease
Our late king, Richard, being infected, died.
But, my most noble Lord of Westmoreland,
I take not bn me here as a physician;
Nor do I, as an enemy to peace.
Troop m the throngs of military men;
But, rather, show awhile like fearful war.
To diet rank minds sick of happiness,
And purge the obstructions wMch begin to stop
Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly.

I have in equal balance justly weigh’d
What wrongs our aims may do, what wrongs

we suffer,

And find our griefs heavier than our offences.
We see which way the stream of time doth run,
And are enforc’d from our most quiet sphere
By the rough torrent of occasion;
And kave the summary of all our griefs,

When time shall serve, to show in articles;

Which long ere this we offer’d to the Mng,
.

And might by no suit gain our audience:
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When we are wrong’d, and would unfold our
gnefs,

We are denied access unto his person [wrong.
Even by those men that most have done us

‘

The dangers of the days but newly gone,— |

Whose memory is written on the earth
;

With yet appearing blood,—and the examples
;

Of every minute’s instance,—present now,— '

Have put us in these ill-beseeming arms;
Not to break peace, or any branch of it,

But to establish here a peace indeed,
Concurring both m name and quality.

West. When ever yet was your appeal
j

demed;
Wherein have you been galled by the king;
What peer hath been suborn’d to grate on

you;

—

That you'should seal this lawless bloody book
Of forg’d rebelhon with a seal divine,

And consecrate commotion’s bitter edge?
Arch, My brother general, the common-

wealth,

To brother born an household cruelty,

I make my quarrel in particular.

West. There is no need of any such redress;
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. {dl

Mowb. Why not to him in part, and to us
That feel the bruises of the days before,

And sufier the condition of these times
To lay a heavy and unequal hand
Upon our honours?

West 0, my good Lord Mowbray.
Construe the times to their necessities,

And you shall say indeed, it is the time,

And not the king, that doth you injuries.

Yet, for your part, it not appears to me,
Either from the king or in the present time,
That you should have an inch of any ground
To build a gnef on: were you not restor’d

To all the Duke of Norfolk’s sigmories,

Your noble and xight-well-remember’d father’s?

Mowb, What thing, in honour, hadmy father

lost,

That need to be reviv’d and breath’d m me?
The kmg, that lov’d him, as the state stood

then,

Was, force perforce, compell’d to banish him.
And then that Henry Bohngbroke and he,

—

Being mounted and both roused in their seats,

Their neighing coursers daring of the spur.

Their armed staves in charge, their beavers
down,

Their eyes of fire sparkling through sights of

steel,

And the loud trumpet blowing them together,

—

Then, then, when there was nothing could have
stay’d

My father from the breast of Bolingbroke,
O, when the king did throw his warder down.
His own life hung upon the staff he threw;
Then threw he down himself, and all their lives

That by mdictment and by dmt of sword
Have since miscarried under Bohngbroke.

West. You speak, Lord Mowbray, now you
know not what.

The Earl of Hereford was reputed then
In England the most valiant gentleman:
Who knows on whom fortune would then have |

. smil’d?

But if your father had been victor there,

He ne’er had borne it out of Coventry:
For all the country, m a general voice.

Cried hate upon him; and all their prayers and
love

Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on,
And bless’d and grac’d indeed, more than the

kmg.
But this is mere disgression from my purpose.—
Here come I from our pnneely general
To know your gnefs; to tell you from his grace
That he will give you audience; and wherein
It shall appear that your demands are just,

You shall enjoy them,—everything set off

That might so much as think you enemies.
Mowb But he hath forc’d us to compel this

offer;

And it proceeds from policy, not love.

West. Mowbray, you overween to take it so;

This offer comes from mercy, not from feajr:

For, !o! within a ken, our army hes:
Upon mme honour, all too confident
To give admittance to a thought of fear.

Our battle is more full of names than yours.
Our men more perfect ih the use of arms,
Our armour all as strong, our cause the best;

Then reason will our hearts should be as good:
Say you not, then, our offer is compell’d.

Mowb. Well, by my will we shid admit no
parley.

West. That argues but the shame of your
offence:

A rotten case abides no handling. [sion,

Hast, Hath the Pnnee John a full commia-
In very ample virtue of his father,

To hear and absolutely to determine
Of what conditions we shall stand upon?

West. That is intended m the general’s

name:
I muse you make so slight a question.

Arch. Then take, my Lord of Westmoreland,
this schedule,

For this contains our general grievances;

Each several article herem redress’d,

Ail members of our cause, both here and hence,
That are insinew’d to this action,

Acquitted by a true substantial form,

And present execution of our wills

To us and to our purposes consign’d,—
We come within our awful banks again.

And knit our powers to the arm of peace.

West. This will I show the general. Please
,

you, lords.

In sight of both our battles we may meet;
And either end in peace,—which God so

frame!

—

Or to the place of difference call the swords
Which must decide it.

Arch. My lord, we will do so.

[Edt Westmoreland.
Mowb. There is a thing within my bosom

tells me
That no conditions of our peace can stand.

Hast. Fear you not that: if we can make our

peace
Upon such large terms and so absolute

As our conditions ^aH consist upon.

Ourpeace shalistand as firm as rockymquntaink,
Mowb. kyl but our valuation shall be such,

That every sh^it and false-derived cause,
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Ym, «Ttii 33ice, tad wanton reason,

Sbtli to tlte Mac ^8 action;

That, were oar rofal faiths martyrs in iove,

Wt ihaii be wiimoifM with so roagh a wind
That even oai com shall seem as light as chaff,

And gocMl from bad find no partition.

Arch. Ho, no, my lord. Hote this,—the

king is weaiy
Of dainty tad such picMng griefances:

For he hath found, to end one doubt by death

Eetives two greater in the heirs o! life;

And therefore will he wipe his tables clean.

And keep no teH-tale to Ms memory,
That may repeat and history his loss

To new remembrance: for full well he knows
He cannot so precisely weed this land

As his misdoubts present occasion:

B5a foes are so enrooted with his friends

That, plucking to unfix an enemy,
He doth unfasten so and shake a friend.

So that tMs land, like an offensive wife

That hath enragM him on to offer strokes.

As he is striking, holds his infant up.

And hangs resolvM correcton in the arm
That was uprear’d to execution. srods

Bast. Besides, the king hath wasted ail Ms
On late offenders, that he now doth lack

The very instruments of chastisement:

So that Ms power, like to a fangiess lion.

May offer, but not hold.

Arch. ’Tis very true:

And therefore be assur’d, my good lord marshal.

If we do now make our atonement well,

Our peace will, like a broken limb united.

Grow stronger for the breaking.

Uowb, Be it so.

Here is return’d my Lord of Westmoreland.

Me’cnter Westmoreland.

Witt The prince is here et hand: pleaseth
your lordsMp

To meet Ms grace just distance ’tween our
armies?

Mowb. Your grace of York, in God’s name,
then, set forward.

Arch. Before, and greet Ms grace:—my lord,

we come. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—Another part of the Forest.

Enter, from one side, Mowbray, the Arch-
bishop, Hastings, and others: from the
other side. Prince John op Lancaster,
Westmoreland, Officers and Attendants.

F. John. You are well encounter’d here, my
cousin Mowbray:

Good-day to you, gentle lord archbishop;
And so to you, Lwd Hastings,—and to all.

—

My Lord of York, it better show’d with you
When that your fiock, assembled by the bell,
Encircled you to hear with reverence
Your exposition on the holy text.
Than now to see you here an iron tn»T7.

Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum.
Turning the word to sword, and life to deaffi.
That man that sits within a monarch’s heart,Md ripens in the sunshine of Ms favour,
Would he abuse the countenance of the king.
Alack, what miscMefs might he abroach

: In shadow of such greatness! With you, lord
bishop,

' It is even so. Who hath not heard it spoken

I

How deep you were within the books of God?
* To us the speaker m Ms parliament;

, To us the imagin’d voice of God Mmself

;

The very opener and intelligencer

Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven.
And our dull workings. 0, who shall believe

But you misuse the reverence of your place,

1 Employ the countenance and grace of heaven,
As a false favourite doth Ms prince’s name.
In deeds dishonourable? You have taken up,
Under the counterfeited seal of God,
The subjects of Ms substitute, my father,

And both against the peace of heaven and him
Have here up-swarra’d them.

Arch. Good my Lord of Lancaster,

I am not here against your father’s peace;
But as I told my lord of Westmoreland,
The time misorder’d doth, in common, sense.
Crowd us and crush us to tMs monstrous form.
To hold our safety up. I sent your grace

[
The parcels and particulars of our grief,

—

I

The wMch hath been with scorn shov’d from
the court,

—

I

Whereon tMs Hyira son of war is bom;
Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm’d

asleep

With grant of our most just and right desires.

And true obedience, of tMs madness cur’d,

Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. [tunes

Mowb. If not, we ready are to try our for-

To the last man.
Hast. And though we here fall down

We have supplies to second our attempt:
If they miscarry, theirs shall second them;
And so success of miscMef shall be born,
And heir from heir shall hold tMs quarrel up
Whiles England shall have generation.

P. John. You are too shallow, Hastings,
much too shallow,

To sound the bottom of the after-times.

West Pleaseth your grace to answer them
directly,

How far-forth you do like their articles.

P. John. 1 like them all, and do allow them
well;

And swear here, by the honour of my Wood,
My father’s purposes have been mistook;
And some about Mm have too lavishly

Wrested his meaning and authority.

—

My lord; these griefs shall be with speed re-

dress’d; [you,

Upon my soul, they jshall. If this may please
Discharge your powers unto their several coun-

ties,

As we will ours; and here, between the armies.
Let’s drink together friendly, and embrace.
That all their eyes may bear those tokens home
Of our restored love and amity.
Arch. I take your princely word for these re-

dresses. [word:
P. John. I give it you, and wM maintain my

And thereupon I drink unto your grace.

Hast. Go, captain [to an Officer], and deliver

to the army [part:

This news of peace; let them have pay, and
1 know it will well please them. Hie thoe>

captain. [Exit Officer,
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Arch. To yoti, my noble Lord of Westmore-

land. [what pains
West. I pledge your grace; and, if you knew

I have bestow’d to breed this present peace,
You would dnnk freely: but my love to you
Shall show itself more openly hereafter.

Arch. I do not doubt you.

West 1 am glad of it—
Health to my lord and gentle cousin, Mowbray.
Mowb. You wish me health m very happy

season;
For I am, on the sudden, something ill.

Arch, Against ill chances men arc ever
merry;

But heaviness foreruns the good event
West Therefore be merry, coz; since sndden

sorrow [morrow.
Serves to say thus,—Some good thing comes to-

Arch. Believe me, I am passing lightm spirit

Mowb. So much the worse, if your own rule

be true. [Shouts mthin.
P. John. The word of peace is render’d;

hark, how they shout!

Mowb. This had been cheerful after victory.

Arch. A peace is of the nature of a conquest;
For then both parties nobly are subdued,
And neither party loser.

P. John. Go, my lord,

And let our army be discharged too.

[Exit Westmoreland.
And, good my lord, so please you let your trains

March by us, that we may peruse the men
We shotdd have cop’d withal.

Arch. Go, good lord Hastings,

And, ere they be dismissed, let them march by.
[Exit Hastings.

P, John. I trust, my lords, we shall lie to-

night together.

i

But for you, rebels,—look to taste the do#
Meet for rebellion and such acts as jours.
Most shallowly did you these arms commence,

j

Fondly brought here, tad foolishly senthence.—
Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter’d stray:
God, and not we, hath safely fought to-day.—
Some guard these traitors to the block of death.
Treason’s true bed and jieider-up of breath.

[Bxeunf.

Scene IIL—Another pari of tine Forest

Alarums: excursions. Enter Falstaef cmd
CoLEVTLE, meeting.

Pal. What’s your name, sir? of what condi-
tion are you, and of what place, I pray?

Cole. ! am a knight, sir; and my name is
Colevile of the dale.

Fat Well, then, Colevile is your name, a
knight is your degree, and your place the dale:
Colevile shall be stH your name, a traitor your
degree, and the dungeon your dale,—a dale
deep enough; so shall you be stUI Colevile of
the dale.

Cole. Are not you Sir John Falstaff?
Fat As good a man as he, sir, whoe’er I am.

Do ye yield, sir? or shall I sweat for you? If

I do sweat, they are the drops of thy lovers, and
they weep for thy death; therefore rouse up fear
and trembling, and do observance to my mercy.

Cole. I think you are Sir John Falstaff ; and
in that thought yield me.

Fal. I have -a whole school of tongues in this

belly of miue; and not a tongue of them all

speaks any other word butmy name. An I had
but a belly of any iadifierency, I were simply
the most active fellow in Europe: my womb,
my womb, my womb undoes me.—^Here comes
our general.

jRe-enfer Westmoreland.

Now, cousin, wherefore stands our army still?

West The leaders, having charge from you
to stand.

Win not go off until they hear you speak.
F, Jomu They know their duties.

Re-enter Hastings,

Hast My lord, our army is dispers’d already:

like youthful steers unyok’d, they take their

courses [up,

East, west, north, south; or, like a school broke

Each hurries toward his home and sporting-

place. [the which
West Good tidings, my Lord Hastings; for

I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason;—
And you, lord archbishop,—and you, Lord

Mowbray.

—

Of capital treason I attach you both.

Mowb. Is this proceeding just and honour-

able?

Wesf. Is your assembly so?

Arch. Will you thus break your faith?

P. John. I pawn’d thee none:

I promis’d you redress of these same griev-

ances
Whereof you did complain; which, by mine

honour,
I will perform with a moat Christiian care.

Enter Prince John of Lancaster, West-
moreland, and others.

P. John. The heat is past, follow no farther
now;

—

Can in the powers, good cousin'Westmoreland.
[Exit Westmoreland.

Now, Falstaff, where have you been all this

while?
When everything is enderf, then you come;
These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life,

One time or other break some galiows* back.
Fal. I would be sorry, my lord, but it should

be thus: I never knew yet but rebuke and check
was the reward of valour. Do you think me a
swallow, an arrow, or a bullet? have I, in my
poor and old motion, the expedition of thought?
I have speeded hither with the very eitremcst
inch of possibility; I have foundered nine-score

and odd posts: and here, travel tainted as 1 am,
have, in my pure and immaculate valour, taken
Sir John Colevile of the dale, a most furious

knight and valorous enemy. But what of that?

he saw me, and yielded; that I may justly say
with the hook-nosed feHow of Rome,—I came,
saw, and overcame.

P. John. It was more of his courtesy than
your deserving.

Fal. I know not:—here he is, and here I

yield him: and I beseech your grace, let it be
booked with the rest of this day’s deeds; or,
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by tlw I^rd* I will bife it in • ptrlacijltr baHid

tile, witli maM! own pcture on tibe top of it,

Colwiie iisiiin* mf foot: to the which course

if X tiHi enforced, il you do not xE show like gilt

Iwo-peticat to me, md I, m the clear sky of

fauM, o’ershme joti ts much «s the fuH moon
dtfii the cinders of the element, which show
Micf pins* heads to her, believe not the word of

tlM nobis: therefore let me hive right, and let

d^wt mount.
jP. John. Thine’s too heavy to moimt,

Ftd» Let it shine, then.

F. John, Thine’s too thick to shine.

FM. Let it do something, my good lord, that

lUf do me good, and call it what you will.

F. Jakn. Ii thy name Colevile?

CWe. It JS, my lord.

F. John. A famous rebel art thou, Colevile.

Fd. And a famous true subject took him.

Cde. I am, my lord, but as my betters are

That lid me hither: had they been rul’d by me,
Ton should hive won them dearer than you

have*
#W. I know not how they sold themselves:

but thou. Eke a kind fehow, gavest thyself away
gratis; and I thank thee for thee.

Ee-enier WEbTMORELAND.

F. John. Now, have you left pursuit:

West Retreat is made, and execution stay’d.

F. John. Send Colevile, with his confeder-

ates,

To York, to present execution:— fsure.

Blunt, lead him hence; and see you guard him
iFjceunf some with Colevile.

And now despatch we toward the court, my
lords.

I hear the king, my father, is sore sick:

Out news shall go before us to his majesty,—

Which, cousin, you shall hear,—to comfort him;
And we with sober speed will follow you.

FaL My lord, I beseech you, give me leave

to go (court,

Through Glostershire: and, when you come to

Stand, my good lord, pray, in your good report.

F. John. Fare you well, Faistaff: I, in my
condition,

Shan better speak of you than you deserve.

[Exeunt all but Fal.

Fd. I would you had but the wit- ‘twere

better your dukedom. Good faith, this

sime young sober-blooded boy doth not love

me; nor a man cannot make him laugh;—but
that’s no marvel, he dnnks no wine. There’s

never any of these demure boys come to any
fwof; for thin dnnk doth so over-cool their

blofod, and making many fish-meals, that they

fall into a kind of male green-sickness; and
then, when they marry, they get wenches: they
vre generally fools and cowards;—^which some
of us should be too, but for imSammation. A
good shems-sack hath a twofold operation in

it. It ascends me into the brain; dries me
there aM the fooEsh and dull and crady vapours
which environ it; makes it apprehensive, quick,

forgetive, full of nimble, fiery, and ddectable
shapes; which deEvered o’er to the voice,—the
tongue,—which is the birth, bescomes exceflent

wit, Tim second property of your wreeSent

sherns is,—the warming of the blood; which,
bdore cold and settled, left the Ever white and
pale, which is the badge of pusillanimity and
cowardice; but the shems warms it, and makes

[

It course from the inwards to the parts extreme:
'

it iHumineth the face; which, as a beacon,

,

gives warmng to all the rest of this httle jking-
' dom, man, to arm; and then the vital com-
moners and inland petty spirits muster me all

to their captam, the heart, who, great and
puffed up with this retmue, doth any deed of

courage: and this valour comes of Sherris. So
that skili m the weapon is nothmg without
sack, for that sets it a-work; and learning, a
mere hoard of gold kept by a devil till sack

^

commences it and sets it m act and use.
I Hereof comes it that Pnnee Harry is valiant;

1 for the cold blood he did naturally inhent of

his father, he hath, like lean, sterile, and bare
land, manured, husbanded, and tilled, with

' excehent endeavour of drinking good and good
. store of fertile shems, that he is become very

j

hot and valiant. If I had a thousand sons, the

I

first human principle I would teach them shoidd

j

be,—to forswear thm potations, and to addict
themselves to sack.

Enter Bardolph.

How now, BardolphI
Bard. The army is discharged all, and gone.
Fd. Let them go. I’ll through Gloster-

shire: and there I visit Master Robert
Shallow, Esquire: I have him already temper-
ing between my finger and my thumb, and
shortly will I seal wi& him. Come away.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Westminster. A Room in the
Palace.

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Prince
Humphrey, Warwick, and others.

K. Sen. Now, lords, if God doth give suc-
cessful end

To this debate that bleedeth at our doors,
We will our youth lead on to higher fields.
And draw no swords but what are sanctified.
Our navy is address’d, our power collected,
Our substitutes in absence well invested/
And everything Ees level to our wish:
Only, we want a little personal strength;^d pause us till these rebels* now ^oot,
Come underneath the yoke of government.

War, Both which we doubt not but your
maj'esty

Shall soon enjoy.

wr? Humphrey, my son of Gloster,
Where is the prince your brother?
F Humph. I think he’s gone to hunt, my

lord, at Wmdsor.
K. Hen. And how accompanied?
F. J^mph. I do not know, my lord.
K. Hen. Is not his brother, Thomas of

Clarence, with him?
F. Humph. No, my* good lord, he is in

presence here.
would my lord,and father?

K. Hen. Nothing but .w«E to tfiee, Thomas
of Clarence.
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How chance thou art not with the pnnce thy

brother? fThomas;
He loves thee, and thou dost neglect him,

Thou hast a better place in his affection

Than aE brothers: cherish it, my boy;

And noble offices thou mayst effect

Of meditation, after I am dead,

Between his greatness and thy other brethren:
Therefore omit Mm not; blunt not Ms love,

Nor lose the good advantage of Ms grace
By seeming cold or careless of Ms will;

For he is gracious if he be observ’d:

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand
Open as day for meltmg charity:

Yet notwithstanding, being incens’d, he’s flint;

As humorous as winter, and as sudden
As flaws congealed in the spring of day.

His temper, therefore, must be well observ’d:

CMde Mm for faults, and do it reverently,

When you perceive Ms blood inchn’d to mirth;

But, being moody, give Mm Hne and scope,

Tdl that Ms passions, like a whale on ground,
Confound themselves with working. Learn

tMs, Thomas,
And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends,

A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers m,
That riie united vessel of their blood,

Mmgled with venom of suggestion,

—

As, force perforce, the age pour it in,

—

Shall never leak, though it do work as strong

As aconitum or rash gunpowder. [love,

Cla. 1 shall observe Mm with all care and
K. Hen. Why art thou not at Wmdsor with

Mm, Thomas? [London.

Cla. He is not there to-day; he dines m
K. Hen. And how accompanied? canst thou

tell that?

Cla. With Poms, and other Ms continual fol-

lowers.

K. Hen. Most subject is the fattest soil to

weeds;
And he, the noble image of my youth.

Is overspread with them: therefore my grief

Stretches itself beyond the hour of death:

The blood weeps from my heart when I do
shape,

In forms imaginary, the ungUided days

And rotten times that you shall look upon
When I am sleeping with my ancestors.

For when Ms headstrong riot hath no curb.

When rage and hot blood are Ms counseEors,

Whenmeans and lavish manners meet together,

O, with what wings shall Ms affections fly

Towards fronting peril and oppos’d decay!
Wot. My gracious lord, you look beyond him

qmte:
The prince but studies Ms companions
Like a strange tongue; wherein, to gain the

* language,
’Tis needful that the most immodest word
Be look’d upon and leam’d; wMch once attain’d,

Your highness knows, comes to no further use
But to be Imown -and hated. So, like gross

terms,
The prince wilt M Ac perfectness of time.

Cast off Ms foUowers; and their memory
Shall as A pattern or a measure live,

By wMch his grace must mefte Ae lives of

others,

Turning past e^s to advantages.*

;
K. Hen. ’Tis seldom when the bee doth

i

leave her comb
;
In the dead camon,

—

j
Enter Westmoreland.

Who’s here? Westmoreland.
West. Health to my sovereign, and new

happmess
Added to that that I am to deliver! [hand;
Prince John, your son, doth kiss your grace’s
Mowbray, the Bishop Scroop, Hastings, and aH,
Are brought to the correction of your kw;
There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheathed,
But peace puts forth her oEve everywhere:

j

The manner how this action hath been borne
Here at more leisure may your highness read,
With every course in Ms particular.

K. Hen. 0, Westmoreland, thou art a sum-
mer bird,

WMch ever m the haunch of winter sings
The Ufring-up of day. Look, here’s more news.

Enter Harcourt
Hot. From enemies heaven keep your

majesty;
And, when they stand against you, may they

faff

As those that I am come to tell you of!

The Earl Northumberland and the Lord Bar-
dolph,

WiA a great power of English and of Scots,
Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown:
The manner and true order of the fight

TMs packet, please it you, contains at large.

K. Hen. And wherefore should these good
news make me sick?

Will fortune never come with both hands fuE,

But write her fair words stiE in foulest letters?

She either gives a stomach, and no food,

—

Such are the poor, in health; or else a feast.

And takes away the stomach,—suA are the
rich,

That have abundance, and enjoy it not.

I should rejoice now at tMs happy news;
And nowmy sight faEs, and my brain is giddy:

—

0 me! come near me, now I am much iE.

[Siroons.

P. Humph. Comfort, your majesty!
Cla. O my royal faAer!
West. My sovereign lord, cheer up yourseff,

look up.
War. Be patent, princes; you do know,

these fits

Are with Ms Mghness very ordinary. [weE.
Stand from Mm, give Mm air; he'E straight be

Cla. No, no: he cannot long hold out these
pangs:

The incessant care and labour of Ms mind
Hath wrought the mure, that should confine it

in, [out.

So thin, Aat life looks through, and wEl break
P, Humph. The people fear me; for they do

observe
TJnfaAer’d heirs and loathly births of nature:

The seasons change their manners, as the year
Had found some monAs a^cep, and leaped

them over.

Cla. The river haA thrice flow’d, no ebb be-
tween.

And the old folk, time’s doting chronicles,
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it ulid so t Httie tiiae before 'died.

Tmit oor freitt grindsire, Edward, sickM and
War, Siwak lower, princes, for the kmg re-

conrm. 'end.

P. Eumpk, Tfus apoplexy will certain be his

JC. jSfen. I pray yon, take me np, and bear

me hence
Into some other chamber: softly, pray.

[Yhei^ convene the King into an mner part of

the room, and place htm on a bed.

Eet there be no noise made, my gentle fnends;

Unless some dull and ft?onrtb!e band
Wil whisper nroiic to my weary spmt.

IFffr, Cal for toe mnsic in toe other room.

K. Ben. Set me toe crown upon my pillow

here.

Cte. His eye Is iolow, and he changes much.
War. Less noise, less noise!

Enter PsmcE EEmY.

F. 3m. Who saw the Duke of Ctoence?
Cta- I am here, brother, full of heaviness.

JP. Ben. How now! rain within doors, and
none abroad!

How doth the king?

P. Humph. Exceeding ffl.

p. Hen. Heard he the good news yet?

Tel It him. [mg it

P. Humph. He altered much upon the hear-

P. Ben. If he be mck
With joy, he wiU recover without physic.

War. Not so much noise, my lords;—sweet
prince, speak low;

The king your father is dispos'd to sleep.

Cta. "let us withdraw into the other room.
War. Will't please your grace to go along

with us?
P, Ben. No; I wil ait and watch here by

toe king. [Exeunt aU but P. H£NS.y.

Why doth toe crown He there upon his piflow,

Being so troublesome a hedfelow?

0 pohsh’d perturbation! golden care!

Hmt keep’st the ports of slumber 0|^n wide
To many a watchful night!—sleep with itnow!
Yet not so sound and hidf so deeply sweet
As he whose brow with homely biggin bound
Snores out the watch of night. 0 majesty!
When thou dost panch toy bearer, thou dost sit

like a rich armour worn in heat'of day
That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath
There lies a downy feather which stirs not:

Bid he suspire, that light luid weightless down
Perforce must move.—My gracious lord! my

father!—
This sleep is sound indeed; this is a sleep

That from this golden ligol hath divorc’d

So many English kings. Thy due from me
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood.

Which nature, lov^, and filial tenderness
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteoasly;
My due from thee is this imperial crown,
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood,
Beiives itself to me. Lo, here it sits,—

[PuttiJUi it on his head.
Which God shall guard; and pat the world’s

whole strength
Into one giant arm, it shall not force
This lineal honour from me: this from thee
Wffl I to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. [Exit.

K, Ben. Warwick! Gloster! Clarence!
I

Re-enter Warwick and the rest

Cla. Both the Mng call?

War. Whet would your majesty? how fares
your grace? [my lords?

K Hen Why did you leave me here alone,

Cia We left the prince my brother here, my
hege,

Who undertook to sit and watch by you.

K. Hen. The Pnnee of Wales! Where is

he? let me see Mm:
I

He IS not here.

War. This door is open; he is gone fMs way.
P. Humph. He came not through the cham-

ber where we stay’d.

K. Hen. Where is the crown? who took it

from my pillow?

War. 'S^en we withdrew, my Hege, we lett

it here.

K. Hen. The prince hath ta’en it hence;

—

go, seek him out.

Is he hasty that he doth suppose
My sleep my death?— [Mther.
Find Mm, my Lord of Warwick; cMde him

[Exit Warwick.
This part of Ms conjoins with my disease.

And helps to end me.—See, sons, what things
you are!

How quickly nature falls into revolt

When gold becomes her objectl

For this the fooHsh over-careful fathers

Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their

brains with care.

Their hones with industry;

For this they have engrossed and pl’d up
The canker’d heaps of strange-acMeved gold:
For tois they have been thou^tful to invest

Their sons with arts and martial exercises:

When, like the bee, tolling from every flower
The virtuous sweets, [pack’d,

Our thinp with wax, our mouths with honey
We bring it to toe Mve: and, like the bees,
Are murder’d for our pains. This bitter taste

Yield Ms engrossments to the ending fatoer.

Re-enter Warwick.

How, where is he that will not stay so long
Till Ms friend sickness hath determin’d me?

War. My lord, I found the prince in the
next room.

Washing with kindly tears Ms gentle cheeks;
With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow,
That tyranny, wMch never quaff’d but blood,
Would, by beholding Mm, have wash’d Ms knife
With gentle eyedrops. He is coming Mtoer.
K. Hen. But wherefore did he t^e away

toe crown?

Re-enter Prince Henry

Lo, where he comes.—Come hither to me,'
Harry.

—

Depart the ch^ber, leate us here alone.
[Exeunt Ci-AR., P. Humph., Lords, &c.

P. Hen. I never thought to hear you speak
again.

K, Henry. Thy wish was father. Hairy, to
that tooutot:

I stay too long by thee, I weary thee.
Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair
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Tfeat thou wilt needs invest thee with mine
honours

Before thy hour he ripe? 0 foolish youth!
Thou seek’st the jcreatness that will overwhelm

thee.

Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity

is held from falling with so weak a wind
That it will quickly drop: my day is dun. [hours,

Thou hast ^olen that which, after some few
Were thme without offence; and at my dea&
Thou hast seal’d up my expectation:

Thy bfe did manifest thou lov’dst me not,

And thou wilt have me die assur’d of it.

Thou hid’st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart.

To stab at half an hour of my Iffe.

WMt! canst thou not forbear me half an hour?
Then, get thee gone, and dig my ^ave thyself;

And bid the merry bells ring to tbune ear.

That thou art crowned, not ffiat I am dead.
Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse
Be drops of balm to sanctify thy head:
Only compound me with forgotten dust;

Give that which gave thee life unto<the worms.
Huck down my officers, break my decrees;
For now a time is come to mock at form:

—

Harry the fifth is crown’d;—up, vanity!

Down, sroyal state! all you sage counsellors,

hence!
And to the £n#sh court assemble now.
From every region, apes of idleness! [scum:
Now, neighbour coi^es, purge you of your
Have you a ruffian that will swear, drink, d^ce,
Revel the ni^t, rob, murder, and commit
Ihie oldest sins the newest ]^d of ways?
Be happy, he wiH trouble you no more;
England shall double-gild his treble guilt,

—

England shall give him office, honour, might;
For the fifth Harry from curb’d license plucks
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog
Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent.

0 my poor Idngdom, sick with civil blows!

When thatmy care could not withhold thy riots,

What wilt thou do when riot is care?

0, thou wilt be a wilderness again.

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants?

P. Hen. 0, pardon me, my Hegel but for

my tears, [Kneelmg.
The moist impediments unto my speech,

1 had forestall’d this dear and deep rebuke
Ere you with ^ef had spoke and I had heard
The course of it so far. There is your crown;
And He that wears the crown immortally
Long guard it yours! If 1 affect it more
Than as your honour and as your renown.
Let me no more from this obedience rise,

—

Which my most inward and true duteous spirit

Teacheth,—this p-ostrate and exterior benffing!

God witness with me, when I here came in,

And found no course of breath within your
majesty,

How cold it sfruck my heart! If I do feign,

0, let me in my present wildness die,

And live to show the incredulous world
The noble change that I have purposed!
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead,

—

And dead almost, my liege, to think you were,-—
•I spake unto the crown as having sense.

And thus upbraided it: The care on thee de-
pendmg

I

Hath fed upon the bodg ofmgfather;
Therefore, thou, best of g<M, mt umst of gold:
Other, Idss fine m carat, is mare precious.
Preserving bfe in medicine poiaUe; [rmwn^d.
But thou, most fim, most honoufd, n{ost re-

Hast eat thy bearer up. Thus, my most royal
liege.

Accusing it, I put if on my head.
To try with it,—as with an enemy
That had before my face murder’d my father,

—

The quarrel of a true inheritor.

But if it did infect my blood with Joy,

Or swell my thou^ts to any strain of pride;

Ifany rebel or vain spirit of mine
Did with the least affection of a welcome
Give entertainment to the might of it,

Let God for ever keep it from my head.
And make me as the poorest vassal is,

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it!

K. Hen. O my son,
God put it in thy mind to take it hence.
That thou mightst win the more thy father’s

love,

Pleading so wisely in excuse of it!

Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed;
And hear, I think, the very latest counsel
That ever I shall breathe. God knows, my Son,
By what by-paths and indirect crook’d ways
I met this crown; and I myself know well

How troublesome it sat upon my head:
To thee it shall descend with better quiet,

Better opinion, better confirmation;

For aU the soil of the achievement goes
With me into the earth. It seem’d in me
But as anhonour snatch’d with boisterous hand;
And 1 had many living to upbraid
My gain of it by their assistances;

Wliich daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed,
Wounding supposed peace: all these bold fears

Thou see’st with peril I have answered;
For all my reign hath been but as a scene
Acting that argument: and now my death
Changes the mode; for what m me was pur-

chas’d.

Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort;

So thou the garland wearist successively.

Yet, though thou stand’st more sure than I
could do,

Thou art not firm enou^, since griefs are
green;

And all my friends, which thou must make thy
Mends,

Have but their stin^ and teeth newly ta’en out;

By whose fell worMng I was first advanc’d,
And by whose power 1 well might lodge a fear
To be again displac’d: which to avoid,

I cut them off; and had a purpose now
To lead out many tp the Holy Land,
Lest rest and lying still might make them look
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry,
Be it thy course to busy giddy minds [out,

With foreign quarrels; ffiat action, hence borne
May waste the memory of the former days.

More would I, butmy lungs are wasted so,

That strength of speech is utterly denied me.
How I came by the crown, O God. forgive;

And grant it may with thee in true peace Evel
P.Hen. My gracious Hege,

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me;
Then plain and right must my possession be:
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WMch I witit more thm with a commcm pain

'Catest *11 the world will rightfully mmattia.

JC. Hen. Look, look, here comes my John of

Lancaster.

Enter Protci John of Lancaster, War-
wick, Lords, and others,

F. John, Hctlth, peace and hippiness to my
royal father!

JS:. Hen. Thou hnag’st me happiness and
peace, son John;

Bwt health, alack, with youthful wings is flown

From this hare wither'd trank: upon thy sight,

ICy worldly homness makes a period,—

Where i« mj Lord of Warwick?
j*. jcfen. My Lord of Warwick!

K,Een. Both any name parhcular belong

Unto tihe lodging where I first did swoon?

War, 'Tis call’d Jerusalem, my noble lord.

K, Hen. Land be to God!—even there my
hfe must end.

It hath been prophesied to me many years,

X should sot die but in Jerusalem;

Which vainly I suppos’d the Holy Land:

—

bear me to that chamber; there I’ll lie;

ih that Jerusalem shall Harry die. [Pxeimf.

ACT V.

Sesam I.—Gloucestershire. A Had in

Shallow’s House.

J&ifer Shallo'#, Falstaff, Bardolph, and
Page.

Shat. By cock and pic, sir, you shall not

away to-nijEht—What, Davy, I say!

Eal. Ton most excuse me. Master Robert
fallow.

ShaJ. I will not excuse you; you shall not

be excused; excuses shall not be admitted;

i!^e is no excuse shall serve; you shall not be
excused.—Why, Davy!

Enter Daw.

DuOf. Here, sir.

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy,—let me see,

Davy; let me see:—yea, marry, Willxam cook,

Md hM come hither.—Sir John, you shall not
|

be excused.
j

Xknng, Marry, sir, thus;—those precepts can-

not be served: and, again, sir,—shall we sow
;

the headland with wheat?
j

Shd. With red wheat, Davy. But for

WMiam cook:—are there no young pigeons?

DavM- Yes, sir.—Here is now the smith’s
I

note for shoeing and plough-irons.

Shal. Let it be cast, and paid.—Sir John,
you shall not be excused.
Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket

must needs be had:—and, sir, do you mean to

stop any of William’s wages about the sack he
lost the other day at Hinckley fair?

Shal. He shall answer it.—Some ingeons,
Davy, a couple of short-legged hens, a joint of
mutton, and any pretty htfle hny kicl^aws,
tell WiBiais cook. [sir?

Ikmy. Doth the man of war stay all night,

Sfml. Yea, Davy, I will use ham well:^a
Mend F the court k better than a penny in
im«e. Use his men well, Davy; for they are
anrant knaves, and will backbite.

Davy. No worse than they are back-bitten,

sir; for they have marvellous foul linen.

Shal. Well conceited, Davy:—about thy
business, Ba^.
Davy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance

William Visor of Wincot against Clement
Perkes of the MIL

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy,
against that Visor: that Visor is an arrant

' knave, on my knowledge.
! jDc vy. I grant your worship that he is a knave

\
sir; but yet, God forbid, sir, but a knave i^ould

* have some countenance at his friend’s request.

An honest man, sir, is able to speak for him-
self, when a knave is not. I have served your
worship truly, sir, this eight years; and if I

cannot once or twice in a quarter bear out a

j
knave against an honest man, I have but a very
httle credit with your worship. The knave is

mine honest friend, sir; therefore, I beseech
your worship, let him be countenanced.

Shal. Go to; I say, he shall have no wrong.
Look about, Davy. [Exit Davy] Where are
you. Sir John? Come, come, come, off with
your boots.—Give me your hand, Master Bar-
dolph.

Bard. I am glad to see your worship.

Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind
Master Bardolph:—and welcome, my tall

fellow [fo the Page.].—Come, Sir John.
Fal. PU follow you, good Master Robert

Shallow. [Exit Shallow.] Bardolph, look
to our horses. [Exeunt Bardolph and Page.]

I

If I were sawed into quantities, I should m^e
I

four dozen of such bearded hermits’ staves as

I

Master Shallow. It is a wonderful thing to see
the semblable coherence of his men’s spirits

and his: they, by observi^ of him, do bear
themselves like foohsh justices; he, by convers-
ing with them, is turned into a jusbce-like
serving-man: their spirits are so married in
conjunction with the participation of society that

they flock together in consent, like so many wild
geese. If I had a suit to Master Shallow, I

would humour his men with the imputation of
I being near their master: if to his men, I would
j curry with Master Shallow that no man could

;
better command his. servants. It is certain

' that either wise bearing or ignorant carriage is

I

caught, as men take diseases, one of another:

;

therefore, let men take heed of their company,

j

I will devise matter enough out of this Shallow
!

to keep Prince Harry in continual laughter the
wearing out of six fashions,—which is four
terms, or two actions,—and he shall laugh
without iniervallums. 0, it is much that a lie

with a slight oath, and a jest with a sad brow,
wiH do with a fellow that never had the ache in

his shoulders! O, you shall see him laugh till

his face be like a wet cloak ill laid up!
Shal. [TVif/tin.] Sir John!
Fal. 1 come. Master Shallow; I come.

Master Shallow. [JEriL

Scene IL—Westminister. A Room in the

Palace.

Enter, severally, Warwick and the Lord
Chief-Justice.

War. How now, my lord chief-justice!

whither away?
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Ch, Just How doth the Mug? [ended

War. Exceeding well; his cares are now all

Ch. Just. I hope, not dead.

Ifar, He’s walk’d the way of nature;

And to our purposes he hves no more.

Ch. Just. I would his majesty had call’d me
with him:

The service that I truly did his Me
Hath left me open to all injuries. Tyou not.

War. Indeed I think the young king loves

€h. Just. I Imo’w he doth not; and do arm
myself

To welcome the condition of the time;

Which cannot look more hideously upon me
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy.

War. Here come the heavy issue of dead
Harry:

0 that the living Harry had the temper
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen!

How many nobles then should hold their places

That must strike sail to spints of vile sort!

Ch. Just. Q God, I fear all will be overturn’d.

Enter Prince John, Prince Humphrey,
Clarence, Westmoreland, and others.

P. John. Good-morrow, cousin Warwick,
good-morrow.

P. Humph., Cla. Good-morrow, cousin.

P. John. We meet hke men that had forgot

to speak.

War. We do remember; but our argument
Is all too heavy to admit much talk.

P. John. Well, peace be with him that hath
made us heavy!

Ch. Just. Peace be with us, lest we be
heavier!

P. Humph. 0, good my lord, you have lost

a friend indeed;

And I dare swear you borrow not that face

Of seeming sorrow,—it is sure your own.
P. John. Though no man be assur’d what

grace to find,

You stand in coldest expectation:

1 am the sorrier; would ’twere otherwise.

Qa. Well, you must now speak Sir John
Falstaff fair;

Which swims against your stream of quality.

Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did

m honour,
Ted by the impartiM conduct of my soul;

And never shiid you see that I will beg
A ragged and forestall’d remission.

If truth and upright innocency fail me.
I’ll to the king my master that is dead.

And tell him who hath sent me after him.
War. Here comes the prince.

Enter KinG' Henry V.

Ch Just. Good-morrow; and God feave your

majesty! [majesty,

Kmg. This new and gorgeous garment,

Sits not so easy on me as you think.—
Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear:

This is the English, not the Turkish court;

Hot Amurath an Amurath succeeds,
But Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good brothers,

For, to speak truth, it,very well becomes ydu;
•Sorrow so royally in you appears
That I will deeply put the fashion on,

m
And wear it in my heart* why, then, be sad;

entertam no more of it, good brothers.
Than a joint burden laid upon us all.

For me, by heaven, I bid you be assur’d,

I’il be }Our father and your brother too;

Let me but hear your love, Pil bear your cares;

Yet weep that Harry’s dead, and so will I;

But Harry lives, that shall com^'ert those tears.

By number, into hours of happmess.
P. John, &c. We hope no other from your

majesty.
King. You all icok strangely on me:—and

you most, {To the Chief-Justice.

You are, I think, assur’d I love you not.

Ch. Just I am assur’d, if I be measur’d
nghtly.

Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me.
I

Kmg. No!

I

How might a prince of my great hopes forget
So great mdigmties you laid upon me!

I

What! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison
The immediate hair of England! Was this easy?
May this be wash’d m Lethe, and forgotten?

Ch. Just. I then did use the person of your
father;

The image of his power lay then in me:
And, in the administration of his law,
WMles I was busy for the commonwealth,
Your highness pleased to forget my^ place,

And majesty and power of law and justice,

The image of the king whom I presented.
And struck me in my very seat of judgment;
Whereon, as an offender to your father,

I gave bold way to my authority,

And did commit you. If the deed were iB,

Be you contented, wearing now the garland.

To have a son set your decrees at naught.
To pluck down justice from your awful bench.
To tap the course of law and blunt the sword
That guards the peace and safety of your

person;

Hay, more, to spurn at your most royal image.
And mock your workings in a second body.
Question your royal thoughts, make the case

yours;

Be now the father, and proiiose a son;
Hear your own dignity so much profan’d.

See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted.

Behold yourself so by a^on disdain’d;

And then imagine me taking your parti

And, in your power, soft silencing your son:
After this cold considerance, sentence me;
And, as you are a king, speak in your state

What I have done that misbecame my place.

My person, or my liege’s sovereignty.

Kmg. You are right, justice, and you w^gh
this well;

Therefore still bear the balance and the sword:
And I do wish your honours may increase
Till you do live to see a son of mine
Offend you, and obeyyou, as I did.

So shall I live to speak my father’s words
Happy am I, that have a man so bold.

That dares do justice on my proper son;
And not less happy, having such a son,
Thai would deliver up his greatness so
Into the hands ofjustice. You did commit We:
For which I do commit into your hand
•T3ie unstain’d swdrd that you have us’d to bear;
With this remembrance,—that youuse the same
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With tins like bold, Ja^t, imi! inijperlial spint

A» you have done ’gainst me. There is my
hand;

Yon shall he as a father to m? joiitfa:

My fosce shall sound t«5 you do prompt mine
ear;

And I will stocp and humble my intents

To your well-practis’d wise directions.—

And, princes all, believe me, I beseech yon;—
Mf father is gone mid into his grave.

For in his tomb lie my adfechons;

And with hiS sant sadly I snmve,
To mock the eipectatwn of the world,

To fmstjrate prophecies, and to raze out

Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down
After my seeming. The tide of blood m me
Hath proudly flowM in vanity till now:
?low doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea,

Where it shall mingle with the state of floods,

And Sow henceforth in formal majesty.

Bow call we our high court of parliament:

And let sis choose such limbs of noble counsel.

That the great body of our state may go

la esjual rank with the best-govem'd nation;

That war or peace, or both at once, may be
As things acquamted and familiar to us;

In whuch you, father, shall have foremost hand.
[To the Lord Chief-Justice.

Our coronation done, we will accite.

As I before rememberid, all our state:

And,—God consigning to my good intents,—
Ko pnnee nor peer shall have just cause to say,

God shorten Htny’s happy life one day.

[Exeunt.

ScEME III—Gloucestershise. The Garden
of Shaixow’s Bouse.

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Silence, Bar-
DOLPH, the Page, and Davy.

SM. Nay, you shall see mine orchard, where,
in an arbour, we will eat a last yearis pippm of
my own graffing, with a dish of carraways, and
so forth:—come, cousin Silence:—and then to
bed.
Pal *For« God, you have here a goodly

dwelling and a rich.

Shd, Barren, barren, barren; beggars all,

beggars ah, Sir John:—marry, good air.—
Spread, Davy; spread, Davy: well said, Davy.

F<d. This Davy serves you for good uses; he
is your serving-man and your husband.
Shd. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very

good vaiiet. Sir John:—by the mass, I have
drunk too much sack at supper:—a good varlet
Now sit down, now sit down:—come, couan.

Sil. Ah, siixahl quotb-a,—we shah
Do nothing hut eat, and maJfee good cheer,

[Singing.
And prake Aeuoen/or the meng year;
When flesh is cheap, andfemales dear.
And lusty lads roam here and there.

So memly.
And ever among so merrily.

Fal. There’s a merry heartl—Good Master
Silence, Ph give you a health for that anon.
SlmL Give Master Bardolph some wine,

Davy.
Davy. Sweet sir, sit [seating Bardoleh and

the Page at another taUe]; 1*11 be with you

anon; most sweet sir, sit.—Master Page, good
Master Page, sit.—Proface! What you want
in meat, we’ll have in dnnk. But you must
bear; the heart’s all. [Exit.

Shal Be merry, Master Bardolph;—and.
my httle soldier there, be merry.

, Sil. Be merry, be merry, my wife has aU;

I (Singing,

i For women are shrews, both short and tall;

I
*Tts merry m hall when beards wag all,

And uelcome merry shrove-tide.

Be merry, be merry, &c.

Fal I did not think Master Silence had been
a man of this mettle.

Sil. Who, I? I have been merry twice and
once ere now.

j

Re-enter Davy.

!

Davy. There is a dish of leather-coats for

you. [Setting them before Bard.
i

Skat Davy,—
1

Davy. Your worship?—PE be with you
straight [fo Bard.]—A cup of wine, sir?

Sil. A cup of wine thaFs brisk andfine,

[Singing.

And drink unto the leman mine;
And a merry heart lives long-a.

Fal. Weil, said. Master Silence.

Sil. And we shall be merry;—now comes in
the sweet of the night.

Fal. Health and long Me to you, Master
Silence.

Sil. Fill the cup, and let it come; [Sin^g.
ril pledge you a mile to the bottom.

Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome: if thou
wantest anything, and wilt not call, beshrew
thy heart.—Welcome, my little tiny thief [fo

the Page]; and welcome indeed too.—Pll drink
to Master Bardolph, and to all the cavaieroes
about London.
Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die.

Bard. An I might see you there, Davy,

—

Shal. By the mass, you’U crack a quart to-

gether,—^hs! will you not. Master Bardolph?
Bard. Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot.

Shd. By God’s liggens, I thank thee:—the
knave will stick by thee, I can assure tihee that:

he will not out; he is true bred.
Bard. And Pll stick by him, sir.

Shal. Why, there spoke a king. Lack no-
thing; be merry. [KnocMng heardf} Look
who’s at door there, hoi who knocks?

[Exit Davy.
Fd. Why, now you have doneme right.

[To Sn,., who has drunk a bumper.
Sil. Do me right, [Singing.

And dub me kmghi:
Samingo.

Is’t not so?
Fal. *Tis so.

S3. Is’t so? Why, then, say an old man
can do somewhat

Re-enter Davy.

Davy. An it please your worship, there’s
one Pistol come &om the court with news.
Fd. From the courtl let him come in.

Enter Pisroi:,,

How now, Mstoll
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Pist. Sir John, God save you!

FdL What wind blew you hither, Pistol?

PtsL Not the iil wind which blows no man
to good.—Sweet kmght, thou art now one of

the greatest men in the realm.

Sd. By’r lady, I think he be, but goodman
Puff of Barson.

Fist. Puff?

Puffm thy teeth, most recreant coward base!

—

Sir John, I am thy Pistol and thy friend,

And helter-skelter have I rode to thee;

And tidings do I bnng, and lucky joys,

And golden times, and happy news of price,
j

Fal I pr'ythee now, deliver them hfce a man
of this world. (base’

Ffst, A foutra for the world and worldlings

I speak of Afnca and golden joys.

Fal. O base Assyrian kmght, what is thy
news?

Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof.

Sil. And Rohm Hood, Scarlet, and John.
(Singing.

Fist. Shall dunghill curs confront the Heli-
cons?

And shall good news be baffled?

Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies’ lap.

Shal. Honest gentleman, I know not your
breeding.

Fist. Why, then, lament, therefore.

Shal. Give me pardon, sir*—if, sir, you come
with news from the court, I take it there is but
two ways; either to utter them, or to conceal
them. I am, sir, under the king, in some
authority.

Fist. Under which king, bezonian? speak,
or die.

Shal. Under King Harry.
Fist. Harry the fourth? or fifth?

Shal. Harry the fourth.

Fist. A foutra for thine office!

—

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king;

Harry the fifth’s the man. I speak the truth:

When Pistol lies, do this; and fig me, like

The bragging Spaniard.

Fal. What! is the old king dead!
Fist. As nail in door: the things I speak are

just.

Fal. Away, Bardolph! saddle my horse.

—

Master Robert Shallow, choose what office thou
wilt in the land, ’tis thine.—Pistol, I will dou-
ble charge thee with dignities.

Bard. 0 joyful day!

I would not take a knighthood for my fortune.
Fist. What, I do bring good news?
Fed. Carry Master Silence to bed.—Master

Shallow, my Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt;

I am fortune’s steward. Get on thy boots:
we’ll nde all mght.—0 sweet Pistol!—away,
Bardolph! [Exit Bardolph.]—Come, Pistol,

utter more to me; and, withal, devise some-
thing to do thyself good.—Boot, boot, Master
Shallow. I know the young king is sick for me.
Let us take any man’s horses; the laws of Eng-
land are at my commandment. Happy are
they which have been my friends; and woe
unto my Lord Chief-Justice!

Fist Let vultures 's^e seize on his lungs also!
Where is the life that late I led? say they:
Why, here it is;—welcome this pleasant day!

[Exeun^.

Scene IV.—London. A Street.

Enter Beadles, dragging in Hostess Quickly
and Doll Tearshlet.

Host. No, thou arrant knave; I would I

might die, that I might have thee hanged: thou
hast drawn mj shoulder out of joint.

I Bead. The coi: stables have delivered her
over to me, and she shall have whipping-cheer
enough, I warrant her: there hath been a man.
or two lately killed about her.

Doll. Nur-hook, nut-hook you lie. Come
on; I’ll teil thee what, thou damned tripe-

visaged rascal, an the child I now go with do
miscarry, thou hadst better thou ha’dst struck

1 thy mother, thou paper-faced villain.

Host. O the Lord, that Sir John were come!
I
he would make this a bloody day to somebody.
But I pray God the fruit of her womb miscarry!

I Bead. If it do, you shall have a dozen of

cushions again; you have but eleven now.
Come, I charge you. both go with me; for the
man is dead that you and Pistol beat among
you.

Doll I’ll tell thee what, thou thin man m a
censer, I will have you is soundly svvmged for

this,—you blue-bottie rogue, you filthy fam-
ished correctioner, ir you be not swinged, I’ll

forswear half-tarties.

I Bead. Come, come, you she kmght-errant,

come.
Host. 0 God, that right should thus over-

come might!
Well, of sufferance comes ease. {a justice.

Doll. Come, you rogue, come; bring me to

Host. Ay, come, you starved bloodhound.
Doll Goodman death, goodman bones!
Host. Thou atomy, thou I

DoB. Come, you thin thing; come, you rascal.

I Bead. Very well. [Exeunt.

Scene V.—A public Place near Westminster
Abbey.

Enter two Grooms, strewing rushes.

1 Groom. More rushes, more rushes.

2 Groom. The trumpets have sounded twice.

I Groom. It will be two o’clock ere they come
from the coronation: despatch, despatch.

[Exeunt.

Enter Falst^ef, Shallow, Pistol, Bar-
dolph, and the Page.

Fal. Stand here by me, Master Robert Shal-

low, I will make the king do you grace: I will

leer upon him, as he comes by; and do but

mark the countenance that he will give me.
Fist. God bless thy lungs, good kmght.
Fal. Come here, Pistol; stand behind me.—

O, if I had had time to have made new liveries,

I would have bestowed the thousand pound I

borrowed of you [fo Shallow] But ’tis no

matter; this poor show doth better: this doth

infer the zeal. I had to see him,

—

Shal. It doth so.

Fal. It shows my earnestness of affectionj—

Shat. It doth so.

Fal. My devotion,—
Shat It doth, it doth, it doth.
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Fat. Ms it were, td nde dt^ ind night; and Fal. That cm hardly be, Master Shallow,

not to dehbertte, not to remember, not to have Bo not you gneve at tins; I shall be sent for

mhence to shift me,- pnvate to him: look you, he must seem thus

Shcl. !t IS most certain. to the world, fear not your advancement; I

Fa! But to stand stained with travel, and wall be the man yet that shall make you great,

sweating with desire to sec him; tfeinkiiig of Shal. I cannot perceive how,—unless you

nothing else, putting ail affairs else in oblivion, give me your doublet, and stuff me out with

as if there were nothing else to be done but to straw. I beseech you, good Sir John, let me
tee him. bave five hundred of my thousand.

Fist. ’’Tis semper idem, for absque hoc mhil Fal Sir, I wiU be as good as my word- this

etl“ 'tis ail in every part. that you heard was but a colour. [Sir John.

Shal. ’Tis so, indeed. ShaL A colour, I fear, that you will die m,
FisL My knlg.ht, I will inflame thy noble Fal. Fear no colours: go with me to dinner.

' Come, Lieutenant Pistol;—come, Bardolph:-—

And make thee rage.
j

I shall he sent for soon at night.

Thf Boll, and Helen of thy noble thoughts,!

Is in base durance and contagious pnson;
| Re-enter Prince John, the Chief-Justice,

Hiurd thitaer j
Officers, &c.

By most mechanical and dirty hand.— snake, ’

SouseuprevengefromebondenwithfellAIecto’s Ch. Just. Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the

For Boil IS m. Pistol speaks naught but truth. ' Fleet;

FaL I Will deliver her.
,

Take idl his company along with him.

[Shouts uithin, and the trumpets sound.
;

Fal. My lord, my lord,— [you soon.—
Fist. There roar’d the sea, and trumpet- ’ Ch. Just. I cannot now speak: I wiU hear

ckngor sounds. j
Take them away. [contenta.

Fist. Se fortuna mi tormenta, to sperare mi
Enter the King and kis Train, the Chief-Justice [Exeunt Fal., Shal., Pist., Bard

,

among them. Page, and Officers.

P. John I like this fair proceeding of the

Pal. God save thy grace, Kmg Hal; my^ king’s:

royal Hal' ' He hath intent his wonted followers

Fist The heavens thee guard and keep, most i Shall all be very well provided for;

royal imp of fame I
!
But all are banish’d till their conversations

Fal God save thee, my sweet boy! [man. Appear more wise and modest to the world.

King My lord chief-justice, speak to that vain CA. /ust. And so they are.

Ch Just. Have you your wits’ know you P. John. The king hath call’d his parliament,
what ’tis you speak? iheart! my lord.

Fal My king! my Jove! I speak to thee, my Ch. Just. He hath.

King., I know thee not, old man: fall to thy P. John. He hath.

prayers; P. John. I will lay odds, that, ere this year
How ill white hairs become a fool and jester! expire,

I have long dream’d of such a kind of man, We hear our cml swords and native fire

So surfeit-swell’d, so old, and so profane; As far as France: I heard a bird so sing.

But, being awake, I do despise my dream. Whose music, to my thinfcmg, pleas’d the long.

Make less thy body hence, and more thy grace; Come, will you hence? [Exeunt.
Leave gormandizing; know the grave doth gape
For thee thnce wider than for other men.— EPILOGUE.—SpoAen by a Dancer,
Reply not to me with a fool-born jest:

Presume not that I am the thmg I was; First my fear; then my court’sy; last my
For God doth know, so shall the world perceive, speech. My fear is, your displeasure; my
That I have turn’d aw ay my former self; court’sy, my duty; and my speech, to beg your
So will I those that keep me company. pardons. If you look for a good speech now,
When thou dost hear I am as I have been, you undo me: for what I have to say is of mine
Approach me, and thou shalt be as thou wast, own making; and what, indeed, 1 should say
The tutor and the feeder of my riots: will, I doubt, prove mme own marring. But
TiE then I banish thee, on pain of death,— to the purpose, and so to the yenture.—Be it

As I have done the rest of my misleaders,— known to you,—as it is very well,—Iwas lately
Hot to come near our person by ten mile. here in the end of a displeasing play, to pray
For competence of life I wiE allow you, your patience for it, and to promise you a
That lack of means enforce you not to evil: better. I did mean, mdeed, to pay you with
And, as we hear you do reform yourselves, this; which, if, like an iU venture, it come tin-

We wiE, according to your strength and quali- lucJoly home, I break, and you, my gentle
ties, [lord, creditors, lose. Here I promised you I would

Give you advancement—Be it your charge, my be, and here I commit my body to your mercies:
To see perform’d the tenor of our word.— bate me some, and I will pay you some, and,
Set on. [Exeunt King and his Train- as most debtors do, promise you infinitely.

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a ffiousand If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me,

^
will you command me to use my legs? and yet

Shal. Yea, marry. Sir John; which I he- that were but light payment,—to dance out of
‘

seech you to let me have home with me. your debt. But a good conscience will make
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any possible satisfaction, and so will I. All . in it, and make you merry with fair Katharine
the gentlewomen here have forgiven me: if

i
of France: where, for anything I know, Fal-

the gentlemen will not, then the gentlemen do
,
staff shall die of a sweat, unless already he be

not agree with the gentlewoman, which was ‘ killed with your hard opinions; for Oldcastle

never seen before in such an assembly. . died a martyr, and this is not the man. My
One word more, I beseech you. K you be i tongue is weary, when my legs are too, I will

not too much cloyed with fat meat, our humble
: bid you good-night: and so kneel down before

author will continue the story, with Sir John i you;—but, indeed, to pray for the queen.



KING HENRY V

PERSONS REPRESENTED
King Heicry the Futh.
Duke of Gloster, \ ^
Dokeof Bejdford,

/
DcKE OP Exeter, Vnde to the King.
DoxE OF York, Cotisin to the King.
Earls of Salisbury, Westmoreland, and

Warwick.
Arosbishop of Canterbury.
Bishop of Ely.

Earl of Cambridge, I « , . . . .

Tripp Scroop r
^^‘^tsptrators agamst

Sm Thomas Grey, j
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Gower, Fluellen

Macmorris, Jamy, Officers in KiNG
Henry’s Army.

Bates, Court, Williams, Soldiers in (he
same.

Nym, Bardolib, Pistol, formerly Servants
to Falstaff, now SoMiers in lAe same.

Boy, Servant to thenu

Scene,

—

At ike heginning of the Flayt lies in

Enter Choms.
Chor. O for a Muse of fire, tliatwoiild ascend

The brightest heaven of invention!
A kingdoni for a stage, princes to act,

And monaxchs to behold the swelling scene!
Tlien should the warlike Harry, like himself,
Assume the port of Mars; and at his heels.
Leash’d in like hounds, dhiould famine, sword,

and fire, fall.

Crouch for employment. But pardon, genfies
Hie fiat unraised sjdrit that hath dat’d
On this unworthy s^old to bring forth

A Herald.

Chorus.

Charles the Sixth, King of France.

Louis, the Dauphin.

Dukes of Burgundy, Orleans, and Bour-
bon.

The Constable of France,

Rambures and Granderee, French Lords,
Governor of Harfleur.

Montjoy, a French Herald.

Ambassadors to the Kix4^^ngland.
Isabel, Queen of France.

Katharine, Daughter to Charles and
Isabel.

Alice, a Lady oUending on (he Princess
Katharine.

Quiceiy, Pistol’s Wife, an Hostess.

Lords, Ladies, Officers, French and English
Soldiers, Messengers, and Attendants.

England; but afterwards wholly in France.

So peat an object: can this cockpit hold
The vasty fields of France? or may we cram
Within this wooden O the very casques
That did affright the air at Agincourt?
O, pardon! since a crooked figure may
Attest in little place a million;
And let us, ciphers to this peat acompt,
On your imaginary forces work.
Suppose witiun the girdle of these walls
Are now confin’d two mighty monarchies.
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts
The perilous narrow ocean parts asunder:
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Piece ottt our imperfections witfi your tlioughts:

Into a thousand parts divide one man.
And make imaginary puissance; [them
Think, when we talk, of horses, that you see

Printing their proud hoofs i’ the receiving earth;

Por ’tis your Noughts that now must deck our
kings,

Carry them here and there; jumping o’er times,

Turning the accomplishment of many years

Into an hour-glass: for the which supply,

Admit me Chorus to this history;

Who, prologue-like, your humble patience pray,

Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play.

Scene L—London. An Ante-ckamber in

the King’s Palace^

Enter the Aechbishop of Cakterbuey and
the Bishop of Ely.

Cant, My lord, I’ll tell you,—that self bill

is urg’d, [reign

Which m the eleventh year of the last king’s

Was like, and had indeed agauist us pass’d.

But that the scambling and unquiet tune
Did push it out of further question. [now?

Ely. But how, my lord, shall we resist it

Cant. It must be thought on. If it pass
against us,

We lose the better half of our possession:

For all the temporal lands, which men devout
By testament have given to the church.

Would they strip from us; being valu’d thus,

—

As much as would maintain, to the kmg’s
honour.

Full fifteen earls and fifteen hundred kni^ts,
Sic thousand and two hundred good esquires;

And, to relief of lazars and weak age,

Of indigent faint souls past corporal toil,

A hunched alms-houses right well supphed;

And to the coffers of the Mng, beside, [bill.

A thousand pounds by the year: thus runs the

Ely. This would drink deep.

Cant. ’Twouid drink the cup and all.

Ely. By what prevention? [gard.

Cant. The Mng is full of grace and fair re-

Ely. And a true lover of the holy church.

Cant The courses of his youth promis’d it

not.

The breath no sooner left his father’s body
But that his wildness, mortified m him,

Seem’d to die too: yea, at that very moment,
Consideration, like an angel, came,
And whipp’d the offending Adam out of him.
Leaving his body as a paradise,

To envelop and contain celestial spirits.

Never was such a sudden scholar made;
Never came reformation in a flood,

With such a heady current, scouring faults;

Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness

So soon, did lose his seat, and all at once.

As in this king.

Ely. We are blessed in the change.

Cant. Hear him but reason in divinity,

And, all-admiring, with an inward wish
You would desire the king were made a jnelate:

Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs, •

You would say, it hath been all-in-all his study;

List his discourse of war, and you shall hear

A feaiM battle render’d you in music:
Turn him to any cause of policy,
The Gordian knot of it he wiB unloose,
Famibar as his garter:—that, when he speaks,

i The air, a charter'd iibertuie, is stil,

I

And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s ears,

I

To steal his sweet and honey’d sentences;

j
So that the art and practice part of life

® Must be the mistress of this theoric: [it,

Which IS a wonder how his grace should glean
Since his addiction was to courses vain;
His companies unletler’d, rude, and ^Eow;
His hours fill’d up with riots, banquets, sports;
And never noted m him any study.
Any retiremeat, any sequestration
From open haunts and popularity. [nettle,

Ely. The strawbeny grows underneath the
And wholesome berries thrive and npen best
Neighbour’d by fruit of baser quality:
And so the pnnee obscur’d Ms contemplation

,
Under the veil of wildness; which, no doubt,

1
Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night,

I Unseen, yet crescive m his faculty.

Cant It must be so, for miracles are ceas’d;
And therefore we must needs admit the means
How things are perfected.

Ely. But, my good lord.

How now for mitigation of this bill

Urg’d by the commons? Both his majesty
Inchne to it, or no?
Cant He seems indifferent;

Or, rather, swaying more upon our part

Than cherishing the exhibitors against ns:
For I have made an offer to his majesty,

—

Upon our spiritual convocation,

And in regard of causes now in hand
\^ch I have open’d to Ms grace at large.

As touching Francej—to give a greater sum
Than ever at one time the clergy yet
Bid to his predecessors part with^ [lord?

Ely. How did this offer seem receiv’d, my
Cant With good acceptance of his majesty;

Save that there was not time enough to hear,

—

As, I perceiv’d, his grace would fain have
done,

—

The severais and unMdden passages
Of Ms true titles to some certain dukedoms,
And, generally, to the crown and seat of France,
Deriv’d from Edward, his great-grandfather.

Ely. What was the impediment that broke
tMs off? (stant

Cant The French ambassador upon that m-
Crav’d audience: and the hour, I think, is come
To give him hearing: is it four o’clock?

Ely. It is.

Cant Then go we in, to know his embassy;
WMch I could, with a ready guess, declare

Before the Frenchman speak a word of it.

Ely. I’ll wait upon you; and I long to hear
it, [Exeunt

Scene II.—The same. A Moom of State in

the same.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Bedforb.
Exeter, Warwick, Westmoreland, and
Attendants.

K. Hen. Where is my gracious Lord of

Canterhmy?
Exe. Not here in presence,,
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K. Sm> Send for Mm, good made.
West, Shad! we call m the ambassador, my

liege? ;resoivM,

K. Hen, Mot yet, my cousin; we would be
Before we hear him, of some things of weight.

That task our thoughts, conceming us and
France.

Enter the Mchbishof of Caj^terbury and
Bbhop of Ely.

Cant, God and his angels g;uard your sacred
throne,

And make you long become it!

K. Hen. Sure, we thank you.
Mj learned lord, we pray you to proceed,

And justly and rehgiously unfold

Why the law Sthque, that they have in France,
Or should, or should not, bar us m our claim:

And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord,

That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your
reading,

Of nicely charge your understanding soul

With opcmng titles imscreate, whose nght
Suits not m native colours with the truth;

For God doth Imow how many, now m health.

Shall drop their blood in approbation
Of what your reverence shall incite us to:

Therefore take heed how you impawn our
person,

How you awake the sleeping sword of war;
We charge you, m the name of God, take heed;
For never two such kingdoms did contend
Without much fail of blood; whose guiltless

drops
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint
’Gainst Mm whose wrongs give edge unto the

swords
That make such waste in bnef mortality.

Under this conjuration, speak, my lord;

For we will hear, note, and believe in heart
That what you speak is in your conscience

wash’d
As pure as sin with baptism.

Cant, Then hear me, gracious sovereign,

—

and you peers,

That owe yourselves, your lives, and services
To this imperial throne.—There is no bar
To make against your highness’ claim to France
Butthis,wMchtheyproducefrom Pharamond,

—

In terram Salicam muberes ne succedantt
No woman shall succeed in Salique land:
Which Salique land the French unjustly gloze
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond
The founder of this law and female bar.
Yet their own authors faithfully affirm
That the land Salique is in Germany,
Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe;
Where Charles the Great, having subdu’d the

Saxons,
There left beMnd and settled certain French;
Who, holding in disdain the German women
For some dishonest manners of their life,

Establish’d then this law,—to wit, no female
Should be inheritrix in Salique land:
Which Salique, as I said, ’twixt Elbe and Sala,
fe^at tMs day in Germany called Meisen.
^en doth it well appear, the Salique law
Was not devised for the realm of France:
Nor did the French possess the Salique land

Until four hundred one-and-twenty years
’ After defunction of King Pharamond,
Idly suppos’d the founder of this law;
Who died within the year of our redemption
Four hundred twenty-six; and Charles the

Great
Subdu’d the Saxons, and did seat the French
Beyond the river Sala, in the year
Ei^t hundred five. Besides, their writers say

' King Pepin, which deposed Childerick,
*

1
Did, as heir general, being descended
Of Bbthild, which was daughter to Kine

i

Ciothair,
^

I
Make claim and title to the crown of France.

^ Hugh Capet also,—who usurp’d the crown
Of Charles the Duke of Lorraine, sole heir male
Ofthe true line and stock of Charlesthe Great—
To fine his title with some show of truth,— ’

Though, m pure truth, it was corrupt and
nau^t,—

Convey’d himself as heir to the Lady Lingare
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the son

’

To Louis the emperor, and Ix»uis the son
Of Charles the Great. Also King Louis the

Tenth,
Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet,
Could not keep quiet in his conscience,
Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied
The fair Queen Isabel, Ms grandmother.
Was lined of the Lady Ermengare,
Daughter to Charles the foresaid Duke of Lor-

I’aMe: [Great
By the which marriage the line of Charles the
Was re-united to the Crown of France.
So that, as clear as is the summer’s sun,
King Pepin’s title, and Hugh Capet’s ci^,
King Louis Ms satisfaction, all appear
To hold m right and title of the female:
So do the kings of France unto tMs day;
Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law
To bar your Mghness claiming from the female;
And rather choose to hide them in a net
Than amply to imbar their crooked titles
Usurp’d from you and your progenitors.
K. Hen. May I with right and conscience

make tMs claim?
Cant. The sin upon my head, dread sover-

eign!

For in the book of Numbers is it writ,

—

When the man dies, let the inheritance
Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord,
Stand for your own; unwind your bloody flag;
Look back unto your mighty ancestors:
Go, my dread lord, to your great-grandsire’s

tomb,
From whom you claim; invoke Ms waxhke spirit,
And your great-uncle’s, Edward the Black

Prince,
Who on the French ground play’d a tragedy,
Making defeat on the full power of France,
Whiles his most mighty father on a Mil
Stood smiling to behold Ms lion’s whelp
Forage in blood of French nobility.
O noble English, that could entertain
With half their forces the full pride of France,
And let another half stand laughing by,

'

All out of work and cold -for action!
,

[dead,
Ely. remembrance of these valiant^d with'ybtir puissant arm renew their feats:

You are their heir; you sit upon'thelr ^utme;
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Tie Wood and courage that renowned them
Rnns in yourveins; andmythrice-pmssant liege

I* in the very May-mom of Ms youth,

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises.

Exe, Yotir brother Mngs and monarchs of the
earth

Do all expect that yon shonld rouse yourself,

As did the former Hons of your blood.

West They know your grace hath cause and
means and might:

—

So hath your Mghness; never king of England
Had nobles richer and more loyal subjects,

Whose hearts have left their bodies here in
England,

And lie pavihon’d in the fields of France.

Cant 0, let their bodies follow, my dear liege,

With blood and sword and fire to win your
right:

In aid whereof we of the spiritualty

Will raise your Mghness such a mighty sum
As never did the clergy at one time
Bring in to any of your ancestors. [French,

K. Hen. We must not only arm to invade the
But lay down our proportions to defend
Agamst the Scot, who will make road upon us
Wi^ all advantages. [reign,

Canf. They of those marches, gracious sove-

ShaU be a wall sufficient to defend
Our inland from the pilfering borderers.

K. Hen. We do not mean the coursing
snatchers only,

But fear the mam intendment of the Scot,

Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to us;

For you shall read that my great-grandfather

Never went with Ms forces into France
But that the Scot on Ms unfurnish’d kingdom
Came pouring, like the tide into a breach.

With ample and brim fulness of Ms force;

GaMng the gleaned land with hot essays,

Girding with grievous siege castles and towns;
That England, being empty of defence,

Hath shook and trembled at the ill neighbour-
hood.

Cmt She hath been then more fearid than
harm’d, my Kege;

For hear her hut exampled by herself:

—

When aH her chivalry hath been in Prance,
And a mourning widow of her nobles,

She hath herself not only well defended,
But, taken, and impounded as a stray.

The Mng of Scots; whom she did send to

France,
To fill King Edward’s fame with prisoner kings.

And make her chronicle as nch with praise

As is the ooze and bottom of the sea

With sunken wreck and sumless treasuries.

West But there’s a saying, very old and
true,

—

If that you will France win.

Then with Scotland first begin:

For once the eagle England being m prey.

To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot
Comes sneaking, and so sucks her princely

eggs;
Playing the mouse in absence of the cat,

To tear and havoc more than she can eat.

Exe. It follows, then, the cat* must stay at

,
home:

Yet that is but a‘ curs’d necessity,
Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries,

|

And pretty traps to catch the petty tMeves.
While that the armed hand doth fight abroad.
The advised head defends itself at home;
For government, though high, and low, and

lower,
Put into parts, doth keep in one concent;
Congruing m a fuH and natural close.
Like music.

Cant. Therefore doth heaven divide
The state of man in divers functions.
Setting endeavor m continual motion;
To wMch is fixed, as an aim or butt.
Obedience: for so work the honey bees;
Creatures that, by a rule in nature, teach
The act of order to a peopled kingdom.
They have a king, and officers of sorts:

Where some, hke magistrates, correct at home;
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad;
Others, Hke soldiers, armed in their stings.

Make hoot upon the summer’s velvet buds;
Which pillage they with merry march bring

home
To the tent-royal of their emperor:
Who, busied in Ms majesty, surveys
The singing masons building roofs of gold;
The civil citizens kneading up the honey;
The poor mechanic porters crowding in
Their heavy burdens at Ms narrow gate;
The sad-ey’d justice, with Ms surly hum,
DeHvering o’er to executors pale

The lazy yawning drone. I this infer,

—

That many things, havmg full reference
To one concent, may work confcrariouslyr

As many arrows, loosed several ways,
Fly to one mark;
As many several ways meet in one town;
As many firesh streams meet in one salt sea;
As many lines close in the dial’s centre:

So may a thousand actions, once afoot,

End in one purpose, and be all well borne
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my

Hege.
Divide your happy England into four;

Whereof take you one quarter into France,
And you withal shall make all GalMa shake.
If we, with thrice such powers left at home.
Cannot defend our own doors frqja the dog,

Let us be worried, and our nation lose

The name of hardiness and poHcy.

K. Hen. Call in the messengers sent from
the Dauphin. [Exit an Attendant.

Now are we well resolv’d: and, by God’s help

And yours, the noble sinews of our power,

France being ours, we’ll bend it to our awe.
Or break it all to pieces: or there we’ll mt,

Ruling in large and ample empery
O’er France and all her almost kingly duke-

doms,
Or lay these bones in an unworthy um,
Tombless, with no remembrance over them:
Either our Mstory shall with full mouthy
Speak foeely of our acts, or else our grave.

Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless

mouth.
Not worshipp’d with a waxen epitaph.

Enter Ambassadors of France,

Now are we well prepar’d to know thepleasure
Of our fair cousin Dauphin; for,we hear
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Your greetmg is from idm, not from the king.

1 Amb* May it ^ctse yonr majesty to give

tis leave

Fieeiy to render what we have in charge;

Or shall we sparingly show yon far off

The lyauphin’s meaning and otir embassy?
IT. Men. We are no tyrant, but a Christian

Mng;
Unto whose grace our passion is as subject

As are our wretches fettered m our pnsoas:

Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plain-

ness
Tell us the Dauphin’s mind.

I Amh. Thus, then, in few.

Your highness, lately sending mto France,

Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the right

Of your great predecessor. King Edward the

Third.

In answer of which claim, the prince our master

France
That can be with a nimble galliard won;

—

You cannot revel into dukedoms there.

He therefore sends you, meeter for your spirit,

This tun of treasure, and, in lieu of this,

Desires you let the dukedoms that you claim

Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin
speaks.

K. Men. What treasure, unde?
Eze. Tennis-balls, my liege.

K. Men. We are glad the Dauphin is so

pleasant with us;

His present and your pains we thank you for;

When we have match’d our rackets to these
balls,

We will, in France, by God’s ^ace, play a set

Shall strike his father’s crown into the hazard.

Tell him he hath made a match with such a
wrangler

That all the courts of France will be disturb’d

With chases. And we understand him well.

How he comes o’er us with our wilder days,

Hot measuring what use we made of them.
We never valu’d this poor seat of England;
And therefore, living hence, did give ourself

To barbarous license; as ’Us ever common
That men are mernest when they are from

home.
But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my state;

Be fike a Mng, and ^ow my sail of greatness,

When I do rouse me in my throne of France:
For that I have laid by my majesty,
And plodded hke a man for workmg-days;
Bat I will rise there with so full a glory

That I will dazzle all the eyes of France,
Yea, strike the Dauphm blind to look on us.
And tell the present prince this mock of his
Hath turn’d Ms balls to gun-stones; and Ms soul
Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful ven-

geance [widows
That shall fly with them; for many a thousand
Shan this his mock mock out of their dear

husbands; [down;
Mock mothers from their sons, mock castles
And some are yet ungotten and xmbom [scorn.
That shall have cause to curse the Dauphin’s
But this lies all within the will of God,
To whom I do appeal; and in whose name.
Tell you the Dauphm, I am coming on.

To venge me as I may, and to put forth
My nghtful hand in a well-hallow’d cause.
So, get you hence in peace; and tell the Dauphm
His jest will savour but of shallow wit, [it.

—

When thousands weep, more than did lau^h at
Convey them with safe conduct.—-Fare you

well. [Exeunt Ambassadors.
Exe. This was a merry message.
AT. Men. We hope to make the sender blush

at it.

Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour
That may give furtherance to out expedition;
For we have now no thought in us but France,
Save those to God, that run.before our business.
Therefore let our proportions for these wars
Be soon collected, and all things thought upon

^

That may with reasonable swiftness add
\ More feathers to our wings; for, God before,
{ We’ll cMde this Dauphin at Ms father’s door.
! Therefore let every man now task his thoughtj
: That tMs fair action may on foot be brought,

j

[Exeimf.

}
Enter Chorus.

Chor. Now all the youth of England are on
fire,

1
And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies:

Nowthrive the armourers, and honour’s thought
Reigns solely m the breast of every man:
They sell the pasture now to buy tihe horse;
Following the mirror of all Christian kmgs.
With winged heels, as English Mercuries,
For now sits Expectation in the air;

And hides a sword from hilts unto the point
With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets,

Promis’d to Har^ and Ms followers.

The French, advis’d by good intelligence

Of tMs most dreadful preparation.

Shake in their fear; and with pale policy

Seek to divert the English purposes.

0 England!—model to thy inward greatness,

Like httle body with a mighty heart,

—

What mightst thou do, that honour would
thee do,

Were all thy children kind and naturall [out

But see thy fault! France hath in thee found
A nest of hollow bosoms, wMch he fills

With treacherous crowns; and three cmrupted
men,— Second,

One, Richard Earl of Cambridge; and the
Henry Lord Scroop of Masham; and the third,

Sir Thomas Grey, knight, of Norflmmberland,

—

Have, for the guilt of France,—O guilt indeed!

—

Confinn’d conspiracy with fearful France;
And by their hands this grace of kings must

die,

—

If hell and treason hold their promises,

—

Ere he take sMp for France, and in South-
ampton.

Linger your patience on; and well digest
The abuse of distance, wMle we force a play.

The sum is paid; the traitors are agreed;
The king is set from London; and the scene
Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton,—
There is the play-house now, there must you

sit:

And thence to France shall we convey you safe.

And bring you back, charming the narrow seas
To give you gentle pass; for, if we may,
We’ll not offend one stomach with our play.
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But, till the king come forth, and not till then.

Unto Southampton do we shill our scene.

[Exit.

Scene I.-“Lo?nx>N. Be/ore the Boor’s He<af
Tavern, Eastcheap.

Enier, severally, Nym end Bardolph.

Bard. Well met, Corporal Nym.
Nym. Good-morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph.
Bard. What, are Anacnt Pistol and you

friend# yet?

Nym. For my part, I care not; I say little;

but when time shall serve, there shall be smiles,

—but that shall be as it may. I dare not fight;

but I will wink, and hold out mine iron: it is

a simple one; but what though? it wiH toast

cheese: and it will endure cold as another
man’s sword will, and there’s the humour of it.

Bard. I will bestow a breakfast to make you
friends; and we’ll be all three sworn brothers
to France: let it be so, good Corporal Nym.
Nym. Faith, I will hvc so long as I may,

that’s the certain of it; and when I cannot live
any longer, I will do as I may: that is my rest,

that IS the rendezvous cf it.

Bard. It is certain, corporal, that he is

married to Nell Quickly: and, certainly, she
did you wrong; for you were troth-plight to her.
Nym. I cannot tell:—things must be as they

may: men may sleep, and they may have them
throats about them at that time; and, some say,

knives have edges. It must be as it may:
though patience be a tired mare, yet she wOl
plod. There must be conclusions. Well, 1
cannot tell.

Bard. Here comes Ancient Pistol and his
wife:—good corporal, be patient here.

Enter Pistol and Hostess.

How now, mine host Pistol!

Fist. Base tike, call’st thou me host?
Now, by this hand, I swear, I scorn the term;
Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers.

Host. No, by my troth, not long; tor we
cannot lodge and board a dozen or fourteen

And Sashing fire will follow,

Nym. I am not Barbtsoa, you cannot cos-

I

jure me. I have an humour to knock you in-

difierently well. If you grow foul with me,
: Pistol, I Will scour you with my rapier, as I

f may, in fair terms: if you wodd walk ofi I
* would prick your guts a little, in good terms,

as I may: and that’s the humour of »t.

PtsL b braggart vile and damned furious

wight:

f The grave doth gape and doting death is near;

j

Therefore exhale. IPistol and Nym draw.

I
Bard. Hear me, hear me what I say:—he

that strikes the first stroke I’ll run him up to

I the hilts, as I am a soldier. IBratos.

i Pist. An oath of mickle might; and fury
* shall abate.

j

Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give:
* Thy spirits are most tail.

Nym. I will cut thy throat one time or other,

in fair terms- that is the humour of it.

Pist. Coupe la gorge! That’s the word.—

I

thee defy again.

0 hound of Crete, think’st thou my spouse
to get?

No; to the spital go,

And from the powdering tub of infamy
. Fetch forth the lazar kite of Cressid’s kind,

Doll Tearsheet she by name, and her espouse
1 have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly
For the only she; and

—

Fauca, there’s enough.
Goto.

Enier the Boy.

Boy. Mine host Pistol, you must come to

my master,—and you, hostess:—he is very
sick, and would to bed.—Good Bardolph, put

thy nose between his sheets, and do the office

of a warming-pan. Faith, he’s very ill.

Bard. Away, you rogue.
Host. By my troth, he’ll 3rield the crow a

pudding One of these days: the king has killed

his heart.—Good husband, come home pres-
ently. [Exeunt Hostess md Boy.

Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends?
We must to France together: why the devil
should we keep knives to cut one another’s
throats?

gentlewomen that live honestly by the pnefc of
their needles, but it will be thought we keep a
bawdy-house straight. [Nym draws his suwrdf.j

0 weE-a-day, Lady, if he be not drawn! now we
shaE see wiftul adultery and murder comxmtted.

Bard. Good lieutenant,—good corporal,

—

offer nothing here.
Nym. Pish!
Fist. Pish for thee, Iceland dogi thou

prick-ear’d cur of Iceland!
Host. Good Corporal Nym, show thy valour,

and put up your sword.
Nym. WEI you shog off? I would have you

solus. {Sheathing his sword.
Fist Solus, egregious dog? O viper vilel

The solus in thy most marvellous face;
The solus in thy teeth, and in thy throat.

And in thy hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw,
perdy;

And, which is worse, within thy nasty mouthl
1 do retort the solus m thy bowels;
For I con take, and Pistol’s cock is up,

Fist Let floods o’ersweE ana fiends for
food howl on!

Nym. You’ll pay me the eight shillings I
won of you at betting?

Fist Base is the slave that pays.
Nym. That now I wiE have: that’s the

humour of it.

Fist As manhood shaE compound: pu;^
home. [Pistol and Nym dram.

Bard. By this sword, he that makes the
first thrust I’ll kEI him; by this sword, I wEl.

Fist. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have
their course.

Bard. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be friends,

be friends: an thou wEt not, why, then, be
enemies with me too. Pr’ythee, put up.

Nym. 1 shall have my eight shiEings I won
of you at betting?

Fist A noble shalt thou have, and present
pay;

And liquor likewise wEl I give to thee,

And friendship shall combine, and brotherhood:
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Pi live by Hym tswi Hym sliall life by me;

—

I* not this i»st?—for I shai sutler be

Unto the camp, tnd profits will accrue.

Give me thy hand.
iVym. I shall have my noble?

PisL M cash most Justly paid.

Nym. Wei, then, that’s the humour of it.

Re-enter Hostess.

HmL As ever you came of women, come in

qtiickiy to Sir John- Ah, poor heart! he is so

Shaken of a burmxig quotidian tertian that it is

most limentable to behold. Sweet men, come
to him.
Nym. The tong hathnm bad humours on the

knight; that’s the even of it.

Ptst. Ifym, thou hast spoke the right;
|

His heart is fracted and corroborate.

Ngm. The tong is a good king: but it must
be as it may; he passes some humours and
careers.

PisL Let us condole the knight; for, lamb- f

Mns, we will hve. [Exeunt.

'

Scene IL—Southampton. A Council
Chamber.

Enter Eieter, Bedforb, and Westmore-
LATtD.

Bed. ’Fore God, his grace is bold, to tru&t

these traitors.

Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by.

West, How smooth and even they do bear
themselves!

As if allegi^ce m their bosom sat,

Crowned with faith and constant loyalty.

Bed. The king hath note of ai that they in-

tend,

By interception which they dream not of.

Exe. Hay, but the man that was his bed-
fellow,

Whom he hath dui’d and cloy’d with gracious
favours,—

That he should, for a foreign purse, so seU
His sovereign’s life to death and treachery!

Trumpet sounds. Enter KingHenry, Scroop,
CAMBRnxjE, Grey, lords, and Attendants.

K. Hen. How sits the wind fair, and we will

aboard.
My Lord of Cambridge,—and my kind Lord of

Masham,— [thoughts:
And you, my gentle knight,—^give me your
Think you not that the powers we bear with us
Will cut their passage through the force of

France,
Doing execution and the act
For which we have in head assembled them?

Scroop, Ho doubt, my hege, if each fnan do

_ __ his best. [persuaded
K. Hen. 1 doubt not that; since we are well

We carry not a heart mth us from hence
That grows not in a fair consent with ours,
Kor leave not one behind that dotti not wish
Success and conquest to attend on us.
Cam, Hever was monarch better fear’d and

lov’d [subject
Than is your majesty: there’s not, I tbinfr, a

That sits in heart-gnef and uneasiness
Under the sweet shade of your government.

Grey. True: those that were your father’s

enemies [you
Have steep’d their galls in honey, and do serve
With hearts create of duty and of zeal.

jt. Hen. We therefore have great cause of
thankfulness;

And shall forget the office of our hand
Sooner than quittance of desert and merit
According to the weight and worthiness.

Scroop. So service shall with steel’d sinews
toil,

And labour shall refresh itself with hope.

To do your grace incessant services.

K. Hen. We judge no less.—Uncle of Exeter,
Enlarge the man committed yesterday,

That rail’d against our person: we consider

It was excess of wine that set him on;

And on his more advice we pardon him.
Scroop. That’s mercy, but too much security:

Let him be punish’d, sovereign; lest example
Breed, by his suSerance, more of such a kind.

Hen. 0, let us yet be merciful. [too.

Cam. So may your highness, and yet punish
Urfep. Sir, you show great mercy if you give

hitn life,

After the taste of much correction, [of me
K. Hen. Alas, your too much love and care

Axe heavy orisons ’gainst this poor wretch!
If little faults, proceeding on distemper,
Shall not be wink’d at, how shall we stretch

our eye [digested

When capital crimes, chew’d, swallow’d, and
Appear brfore us?—^We’U yet enlarge that man,
Though Cambndge, Scroop, and Grey, in their

dear care
And tender preservation of our person.
Would have him punish’d. And now to our

French causes:
Who are the late commissioners?
Cam. I one, my lord:

Yonr highness bade me ask for it to-day.
Scroop. So did you me, my liege.

Grey. And me, my royal sovereign.
K. Hen. Then, Richard Earl of Cambridge,

there is yours;— [sir fcnigjit,

There yours, Lord Scroop of Masham;—and.
Grey of Northumberland, this same is yours:

—

Read them, and know I know your worth-
iness.—

>
[eter,

—

My Lord of Westmoreland,—and uncle Ex-
We will aboard to-night.—^Why, how now,

gentlemen!
What see you in those papers, that you lose
So much complexion?—Look ye, how they

change! [there

Their cheeks are paper.—Why, what read you
That hath so cowarded and chas’d your blood
Out of appearance?
Cam. I do confess my fault,

And do submit me to your highness’ mercy.
Grey, Scroop. To which we all appeal.
K. Hen. The mercy that was quick in us

but late

By your own counsel is suppress’d and kill’d:

You must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy;
For your own reasons,turn into your* bosops,
As dogs upon their masters, worrying you.

—

See you, my princes and my noble* peers,
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Tliese English monsters! My Lord of Cam-
bndge here,

—

yon know how apt onr love was to accord
To furnish him with aH appertinents
Belonging to his honourj and this man
Hath, for a few light crowjis, lightly conspir’d.

And sworn unto the practices of France,
To lull us here in Hampton: to the which
This knight, no less for bounty bound to us
Than Cambndge is, hath likewise sworn.—

But, 0, [cruel,

What shall I say to thee, Lord Scroop? thou
lagrateful, savage, and inhuman creature!

|

Thou that didst bear the key of all my counsels, ‘

That knew’st the very bottom of my soul,
‘

That almost mightst have coin’d me into gold,

Wouldst thou have practis’d on me for thy
use,—

May it be possible that foreign hire
Could out of thee extract one spark of evil

That might annoy my finger? ’tis so strange
That, though the truth of it stands off as gross
As black from white, my eye will scarcely see it.

Treason and murder ever kept together,

As two yoke-devils sworn to either’s purpose,
Workmg so ^ossly in a natural cause
That admiration did not whoop at them:
But thou, ’gainst all proportion, didst bring in

Wonder to wait on treason and on murder:
And whatsoever cunning fiend it was
That wrought upon thee so preposterously
Hath got the voice in hell for excellence:
And other devils, that suggest by treasons,

Do botch and bungle up danmaton [fetch’d

With patches, colours, and with forms being
From glistering semblances of piety;

But he that temper’d thee bade thee stand up,

Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do
treason,

Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor.

If that same demon that hath gull’d thee thus
Should with his lion gait walk the whole world.

He might return to vasty Tartar back,
And teH the legions, 7 can never win
A soul so easy as that Englishman'’s.

0, how hast thou with jealousy infected

The sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful?

Scroop. Our purposes God justly hath dis-

cover’d;

And I repent my fault more than my death;
Which I beseech your highness to forgive.

Although my body pay the price of it.

Cam. For me,—the gold of France did not
seduce;

Although I did admit it as a motive
The sooner to effect what I intended:
But God be thanked for prevention;
Which I m sufferance hearttly will rejoice.

Beseeching God and you to pardon me.
Grey. Never did faithful subject more rejoice

At the discovery of most dangerous treason
Than I do at tins hour joy o’er myself,
Prevented from a damned enterprise:
My fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign.
K. Hen. God quit you in his mercy! Heaar

your sentence.
You have conspir’d against our royal person,
Join’d with an enemy proclaim’d, and from Ms

coffers

Receiv’d the golden earnest of oui death;
Wherein you would have sold your king to

slaughter.

His princes and his peers to servitude,

His subjects to oppression and contempt.
And his whole kingdom into desolation.

Touching ottr person seek we no revenge;
But we our kingdom’s safety must so tender.
Whose ruin you have sought, that to her laws
We do dehver you. Get you, therefore, hence.
Poor miserable wretches, to your death:

The taste whereof God of Ms mercy give you
Patience to endure, and true repentance
Of all your dear offences!—Bear them hence.

[Exeunt Conspirators, gxwtrdftd.

Now, lords, for France; the enterpnse whereof
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious.

We doubt not of a fair and lucky war:
Since God so graciously hath brought to light

TMs dangerous treason, lurking in our way
To hmder our beginnings, we doubt not now
But every rub is smoothed on our way.
Then, forth, dear countrymen: let us deliver

Our puissance into the hand of God,
Putting it straight in expedition.

Why.sodidstthouiseemtheygraveandleamed? Cheerly to sea; the signs of war advance:

Why, so didst thou: come they of noble family? No king of England, if not king of France.

Why, so didst thou: seem they religious? [Exmmf.
Why, so didst thou: or are they spare in diet; ^ ^
Free from gross passion, or of mirth or anger; Scene III.

—

Loitoon. The Hostess’s House
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood; Easicheap.

Garnish’d and*deck’d in modest complement;
Not working with the eye without the ear.

And but in purged jud^ent trusting neither?

Such and so finely bolted didst thou seem:
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot.

To mark the full-fraught man and best indu’d

With some suspicion. I will weep for thee;

For tMs revolt of thine, methinks, is like

Another fall of man.—Their faults are open:

Arrest them to the answer of the law;

—

And God acquit them of their practices!

Exe. 1 arrest thee of Mgh treason, by the

name of Richard Earl of Cambridge.
I arrest thee of Mgh treason, by the name of

Henry Lord Scroop of Masham.
I arrest thee of Mgh treason, by the name of

Thomas Grey, knight, of Northumberiaihd. •

Enter Pistol, Hostess, Nym, Bakdoleh,
and Boy.

Host. Pr’ythee, honey-sweet husband, let

me bnng thee to Staines.

Pist. No; for my manly heart doth yearn.

—

Bardolph, be blithe;—Nym, rouse thy vaunting

veins;— [is dead.
Boy, bristle thy courage up;—for Falstaff he
And we must yearn therefore.

Bojd. Would I were with him, wheresoine’er

he is, either in heaven or in hell!

Host Nay, sure, he’s not in hell: he’s in

Arthur’s bosom, if ever man went to Arthur’s

bosom. *A made a finer end, and went away,
an it had been any christom chiM; *a parted

even just between twelve and one, even at the
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taming o* the tide: for ifter I saw Mm fumble
with the sheets, tad iiky with flowers, and smile

tiiwa Ms Angers’ ends, I knew there was but one
way; for his nose was as sharp as a pen, and ’a

babbled of peen fields. Mow non?, Sir John!

quoth I: w&f, man! be o’ §ood cheer. So ’a

cried oat

—

God, God, God! three or four times.

How I, to comfort Mm, bid Mm "a should not

think of God; I hoped there was no need to

trouble himself with any such thou^ts yet.

So ’a bade me lay more clothes on his feet: I

put my hand into the bed and felt them, and
they were as cold as any stone; then I felt to his

knees, and so upward and upward, and all was
as cold as any stone.

Afpm. They sty he cried out of sack.

Host. Ay, that *a did.

Bald. And of women.
Host. Hay, that ’a did not.

Bop. Yes, that ’a did; and said they were
devOs mcamate.

Most. ’A could never abide carnation; ’twas

a colour he never liked.

Bon. ’A said once, the devil would have him
about women.

Host. 'A did in some sort, indeed, handle

women; but then he was rheumatic, and talked

of the whore of Babylon.
Boy. Do you not remember, 'a saw a flea

stick upon Bardolph’s nose, and ’a said it was a
bkek soul burning in hell?

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintained
that fire: that’s all the riches I got in his

service.

Nym. Shall we shog? the Mng will be gone
from Southampton, (thy lips.

Pist. Come, let's away.—My love, give me
Look to my c^ttels and my moveables:
Let senses rule; the word is, Pitch and pay;

Trust none; (cakes.

For oaths are straws, men's faiths are wafer-
And holdfari is the only dog, my duck:
Therefore caveto be thy counsellor.

Go, clear thy crystals.—Yoke-fellows in arms,
Let us to France; like horse-leeches, my boys,

To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck!
Bop. And that is but unwholesome food,

they say.

Pist. Touch her soft mouth and march.
Band. Farewefl, hostess. [Kissvm her.

Nym. 1 cannot Mss, that is the humour of
it; but, adieu.

Pist. Let housewifery appear: keep dose, I

thee command.
Host. Farewell; adieu- [Exeunt.

Scene IY.—FR4tNCE. A Room in the
French King's Palace.

Flourish. Enter ike French King, attended;
the Dauphin, the Duke of Bprguhdy;
the Constable, and others.

Fr. King. Thus come the English with full

power upon us;
And more than carefully it us concerns
To answer royally in our defences.
Therefore the Dtikes of Beni and of Bretagne,
Of Brabant and of Orleans, shall make forth,—
And you,“ Piince Dauphin,—with all swift de-

spatch,

To line and new repair our towns of war
With men ofcourage and with means defendant-

: For England Ms approaches makes as fierce
*

; As waters to the sucking of a gulf.

> It fits us, then, to be as provident
^ As fear may teach us, out of late examples
Left by the fatal and neglected English

1 Upon our fields.

Dau. My most redoubted father,
It is most meet we arm us 'gainst the foe;

For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom,

—

Though war, nor no known quarrel, were in
question,

—

But that defences, musters, preparations.

Should be maintain'd, assemble^ andcoilected,
As were a war m expectation.

Therefore, I say, 'tis meet we all go forth
To view the sick and feeble parts of France:
And let us do it with no show of fear;

Ho, With no more than if we heard that England
Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance:
For, my good liege, she is so idly king’d,

Her sceptre so fantastically borne
By a vain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth,
That fear attends her not.

Con. O peace, Prince Dauphin!
You are too much mistaken in tMs king:

Question your grace the late ambassadors,

—

With what great state he heard their embassy,
How wen supplied with noble counsellors.

How modest in exception, and withal
How terrible in constant resolution,

—

And you shall find Ms vanities forespent
Where but the outside of the Roman Brutus,
Covering discretion with a coat of folly;

As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots

That shall first spring and be most delicate.

Dau. Well, 'tis not so, my lordMgh constable;
But though we think it so, it is no matter:
In cases of defence 'tis best to weigh
The enemy more mighty than he seems:
So the proportions of defence are fill'd;

Which, of a weak and niggardly projection,

Doth like a miser spoil his coat with scanting
A little cloth.

Fr. King. Think we King Harry strong;
And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet

him.
The kindred of him hath been flesh'd upon us;
And he is bred out of that bloody strain
That haunted us in our familiar paths:
Witness our too-much memorable shame
When Cressy battle fatally was,struck,
And all our princes captiv’d by the hand
Of that black name, Edward Black Prince of

Wales; [standing,

Whiles that his mountain sire,—on mountain
Dp in the air,,crown'd with the golden sun,—
Saw Ms heroical seed, and smil’d to-sce him.
Mangle the work of nature, and deface
The patterns that by God and by French fathers
Had twenty years been made. TMs is a stem
Of that victorious stock; and let us fear
The native mightiness and fate of him.

Enter a Messenger.

Afess. Ambassadors ftom Harry King of
England

Do crave admittance to your majesty.
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Fr. Kmg. We’U give tliem preseat audience. SM cMde your trespaM aad return your mock
Go^ and bring tbem. la second accent of his ordmaace.

IFxemt Mess, and certain Lords. . Dav. Say, if my father reader fair return.
You see this chase is hotly follow’d, friends. It is against my will; for I desire
Dau. Turn head and stop pursmt; for coward Nothing but odds with England: to that end,

dogs
^

[to threaten i As matching to his youth and vanity.
Most spend their mouths when what they seem * I did present him with the Paris balls, [for it,

Runs far before them. Good my sovereign, . Exe. He’ll make your Paris louvre shake
Take up the English short; and let them know

,
Were it the mistress court of mighty Europe:

Of what a monarchy you are the head: And, be assur’d, you’E find a difierence,

—

Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin As we, his subjects, have in wonder found,

—

As self-neglecting. Between the promise of his greener days
Re-enter Lords, wiik Exeter and Train. And these he masters now: now he wei^s time

Jnr. King.
^

Prom our brother England? Even to the utmost grain:—that you shall retd
Exe. From him; and thus he greets your

;
la your own losses M he stay in France.

majesty. Fr.King. To-morrow shall you know our
He wins you, in the name of Gk)d Almighty,

| mind at full. Iking
That you divest yourself, and lay apart j Exe. Despatch us with all speed, lest that our
The borrow’d glories that by gift of heaven,

|
Come here himself to question our delay;

By law of nature and of nations, ’long
f For he is footed in tins land already.

To him and to his heirs; namely, the crown,
\ Fr. King. You shall be soon despatch’d with

And all wide-stretch’d honours riiat pertain
j

fair conditions:
By custom and the ordinance of times, > A night is but small breath and little pause
Unto the crown of France. That you may know

j
To answer matters of this consequence.

’Tis no sinister nor no awkward claim, [days, * [Exeunt.
Pick’d from the worm-holes of long-vanish’d Enter Chorus.
Nor from the dust of old obhvion rak’d.

He sends you this most memorable line, Ckc. Thus with imagin’d wing our swift

[Gives a paper.
[

scene fiies,

In every branch truly demonstrative;
j

In motion of no less celerity [seen
Willing you overlook this pedigree:

j

Than that of thought. Suppose that you have
And when you find him evenly deriv’d The well-appointed king at Hampton pier

From his most fam’d of famous ancestors, Embark his royalty; and his brave fleet [ning:

Edward the Third, he bids you then resign With silken streamers the young Phoebus fan-

Your crownand kingdom, indirectly held Flay with your fancies; and in them behold
From him the native and true challenger. Upon the hempen tackle ship-boys climbing,

Fr. King. Or else what follows? [crown t Hear the shrill whistle which doth order give

Exe. Bloody constraint; for if you hide the
|

To soimds confus’d; behold the threaden sails.

Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it:
|
Borne with the invisible and creeping wind,

Therefore m fierce tempest is he coming, i Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow’d
In thunder and in earthquake, like a Jove,— sea,

That if requiring fail, he will compel;— Breasting the lofty surge; O, do but think
And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, You stand upon the rivage and behold
Deliver up the crown; and to take mercy A city on the inconstant billows dancing;
On the poor souls for whom this hungry war For so appears this fleet majestical.
Opens his vasty jaws: and on your head Holding due course to Haifleur. Follow,
Turns he the widows’ tears, the o^hans’ cries, followl

The dead men’s blood, the pining maidens’ Grapple your minds to stexnage of this navy;
groans, And leave your England, as dead midnight still.

For husbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers. Guarded with grandsires, babies, and old
That shall be swallow’d in this controyersy. women,
This is Ms claim, Ms threatening, and thy mes- Either past or not arrived to pity and i^ssance;

sage; For who is he, whose cMn is but enrich’d
Unless the Dauphin be in presence here* With one appearing hair, that will not foEow
To whom expressly I bring greeting too. These cull’d and choice-drawn cavaliers to

Ft, King. For us, we consider of this France? [siege;

furthen Work, work your thoughts, and therein see a
To-morrow shall you bear our full intent Behold the ordnance cm their carriages.

Back to our brother England. With fatal mouths gaping on girded Haifleur.

Dau. For the DaupMn, Suppose the ambassador from the French
I standhere forMm: what toMm from England? comes back;
Exe. Scorn and defiance; slight regard, con- Tells Harry that the king doth oSer Mm

tempt, Katharme Ms daughter; and with her, to dowry,
And anything ihat may not misbecome Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms.
The mighty sender, doth he prire you at The ofier likes not; and the nmble gunner
Thus says my Mng: an if your father’s Mglmess With linstock now the devilish cannon touches,

Do not, in grant of ail demands at large, lAlarum, and chambers go ojf, withm*
Sweeten the bitter mock you sent Ms majesty, And down goes all before them. Still he kind.

He’ll can you to so hot an answer for it And eke out our performance with your mind.
That caves and womby vaultages of France [Exit
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ACT HL Pist. And I:

SCME L—France. Before Harfiem,

Ahmms. Snier Kmo Hsimy, Exeter, Bei>

roilD, Gwjster, and Soldiers, wiih scalmg-

laMsrs.

K. Hen* Once more unto the breach, dear

fncnds, once more;
Or ciosA the wall tip with our English dead I

In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man
As modest sdJkess and humility:

But when the blast of war blows in our ears,

Then imitate the action of the tiger;

Stiffen the sinews, summan tip the blood,

Ihspuw fur nature with hard-favour’d rage;

Then lend the eye a temble aspect;

Let it pry through the portage of the head

Like the brass cannon; let the brow o’erwhelm

It

As fearfuBj as doth a galled rock

O’erhang and jutty his confounded base,

Sidli’d with the wild and wasteful ocean.

How set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide;

Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit

To his full height!—On, on, you noble English,

Whose blood is fct from fathers of war-proof1—
Fathers that, like so many Alexanders,

Have in these parts from mom till even fought,

And sheath’d their swords for lack of argu-

ment:

—

Dishonour not your mothers; now attest

That those whom you call’d fathers did beget
you!

Be copy now to men of grosser blood,

And teach them how to war!—And you, good
yeomen,

Whose Embs were made in England, show us
here

The metde of your pasture; let us swear
That you arc worth your breeding: which I

doubt not;

For there zs none of you so mean and base,

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes,

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,

Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot:

Foiow your sprit; and upon this charge
Cry—God for Harry! England!—and Saint

George!
[Exeunf. Alarum, and chambers go off

within.

If wishes would prevail with me,
My purpose should not fail with me,

But thither would I hie.

Boy. As duly, but not as truly,

,
As bird doth smg on bough.

Enter Fluellen.

, Flu. Up to the preach, you dogs! avaunt,

you cullionsi [Driving them forward.

j
Pist. Be merciful, great duke, to men of

I
mould!

' Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage!

! Abate thy rage, great duke! [chuck!

,
Good bawcock, bate thy rage! use lenity, sweet

i Nym. These be good humours!—your hon-
! our wins bad humours.
! [Exeunt Nym, Pistol, Bardolph,
} followed by Flxjellen.
\ Boy. As young as I am, I have observed

i
these three swashers. I am boy to them all

! three: but all they three, though they would

I

serve me, could not be man to me; for, indeed,
three such antics do not amount to a man. For

;
Bardolph,—he is white-livered and red-faced;

I

by the means whereof ’a faces it out, but fights
' not. For Pistol,—he hath a killing tongue and
a quiet sword; by the means whereof ’a breaks

i words and keeps whole weapons. For Nym,

—

I
he hath heard that men of few words are the

I

best men; and therefore he scorns to say his
i prayers lest ’a should be thought a coward: but
his few bad words are matched with as few

j

good deeds; for ’a never broke any man’s head
but his own, and that was against a post when

1 he was drunk. They will steal anything, and
! call it purchase. Bardolph stole a lute-case,

bore it twelve leagues, and sold it for three
{halfpence. Nym and Bardolph are sworn
' brothers in filching; and in Calks they stole a
fire-shovel: I knew by that piece of service the
men would carry coals. They would have me
as familiar with men’s pockets as their gloves
or their handkerchers: which makes much
against my manhood, if I should take from

j

another’s pocket to put into mine; for it is plain
» pocketing up of wrongs. I must leave them,
and seek some better service: their villany goes
against my weak stomach, and therefore I must
cast it up. [Exit.

Enter Nym, Bardolph, Pjstol, and Boy. Re-enter Fluellen, Gower following.

Bard. On, on, on, on, on! to the breach, to
the breachl
Nym. Pray thee, corporal, stay: the knocks

are too hot; and, for mine own part, I have not
a case of lives: ihe humour of it is too hot, that
is the very plain-song of it

Pist. The plain-song is most just; for
humours do abound:

Shocks go and come; God’s vassals drop die
And sword and shield
In bloody Md

Both win immorta fame.

• ^y. Would I were in an alehouse in Lon-
don! I would give all my fame for a pot of
ale and safety.

Gow. Captain Fluellen, you must come pre-
sently to the mines; the Duke of Gloster would
speak with you.

Flu. To the mines! tell you the duke it is

not so goot to come to the mines; for, look you,
the mines is not according to the (hsciplines of
the war: the concavities of it is not sufBcient;
for, look you, th* athversaxy,—^you may discuss
unto the duke, look you,—is (Hgt himself four
yard under the countermines; hy Cheshu, I
think ’a will plow up all, if there is no better
directions.

Gow. The Duke of Gldster, to whom the
order of tize siege is given, is altogether directed
by an Irishman,—a very valiant gentleman, i’

faifli. '
,

'
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Flu. It is Cap|^ Macmoms, Is it not? '

Gow. I think it he. <

Flu. By Cheshn, he is an tss, as in the *orld:

'

I will verify as mnch in his petrd: he has no
j

more directions in the true disciplines of the ‘

wars, look yon, of the Roman disciples, than ‘

is a pnppy-dog.
Croio. Here *a comes; and the Scots captain,

Captain Jamy, with him. '

Flu. Captain Jamy is a marvellons falorons
gentleman, that is certain, and of great expedi-
tion and faiowledge in the ancient wars, upon
my particnlar knowledge of Ms directions: by
Cheshu, he will maintain Ms argument as well
as any military man in the ’ortd, in the discip- il

lines of the pristine wars of the Romans.

Enter Macmokris and Jamy, at a distance.

Jamy. I say gud-day, Captain Fluellen.
Flu. God-den to your worship, goot Cap-

tain Jamy.
Gow. How now, Captain Maemorris! have

yon quit the mines? have the pioneers given o’er?
Mac. By Chrish la, tish ill done: the work

ish ^ve over, the trumpet sound the retreat.

By my hand, I swear, and by my father’s soul,

the work ish ill done; it ish give over: I would
have hlowed up the town, so Chrish save me,
la, in an hour: O, tish ill done, tish ill done;
by my hand, tish ill donel

Flu. Captain Maemortis, I peseech you, now,
will you voutsafe me, look you, a few disputa-
tions with you, as partly touching or coneeming
the disciplines of tide war, the Roman wars, in
the way of argument, look you, and friendly

cimununicaiion; partly to satisfy my opinion,

and partly for the satisfaction, look you, of my
mind, as touching the direction of the military

dis(^ptine; that is the point.

Jamy. It sail be very ^d, gud feith, gad.

captains bath: and I sail quit you vdth gud leve,

as I may pick occasion; that sail I, mary.
Mac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish

save me: the day is hot, and the weather, and
the wars, and the king, and the dukes: it is no
time to discourse. The town is beseeched, and
the trumpet caH us to the breach; and we talk

and, .by Chrish, do nothing: ’tis shame for us
all: so God sa’ me, ’tis shame to stand still;

it is shame, by my hand: and tidere is throats

to be cut, and works to be done; and there ish

nothing done, so Chrish sa’ me, la.

Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes ofmme
take themselves to slumbef, aile do gud ser-

vice, or aile lig i’ the grund for it; ay, or go to

death; and aile pay’t as valorouslyas I may, that

sail I suexly do, that is tide hreS and the long.

Mary, I wad full fain heard some question

’tween you tway.
Flu. Captain Maemorris, I think, look you,

under your correction, there is not many of

your nation,

—

Mac. Of my nationl What ish my nation?
what ish, my nation? Who talks of my nation
ish a vilkin, and a bi^terd, and a knave, and a
rascal.

Flu. I^jok you, if you t^e the ipatter other-
wise than is meant, Captain Maemorris, perad-
venture I shall think you do not Use me with

that affabHIty as in discretion you ought to use
me, look you; being as goot a man as yourself,
both in the disciplnes of war and m the deriva-
tion of my birth, and in other pixticulajities.

Mac. 1 do not know you so good a man as
myself: so Chrish save me, I cut off your
head.
Gow. Gentlemen both, you will mistake each

other.

Jamy. Au! that’s a foul fault,

parley sounded,
Gow. The town sounds a parley.

Flu. Captain Macmoms, when there is more
petter opportunity to be required, look you, I
will be so poid as to tell you I know the disci-

plines of war; and there is an end. [Bxeunt

ScEifE 11.—The same. Before the Gates o/
HarfleuT.

The Governor and some Citizens on the waMs;
the English Forces below. Enter KrifG
Hettry and his Tram.

K. Hen. How yet resolves the governor of

the town?
TMs is the latest parley we will admit:
Therefore, to our best mercy give yourselves;
Or like to men proud of destruction.

Defy us to our worst: for as I am a soldier,

—

A name that, in my thoughts, becomes me
best.—

If I be^ the battery once again,

I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur
Till in her ashes she he buried.

The gates of mercy shall he all shut up;
And the fiesh’d soldier,—-rough and hard of

heart,

—

In liberty of bloody hand shall range
With conscience wide as hell; mowing like grass
Your fresh-fair virgins and your fiowering in-

fants.

What is it then to me if impious war,

—

Array’d inflames, like to the prince of fiends,—
Do, with his smirch’d complexion, all fel feats

EaUnk’d to waste and desolation?

What is’t to me when you yourselves are cause,

If your pure maidens fall into the hand
Of hot and forcing violation?

What rein can hold licentious wickedness
When down the hill he holds Ms fierce career?

We may as bootless spend our vain command
Upon toe enrages soldiers in their spoil.

As send precepts to toe Leviathan [fieur,

To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Hai-
Take pity of your town and of your people
Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command;
Whiles yet toe cool and temperate wind of grace
O’erblows the filthy and contagious clouds
Of heady murder, spoil, and villainy.

If not, why, in a moment look to see
The blind and Moody soldier with foul hand
Defile toe locks of your shrifi-shrieMng

daughters;
Your fa&ers taken by toe silver beards.

And their most reverend heads dash’d to toe

walls;

Your naked infants spitted upon pikes,

Whiles toe mad mothers with their howls con-

fus’d

Do break the clouds, as did toe wives of Jewry
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At Herod'^f Moody-timiting jdAnghtemen.
WJiit s«y fan? isrlll jqu yield, and this AYoid?
Or, fwiity m defence, be thus destroy’d?

Got?. Ottf expecttbon hath this day an end:
The Daaphin, whom of snccoor we entreated,

Retnms ns that his powers are not yet ready
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, great

kmg,
We yield onr town and lives to thy soft mercy.
Enter onr gates; dispose of ns and onrs;

For we no longer are defensible. [Exeter,

X. Ben. Open yonr gates.—Come, tmcle

Go yon and enter Harflenr; there remain,

And fortify it strongly ’gainst the French;
Use mercy to them all. For ns, dear tmcle,

—

The winter coming on, and sickness growing
Upon onr soldiers,—we will retire to Calais,

To-night in Harfienr will we he yonr guest;

To-morrow for the march are we addrest.

Flourish. The KmG, &c., enter the Town*

SCKifE III.—Rouen. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Katharine and Alice.

Kath. Alice, fu as ete en Angletene, et tu

paries bkn le langage.

Alice. Unpeu, madame.
Kath. Je te pde, m^enseignei; it faut (?ne

faptrrenne a parler. Comment a^llez~vous hi

mam en Anglais?
Alice. La main? elte esf appelee db hand.
Kath. De hand. Et les doigts?

Aliix. Les doigts? ma foi, foublie tes doigts;

mais je me souvkndrai. Les doigts? je pense
qu^ib sent appeles de fingres; oui, de fingres.

Kath. La main, de hand; les doigts, de
fingres. Jepenseqm je suis le bon icoUer; pai
gemedeux motsdlAnglaxsvitement. Comment
appeles^ifous les ongtes?

Alice. Les angles? fes c^eiwis de nails.

Kath. De nails. Ecoutez; ditesrmoi, si je

parte bien: de hand, de fingres, et de nails.

Mice, Cest bien dit, madame; U est fort bon
Anglais,

Kath. JMies-moi? VAT^lais pour le bras.

Alke. De arm, madame.
Kath, Et te coude?

, Mhx. De elbow,
Kath, De elbow. Je me^'en fats la r^itition

de imis les mots qm vous m^avez appns dis d
present.

AUce, Jl est trop difficile, madame, comme je
pense.

Kcdk. Exemm-mot, Alke; icmiez: de hand,
de fingres, de nails, de arm, de hilbow.

AUce, De elbow, medame.
Kath. O Seigneur Dieu, je mien oubUe! de

elbow. Comment appelez-vous le col?

Alice, Be neck, madame.
Kath. De nick. Et le menton?
AUce. De chin.

Kath. De sin. Le col, de nick; le menton,
de sin.

Alice. Oui. Sauf vofre'honneur, en viriie,

vous promneez les mots aussi droit que les
natifs d'Angleterre.

Kath, Je ne doute point iPapprendre, par la
grace de Dieu, et enpen de ternps.

AUce. PPamz-mus pas dejd oublii ce que je
vous ai enseigni?

\

Kath. Non, he reciterm a vous pomptement:
de hand, de fingres, de mails,

—

I Alice. De nails, madame.
I Kath. De nails, de arm, de ilbow.
i Alice. Sauf votre honneur, de elbow.

I

Kath. Ainsi dis-je, de elbow, de nick, et

I

de sin. Comment applez-vous lepied et la robe?
Alice. De foot, madame; et de conn.
Kath. De foot et de conn! O Seigneur

Dimd ce sont mots de son mauvais, corrupt”

Me, gros, et impudupie, et non pour les dames
cPhonTmir denser je ne voudrais prononcer ces
mots devant les seigneurs de Francepur tout le

monde. i? faut de foot et de caim neanmoins.
Je reciterai une autre fois ma legon ensemble:
de hand, de fingres, de nails, de arm, de
elbow, de nick, de sin, de foot, de conn.

Alice. Excellent, madame/
Kath. Cest assez pur une fois: dllons-nous

d diner. [Ejoeunt.

Scene IV.—The same. Another Room in

the same.

Enter the French Kjwg, the Dauphin,
Duke op Bourbon, the Constable of

France, arui others.

Fr.Kmg. ’Tis certain he hath pass’d the
liver Somme.

Con. And if he be not fought withal, mylord,
Let ns not live in France; let ns quit all,

And give onr vineyards to a barbarous people.
Dau. 0 Dieu vivant! shall a few sprays of us,

Hie emptying of our fathers’ luxury,

Our scions, put in wild and savage stock,

Spurt up so suddenly into the clouds,

And overlook their grafters?

Bour. Kormans, but bastard FTormans,
Korman bastards!

Mort de ma vie! if they march along
Dnfought withal, but I will sell my dukedom
To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm
In that nook-shotten isle of Albion.

Con, Dieu de bataUles! where have they
mettle?

Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull;

On whom, as in despite, sun looks pale,
Killing their fruit with frowns? Can sodden

water, [broth,

A drench for sur-rein’d jades, their barley-
Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat?
And shall our quick blood, spmted with wiae,
Seem frosty? 0, for honour of our land.
Let us not hang like roping icicles

Upon our houses’ thatch, whiles a more frosty

people [fields,

—

Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich

Poor we may caE ^em iu &ek native lords!

Dau. By faith and honour,
Our madams mock at us, and idainly say
Our mettle is bred out, and they will give
Their bodies to the lust of English youth
To new-store France with bastard warriors.
Bour. They bid us to the English dancing-

schools,

And teach lavoltas high and swift corantos;
Saying our grace is only in our heels.
And that we are most lofty runaways.
Fr. Kim. "Where is Montjoy, herald?

speed him hence:
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let Mm greet England vitli our sharp de*
fiance.

—

0p, piincesl and, witii spirit of honour edg*d
More sharper than yonr swords, hie to the field:

Charles De-la-hret, high-constabie of France;
Ton Birkes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Beni,
Aiencon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy;
Jaques Chatillon, Rambtires, Vaudemont,
Beaumont, Grandpree, Roussi,and Fauccaberg,
Foil, Lestrale, Bouci^ualt, and Charolois; I

High dukes, great pnnces, barons, lords, and i

kmghts, (shames.
\

For your great seats, now quit you of great

Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our
land

With pennons painted in the blood of Haifleur;
Rush on his host as doth the melted snow
Upon the valleys, hose ow vassal seat

The Alps doth spit and void his rheum upon:
Gro down uponMm,—you have power enough,

—

And in a captive chariot into Rouen
Bring Mm our prisoners.

Con. TMs becomes the great.

Sorry am I Ms numbers are so few,
His soldiers sick, and famish’d in their march;
For 1 am sure, when he shall see our army,
He’ll drop Ms heart into the sink of fear,

And for acMevement offer us Ms ransom.
Ft. King. Therefore, lord constable, haste

on Montjo
And let Mm say to England that we send
To know what wiUiug ransom he will give.

—

Prince Dauphin, you shall staywith us in Rouen.
Dmi. Hot so, I do beseech your majesty.

Ft. King. Be patient; for you shall remain
with us.—

Now forth, lord constable and princes all,

And quickly bring us word of England’s fall.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.—The English Camp m Pkardu.

Enter, severaUy, Gower and Flxjellen.

Gow. How now, Captain FluellenI come
you from the bridge?

Flu, 1 assure you there is very excellent ser-

vices committed at the pridge.

Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter safe?

Flu, The Duke of Exeteris as magnanimous
as Agamemnon; and a man that 1 love and
honour with my soul, and my heart, and my
duty, and my life, and my living, and my utter-

most power: he is not,—God be praised and
plessedl—any hurt in ike ’orid; but keeps the
pridge most vaUantiy, with excellent discipline.

There is an auncient there a the pridge,—

1

think in my very consctehce he is as valiant a
man as Mark Antony; and ho is a man of no
estimation in the ’orld; but I ^dfid see Mm do as

gallant service.

Gow. What do you call Mm?
Flu. He is called Auncient Hstol.
Gow. I know him not.

Flu, Here is the man.

Enter Pistol*

Fist. Captain, 1 thee beseech to do
favours:

The Duke of Exeter doth love thee well.

Fkt. Ay, I praise Got; and I have merited
some love at Ms hands. fheart,

Fist Bardolph, t soldier, firm md sound of

Of buxom valour, hath by cruel fate

And giddy Fortune’s furious fickle wheel,—
That goddess blind.

That stands upon the rolling restless stone,

—

Flu. By your patience, Auncient HstoL
Fortune is pmted fdmd, with a muffler afore

her eyes, to sigolfj to you that Fortune Is idind;

and is painted also with a wheel, to

to you, wMch is the moral of it, that she is

turxdng, and inconstant, and mutabihty, and
variation: and her foot, look you, is fixed upon
a spherical stone, wMch rolM, and rolls, and
rolls.—In good truth tbe pet makes a most
excellent description of it: Fortune is an excel*

lent moral.
Fist. Fortune is Btrdolph’s foe, and frowns

on Mm; Pie,

—

For he hath stol’n a p<xc, and hanged must ’t

A damned death!
Let gallows gape for dog; let man go free,

And let no hemp Ms windpipo suffocate:

But Exeter hath given the doom of death
For pox of httie pnee. [voice;

Therefore, go speak,—the duke will hear thy
And let not Bardolph’s vital thread be cut

With edge of penny cord and vile reproach:

Speak, captain, for his life, and I will thee re-

quite.

Flu* Auncient Pistol, I do partly understand
your meaning.

Fist, Why, then, rejoice therefore.

Flu. Certainly, Auncient, it is not a thing to

rejoice at: for if, look you, he were my prother

I would desire the duke to use Ms goot pleasure,

and put Mm to execution; for disciidine ought

to be used. [fnendsMp!
Pvst Die and be damn’d! and fico for thy

Flu. It is well.

Fist. The fig of Spain! [Exit.

Fhi. Very goot.

Gow. Why, tMs is an arrant counterfeit

rascal;

I remember Mm now; a bawd, a cuipurse.

Flu. I’ll assure you, ’a uttered as pave ’ords

at the pridge as you shall see in a summer’s
day. But it is very well; what he has spoke
to me, that is well, I warrant you, when time
is serve.

Gow. Why, ’tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that

now and then goes to the wars, to grace him-
self, at Ms return into London, under the form
of a soldier. And such fellows are perfect in

the great commanders* names: and they will

learn you by rote where services are done;—at

such and such a sconce, at such a breach, at

such a convoy; who came off bravely, who was
shot, who disgraced, what terms the enemy
stood on; and tMs they con perfectly in the

phrase of war, wMch they trick up with new-
tuned oaths: snd what a beard of the general’s

cut, and a horrid suit of the camp, will do among
foaming bottles and ale-washed wits. Is wonder-
ful to be thought on. But you must leam to

know such slanders of the age, or else you may
be marvellously mistook.

Flu. I tell you what, Captain Gower, I do

perceive he is not the man that he would gladly
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mike show to the ’orld iio is: if I find a hole m
bis coat I wiE tell hiin my mind. [Drum
a'lthm.i Hail: yoti, the tang is coming; and I

must speak vdth him from the pridge.

Enter Kuto Heiiry, Gloster, and Soldiers.

Got bless your majesty!

K,Men, How now, FlneHen! cam’st thon

from the bndge?
i‘lu. Ay, so please yom majesty. The Duke

of Exeter has very gallantly maintained the

pndge. the French is gone off, look you; and
there is gallant and most prave passages: marry,

th* athversary was have possession of the

pndge; but he is enforced to retire, and the

Duke of Exeter is master of the pridge: I can
tell your majesty the duke is a prave man.

K. Bm, What men have you lost, Fluellen?

Flu, The perdition of th* athveraary hath
been very great, reasonable great: marry, for

my part, I think the duke hath lost never a man,

;

but one that is like to be executed for robbing a
i

church,—one Bardolph, if your majesty know

;

the man: his face is ail bubukles, and whelks,

and knobs, and flames of fire; and his lips plows
!

at his nose, and it is like a coal of fire, some-
times plue and sometimes red; but his nose is

executed and his fire’s out.

K. Hen. We would have all such ofendeia
so cut off:-~and we give express charge that in

our marches through the country there be no-
thing compelled from the villages, nothmg taken
bup*ipaid for, none of the French upbraided or

I
abused in disdainful language; for when len-

< ity and cruelty play for a kingdom the gentler

gamester is the soonest winner.

Tucket sounds. Enter Montjoy.

Mont. You know me by my habit-

K.Ben. Well, then, I know thee: what
shall I know of thee?

Mont. My master’s mind.
K. Hen. Unfold it.

Mont Thus says my king:—Say thou to

Harry of England: Though we seemed dead we
did but sleep; advantage is a better soldier than
rashness. Tell him we could have rebuked
him at Harfleur, but that we thought not good
to bruise an injury till it were full ripe:—now we
speak upon our cue, and our voice is imperial:
England shall repent his folly, see his weak-
ness, and admire our sufferance. Bid him,
therefore, consider of his ransom; which must
proportion the losses we have home, the sub-
jects we have lost, the disgrace we have di-

gested; which, in weight to re-answer, his pet-
tiness would bow under. For our losses his
exchequer is too poor; for the effusion of our
blood the muster of Ws kingdom too faint a
number; and for our disgrace Ms own person,
kneeling at our feet, but a weak and worthless
satisfaction- To this add defiance: and tcU
him, for conclusion, he hath betrayed Ms fol-
lowers, whose condemnation is pronounced.
So far my king and master; so much my office.

K. Hen. What is thy name? I kuow thy
Quality.

Mont Montjoy.

K. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn
thee back,

And tell thy king,—I do not seek Mm now;
But could be willing to march on to Calais

Without impeachment: for, to say the sooth,

—

Though ’tis no wisdom to confess so much
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage,

—

My people are with sickness much enfeebled;

My numbers lessen’d; and those few I have
Almost no better than so many French;
Who, when they were in health, I tell thee,

herald,

I thought upon one pair of English legs
Did march three Frenchmen.—Yet, forgive

me God,
That I do brag thusi—tMs your air of France
Hath blown that vice in me; I must repent.

Go, therefore, tell thy master here I am;
My ransom is tMs frail and worthless trunk;

My army but a weak and sickly guard:
Yet, Goo before, tell Mm we will come on,
Though France himself, and such another

neighbour, [Montjoy.
Stand in our way. There’s for thy labour.

Go, bid thy master well advise Mmself:
li we may pass, we will; if we be hmder’d,
We shall your tawny ground with your red blood
Discolour: and so, Montjoy, fare you well,

i The sum of all our answer is but tMs:
i We would not seek a battle as we are;

Nor as we are, we say, we will not shun it;
’ So tell your master.

Mont I shall deliver so. Thanks to your
Mghness. [£xif.

Gto. 1 hope they will not come upon us now.
K. Hen. We are in God’s hand, brother, not

m theirs. [night:—
March to the bridge; it now draws toward
Beyond the nver we’ll encamp ourselves;
And on to-morrow bid them march away.

[Exeunt

Scene VI.

—

The French Camp near Agin-
court.

Enter the Constable of France, the Lord
Rambxjres, the Duke of Orleans, the
Dauphin, and others.

Con. Tut! I have the best armour of the
world.—^Would it were day!

Orl. You have an excellent armour; but let

my horse have Ms due.
Con. It is the best horse of Europe.
Orl. Will it never be morning?
Dau. My Lord of Orleans and my lord Mgh-

constable, you talk of horse and armour,—
Orl. You are as well provided of both as any

prince in the world.
Dau. What a long night is tMs!—I will not

change my horse with any that treads but on
four pasterns. Ca, ha! he. bounds from the
earth as if Ms entrails were hairs; le cheval
volant the Pegasus, qm a les narines de feu!
When I bestride him I soar, I am a hawk: he
teots the air; the earth stags when he touches
it; the basest horn of Ms hoof is more musical
than the pipe of Hermes.

Orl. He’s of the colour of the nutmeg.
Dau. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a

beast for Perseus: he is pure air and fire; and
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the dull elements of eaith. and water nerer ap-
pear in Mm, hut only in patient stillness while
Ms rider mounts Hm: he is indeed a horse; and
fdi other jades you may call heasts.

Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute
and excellent horse.

Dmi. It is the prince of palfreys; his neigh
is hke the bidding of a monarch, and Ms coun-
tenance enforces homage.

OtI. Ko more, cousin.

Dmi. Nay, the man hath no wit that cannot,
from the rising of the lark to the lodgmg of the
lamb, vary deserved praise on my palfrey: it

is a theme as fluent as the sea; tom the sands
into eio^juent tongues, and my I5?SB Is’ argu-
m'ent for them all: ^iis a subject for a sovereign
to reason on, and for a sovereign’s sovereign to
ride on; and for the world,—familiar to us and
unknown,—to lay apart their particular func-
tions and wonder at him. I once writ a sonnet
in Ms praise, and began thns: Wonder of
nature^— Imistress.

OrL I have heard a somet begin so to one’s
Dmi. Then did they imitate that wMch I

composed to my courser: for my horse is my
mistress.

OtL Your mistress bears well.

Dau. Me well; wMch is the prescript praise
and perfection of a good and particular imstress.

Con, Nay, for methought yesterday your
mistress shrewdly shook your back.
Dau. So, perhaps, did yours.
Con. Mme was not bridled.

Dau. O, then, behke she was old and gentle;
and you rode like a kem of Ireland, your
French hose off and in your strait strossers.

Con. You have good judgment in horseman-
sMp.

Dm. Be warned by me, then: they that

ride so, and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs.

I had rather have my horse to my mistress.

Con. I had as lief have my imstress a jade.

Dau. I tell thee, constable, my mistress
wears Ms own hair.

Con. I could make as true a boast as that if

I had a sow to my mistress.

Dau. Le chien est retoume d son propre
vomissemenU cf la truie laveem bourbier: thou
makest use of anything.

Con. Yet do I not use my horse for my mis-
tress; or any such proverb so little kin to the
purpose.
Ram* My lord constable, the armour that I

saw in your tent to-night, are those stars or

suns upon it?

Con. Stars, my lord. [hope.

Dm. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I

Con. And yet my sky shall not want.
Dau. That may be, for you bear a many

superfluously, and ’twere more honour some
were away.

Con. Even as your horse bears your praises;

who would trot as well were some of your

brags dismounted.
Dm. Would I were able to load Mm with

his desert!— it never be day?—I win trot

to-morrow a mile, and my way shall be paved
with English faces.

Con. I will not say so, for fear X should be
faced out of my way: hut I would it were

: morning; for I would fain be about the eaia of
I the Enpsh.

j

Ram. Who will go to haxard with me for

twenty prisoners?

I

Con. You must first go- yourself to haxtrd
: ere you have them.

I
Dm. ’Tis midnight; I’M go arm myself.

PSjQtf.

Orl. The Dauphin longs for morning.
Ram. He longs to eat the English.

Con. I think he will eat al he Mils.

Orl. By the wMte hand of my lady, he’s a
gallant prince.

Con. Swear hy her foot, that she may tread
out the oath.

Orl. He is, simply, the most active gentle-

man of France.
Con. Doing is actiwty; and he will still be

doing.

Orl. He never did hann that I heard of.

Con. Nor wiil’do none to-moixow: he nil
keep that good name still.

Orl. I know Mm to be valiant.

Con. I was told that by one that knows Mm
better than yon.

Orl. What’s he?
Con. Marry, he told me so himself; and he

said he cared not who knew it.

Orl. He needs not; it is no Mdden virtue in
him.

CoTU By my faith, sir, but it is; never any-

body saw it but Ms lackey: 'tis a hooded valoar:

and when it appears it will bate.

Orl. Hl-wiil never said well.

Con. I will cap that proverb with—There is

flattery in friendsMp.
Orl. And I will take up that with—Give title

devil Ms due.
Con. Well placed: there stands your friend

for the devil: have at the ven^ eye of that pro-

verb with—A pox of the devil.

Orl You are the better at proverbs by how
much—A fool’s bolt is soon shot

Con. You have shot over.

Orl. ’Tis not the first time you were overshot.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord Mgh-constable, the EngHitib

lie within fifteen hundred paces of your tents.

Con. Who hath measured the ground?
Mess. The Lord Grandpree.
Con. A valiant and most expert gentlexnanu---

Wonld it were day!—Alas, poor Harry of Eng-
land! he longs not for the dawning as we do.

Orl. What a wretched and peevish feHow is

this King of England, to mope with his fai-

brained followers so far out of his knowledge!
Con. If the English had any apprchemrioa

they would run away.
OtL That they lack; for if their heads had

any intellectual armour they could never wear
such heavy head-peces.
Ram. That island of England breeds very

valiant creatures; their mastiffs are of im-
matchable courage.

OtL Foolish curs, that run winking into the

mouth of a Russian bear, and have their beads
crushed like rotten apples! You may as well

say, that’s a valiant flea that dare eat his br«dc-

fast on the lip of a lion.
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Com lust, |ESt; tnd the men do sympathize
with the makifis in robnstions and rou^ com-
iag-on, leaving their wits with their wives: and
them pve them great mertls of beef, and iron

and steel, they wil eat like wolves and fight like

devik. I'of beef.

OtL Ay, bttt these English are shrewdly out
Con. Then shall we find to-morrow they have

only stomachs to eat, and none to fight. Now
is it time to arm: come, shall we about it?

Oil. It IS now two o’clock; but, let me see,

—

by ten

We shall have each a hundred Enghshmen.
[Exeunt

Enter Chorus.

Chor. Now entertain conjecture of a time
When creeping murmur and the poring dark
Ms the wide vessel of the universe.

From camp to camp, through the foul womb of

mght
The hum of either army stilly sounds,
That the fix’d sentinels almost receive
The secret whispers of each other’s watch;
Tire answers fire, and through their paly flames
Each battle sees the other’s umber’d face:

Steed threatens steed, m high and boastful
neighs

Herdag the night’s dull ear; and from the tents
The armourers, accomphshing the knights,
With busy hammers closing nvets up.
Give dreadful note of preparation:

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll,

And the third hour of drowsy morning name.
Proud of their numbers and secure in soul,

The confident and over-lusty French
Do the low-rated English play at dice;

And chide the cnpple tardy-gaited ni^t.
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp
So tediously away. The poor condemned

En^sh,
like sacrifices, by their watchful fires

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate
The mormng’s danger; and their gesture sad
Investing lank-lean cheeks and war-worn coats
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon [hold
So many homd ghosts. O, now, who will be-
The royal captain of this ruin’d baud [tent,

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to
let him cry, Praise and glory on ids headl
For forth he goes and visits all his host;
Bids them good-morrow with a modest smile.
And calls them brothers, friends, and country-

men.
Upon Ms royal face there is no note
How dread an army hath enrounded him;
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour
Unto the weary and all-watched night;
But freshly looks, and over-bears attaint
With cheerful semblance and sweet majesty;
That every wretch, pining and pale before,
Beholding him, plucks comfort from Ms looks:
A largess universal, like the sun,
His hberal eye doth give to every one,
Thawing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle all,

Behold, as may unworthiness define,
A little touch of Harry in the night:
Md so our scene must to the battle fly;
^ere,—0 for pityl—we shall much disgrace
With four or five most vile and ragged fols.

Right ill-dispos’d m brawl ridiculous,
The name of Agmcourt. Yet sit and see;
Mmdmg true tMngs by what their mockeries

[Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene L—France. The English Camp at
Agmcourt.

Enter Kmc Henry, Bedford, and
Geoster.

K. Hen. Gloster, ’tis true that we are m
great danger;

The greater therefore should our courage be.—
Good-morrow, brother Bedford.—God Al-

mightyl
There is some soul of goodness in things evil,

Would men observingly distil it out;
For our bad neighbour makes early sturers,
WMch is both healthful and good husbandry:
Besides, they are our outward consciences
And preachers to us all: admonishing
That we should dress us fairly for our* end.
Thus may we gather honey from the weed,
And make a moral of the devil himself.

Enter Erpingham.

Good-morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham;
A good soft pillow for that good white head
Were better than a churlish turf of Frpnce.

Erp. Not so, my liege: tMs lodging likes me
better,

Since I may say, Now lie I like a king.
K. Hen, ’Tis good for men to love their pres-

ent pains

Upon example; so the spirit is eas’d:
And when the mind is quicken’d, out of doubt
The organs, though defunct and dead before,
Break up their drowsy grave, and newly move
With casted slough and fresh legerity, [both,
Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas.—Brothers
Commend me to the princes in our camp;
Do my good-morrow to them; and anon
Desire them all to my pavilion.

Gh. We shall, my hege.
[Exeunt Gloster and Bedford

Erp. Shall I attend your grace?
No, my good knight;

Go with my brothers to my lords of England;
I and my bosom must debate awhile,
And then I would no other company.

Erp. The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble
Harry! [Exit,

K. Hen. God-a-mercy, old heart! thou
speak’st cheerfully.

Enter Pistol.

PisL Qui va Id?

K. Hen. A friend.
Pist. Discuss unto me; art thou officer?

Or art thou base, common, and popular?
K. Hen. I am a gentleman of a company.
Pist. Trail’st thou the puissant pike?
K. Hen, Even so. What are you?
Pist. As good a gentleman as ^e emperor.
K. Hen. Then you are a better than the king.
Pist, The king’s a bawcock and a heart of

gold,
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A lad of life, an imp of fame;
Of parents good, of fist most valiant:

1 lass hiS duty shoe, and from my heart-strmgs
I love the lovely btihy.—What is thy name?
K. Hen, Harry le Rot.

FisL le Ro^j' a Corrish name: art thoa of

Cornish crew?
K. Hen, No, I am a Welshman.
Ptst. Know’st thou Flaellea?

K. Hen. Yes. [his pate
Fist. Tell him, Hi knock his leek about

Upon Saint Davy’s day.

K. Hen. Do not you wear your dagger in

your cap that day, lest he knock that about
yours.

Fist. Art thou his friend^

K. Hen. And his kinsman too.

Fist. The Jico for thee, then I

K. Hen. I thank you: God be with you!
Fist. My name is Pistol called. Exit
K, Hen. It sorts well with your fierceness.

Enter Fluellen and Gower, seterally.

Gow. Captain Fluellen!

Flu. So! in the name of Cheshu Christ, speak
fewer. It is the greatest admiration in the uni-

versal *orld when the true and auncient prero-

gatifs and laws of the wars is not kept: if you
would take the pains but to examine the wars
of Pompey the Great, yon shall find, I warrant
you, that there is no tiddle-taddle nor pibble-

pabble in Pompey’s camp; i warrant you, you
shall find the ceremonies of the wars, and the
cares of it, and the fonns of it, and the sobriety

of it, and the modesty of it, to be otherwise.
Gow. Why, the enemy is loud; you hear him

all night.

Flu. If the enemy is an ass, and a fool, and
a prating coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that

we should also, look you, be an ass, and a
fool, and a prating coxcomb,—m your own
conscience, now?
Gow. I will speak lower.

Flu. I pray you and peseech you teat you will.

lExeunt Gower arui Fluellen.
K. Hen, Though it appear a little out of

fashion,

There is much care and valourinthisWelshman.

Enter Bates, Court, and Williams.

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the
Tsornittg which breaks yonder?

Bates. I think it be: but we have no great

cause to desire the approach of day.

Will. We see yonder the beginning of the
day, but I think we shall never see the end of

it.
—^Whn goes there?
JST. Hen. A friend.

Will. Under what captain serve you?
K, Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham.
Will. A good, old commander and a most

kind gentleman: I pray you, what thinks he of

our estate?

JST. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand,
that look to be washed off the next tide.

Bates. He hath not told Ms thought to the
Kag?
K. Hen. No; nor it is not meet he should.

For though I speak it to you, I think the king

is but a man as I am: the violet smeSs to hki
as it doth to me; the element shows to Mm at
It doth to me, all his senses hive but human

,
conditions: his ceremomes laid by, in his naked-
ness he appears but a man, and though hi*

affections are higher mounted than ours, yet,

when they stoop, they stoop with the like wing.
Therefore when he sees reason of fears, as we
do, his fears, out 0! doubt, be of the same relish

as ours are. yet, in reason, no mtn should
possess him with any appearance of fear, lest

he, by showing it, should dishearten his army.
Bates. He may show what outward courage

he will; but I beheve, as cold a night as *tis, he
could wish himself in the Thames up to the

' neck;—and so I would he vrere, and I by him,
at all adventuies, so we were quit here.

K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my con-
science of the king: I thiak he would not wish
himself anywhere but where he is.

Bates. Then I would he were here alone* so
should he be sure to be ransomed, and a many
poor men’s lives saved.

;

K. Hen. I dare say you love him not so ill,

' to wish Mm here alone, howsoever you speak
this, to feel ether men’s minds* methmJes I

could not die anywhere so contented as in the
' king’s company,—his cause being just and. Ms
. quarrel honourable.

Will. That’s more than we know.
Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek

; after; for we know enough if we know we are
’ the king’s subjects: if his cause be wrong, our

I
obedience to the king wipes the crime of it out

! of us.

; Will. But if the cause be not good, the king
i himself hath a heavy reckonmg to make when
all those legs and arms and heads, chopped ofi

' in a battle, shall join together at the latter day
and cry all, We died at such a place; some
sweanng; some ciying for a surgeon; some upon
their wives left poor behmd them; some upon
the debts they ov’e; some upon their cMIdrea

j
rawly left. I am afeared there are few die wefl

that die in a battle; for how can they chantably
dispose of anything when blood is their argu-
ment? Now, if these men do not die well, it

will be a black matter for the king that led

them to it; who to disobey were against aB
proportion of subjection.

K. Hen. So if a son, that is by his father sent
about merchandise do sinfully miscarry upon
the sea, the imputation of his wickedness, by
your rule, should be imposed upon Ms father

that sent Mm: or if a servant, under Ms mas-
ter’s command, transporting a sum of money, be
assailed by robbers, and die m many irrecon-

ciled iniquities, you may call the business of the

master the author of the servant’s damnation:—
bnt tMs is not so: the Mng is not bound to

answer the particular endings of Ms soldiers, the

father of Ms son, nor the master of Ms servant;

for they purpose not their death when they

purpose their services. Besides, there is no

king, be his cause never so spotless, if it come
to the arbitrement of swords, can try it out with

all unspotted soldiers: some peradventure have

on them the guilt of premeditated and contrived

murder; some of beguiling virgins with the

broken seaM of perjury; some making the wars
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'tibeir bulwark that bace before gored tbe gentle

bosoitt of peace with pillage and robbery. How,
ii these men have defeated the law and outrun
fflative punishment, though they can outstnp
men they have no wings to fly from God: war is

Ks beadle, war is his vengeance; so that here
men are punished for before-breach of the

Mug’s laws in now the king’s quarrel: where
they feared the death they have borne life

away; and where they would be safe they per-

ish: then if they die unprovided, no more is the

Mbag guilty of their damnation than he was be-
fore ^ty of those impieties for the which they
are now visited. Every subject's duty is the
king’s; but every subject’s soul is his own.
Therefore should every soldier in the wars do
as every sick man in his bed,—wash every mote
out of his conscience: and dying so, death is to

Mm advantage; or not dying, the time was
blessedly lost wherein such preparation was
gained: and in him that escapes it were not sin

to think that, making God so free an offer, he
let Mm outlive that day to see Ms greatness,

and to teach others how they should prepare.

PFill. ’Tiscertain, every man that dies ill, the
ill upon his own head,—the kmg is not to an-
swer for it.

Bates. I do not desire he should answer for

me; and yet I determine to fight lustily for Mm.
K. Hen. I myself heard the kmg say he

would not be ransomed.
WiU, Ay, he said so, to make us fight

cheerfully: but when our throats are cut he
may be ransom’d, and we ne’er the wiser.

K- Hen. If I live to see it I will never trust

his word after.

WiR. You pay Mm then! That’s a perilous
shot out of an elder-gun, that a poor and a
private displeasure cae do against a monarch
joa may as well go about to turn the sun to
ice with fanning in Ms face with a peacock’s
feather. You’ll never trust Ms word after
come, ’tis a foolish saying.

K. Ben. Your reproof is something too
round: I should be angry with you if the time
were convenient.

Will Let it be a quarrel between us if you
live.

K. Hen. I embrace it

Will. How shall I know thee again?
K. Hen, Give me any gage of tMne, and I

will wear it in my bonnet- then, if ever thou
darest acknowledge it, I will make itmy quarrel.

IFi7i, Here’s my glove: give me another of
thine.

K. Hen. There.
WiU. TMs will I also wear in my cap; if ever

thou come to me and say, after to-morrow,
TMs IS mjf glove, by tMs hand I uM take thee
a box on the ear. [lenge it.

K. Hen. If ever I live to see it I wiH chal-
WiU. Thou darest as well be banged.
K. Hen. Well, I will do it though I take thee

in the king’s company.
Win. Keep thy word: fare thee well.
Bates. Be ftiends, you English fools, he

Mends: we have French quarrels enow, if you
could teH how to reckon.
K. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twenty

French crowns to one they will beat us; for they

' bear them on their shoulders; but it is no Eng-
‘lish treason to cut French crowns; and to-
,
morrow the kmg himself will be a clipper.

‘ ^ . .
{Exeunt Soldiers.

' upon the king!—let us our lives, our souls,
* Our debts, our careful wives, our children, and
Our sms lay on the king! We must bear all.

0 hard condition, twin-born with greatness,
' Subject to the breath of every fool, fmg!
i
Whose sense no more can feel but his own wring-

j

What iafinite hearts’-ease must kmgs neglect
! That private men enjoy!
' And what have kings that privates have not too,

I

Save ceremony,—save general ceremony?
1 And what art thou, thou idol ceremony?"

I

What kind of god art thou, that suffer’st more

^

Of mortal gnefs than do thy worsMppers’
’ What are thy rents? what are thy comings-in?

,
0 ceremony, show me but thy worth!
What IS thy soul of adoration?
Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form,
Creating awe and fear in other men?
Wherein thou art less happy bemg fear’d
Than they in feanng.
What dimk’st thou oft, instead of homage

sweet, [ness,
But poison’d flattery? 0, be sick, great great-
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure!
Think’st thou the fiery fever will go out
With titles blown from adulation?
Will it give place to flexure and low bending?
Canst thou, when thou command’st the beg-

gar’s knee,
Command the health of it? No, thou proud

dream,
That play’st so subtly with a king’s repose;
I^ a king that find thee; and I ^ow
’Tis not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball.
The sword, the mace, the crown imperial,
The intertissued robe of gold and pearl,
The farced title running ’fore the kin,
The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp
That beats upon the high shore of tMs world,

—

No, not an these, thnce gorgeous ceremony,
Not all these, laid in bed majestical.
Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave
Who, with a body fill’d and vacant mind,
Gets him to rest, cramm’d with (^stressful

bread;
Never sees horrid mght, the cMld of hell;
But, like a lackey, from the rise to set
Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night
Sleeps m Elysium; next day, after dawn,
Doth nse and help Hyperion to Ms horse;
And follows so the ever-running year,
With profitable labour, to Ms grave:
And but for ceremony, such a wretch,
Winding up days wirfi toils and mghts with

sleep,

Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king.
The slave, a member of the country’s peace,
Enj'oys it; but in gross brain htfie wots
What watch the king keeps to maintain the

peace
Whose hours the peasant best advantages.

Enier Erpiwgham-
Erp. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your

absence,
Seek through your camp to find you.
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K. Bm, Good old knight
Coflect them all together at my tent:

I*S be before thee.

Erp. I shall do 't, my lord. [JExtf.

JC. Men. 0 God of battles! steel my solders’
hearts;

Possess them not with fear; take from them
now

The sense of reckoning, if the opposed num-
bers

Pluck their hearts from theml—Not to-day, 0
lord,

O, not to-day, think not upon the fault

My father made in compassing the crown!
I Pichard’s body have mterxed new,
And on it have bestow’d more contrite tears

Than from it issu’d forced drops of blood:

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay.

Who twice a day their wither’d hands hold up
Toward heaven, to pardon blood; and I have

built

Twochantriesywherethesadandsolemnpnesis
Sing still for Sichard’s soul. More will I do;

Though all that I can do is nothing worth,
Since that my pemtence comes after all.

Imploring pardon.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. My liege!

K. Hen, My brother Gloster’s voice?—Ay;
I know thy errand, I will go with thee:—
The day, my friends, and all thmgs stay for me.

[Exeunt,

Scene II.—The French Camp.

Enter Dauphin, Oxleans, Rambures, and
others.

Orl. The sun doth gild our armour; up, my
lords!

Ikm. Montez d chevaU--M.y horse! varlet,

laquais! ha!
Orl, 0 brave spirit!

Dow. Vw!-~les eaux et la tene,

—

Orl Rienpuis? Vair et le feu^

—

Dau. del! cousin Orleans.

Enter Constable.

How, my lord constable!

Con. Hark, how our steeds for present ser-

vice neigh!
Dau. Mount '^em, and make incision in

their hides.

That their hot blood may spin in EngU eyes.

And dottt them with supeimuous courage, ha!
Ram, What, will you have them weep our

horses’ Mood?
How shall we, then, behold tiheir natural tears?

, Scarce blood enough in all their sickly leins'

i To give each naked antle-axe a stain,
* That our French gallants shall to-day draw out.

And sheathe for lack of sport: let us but Mow
' on them.
The vapour of our valour will o’ertum them.
’Tis positive ’gainst aU exceptions, lords,

' That our superfluous lackevs and our petih
! ants,—
' Who in unnecessary action swarm
,
About our squares of battle,—were enow
To purge this field of such a Mlding foe;

Though we upon this mountain’s basis by
Took stand for idle speculation,

—

But that our honours must not What’s to
say?

A very little little let us do,
And^ is done. Then let the trumpets sound

‘ The tucket-sonance and the note to mount:
I
For our approach shall so much dare the field

I

That England shall couch down in fearand yield.

Enf^ Grandpree.

Grand. Why do you stay so long, my lords

of France?
Yond island carrions, desperate of their bones,
Ili-favouredly become the mommg field:

Their ragged curtains poorly are let loose,

And our air shakes them passing scornfully:

Big Mars seem bankrupt m their beggar’d host.

And famtly through a rusty beaver peeps:

The horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks,

With torch-staves in their hand; and their poor
jades

Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and
hips.

Thegum down-rojungfrom theirpale-dead cyos.

And in their pale dull mouths the giinmel-bit

lies foul with chew’d grass, still and motionless;

And their executors, the imavish crows,
Fly o’er them, aU impatient for their hour.
Description cannot suit itself m. words
To demonstrate the life of such a battle

Li life so lifeless as it shows itself.

Con. They have said their prayers and they
stay for death. [fresh suits,

Dau. Shall we go send them dinners and
And give their fasting horses provender.
And after fight with them? [field!—

Con. I stay but for my guidon:—^to the
I will the banner from a trumpet take.

And use it for my haste. Come, come, awayl
The s^m is high, and we outwear the day,

[Exewd.

Scene III.—The Enphsfi Camp,

Enter the English Host; Glostir, Bebfoi®,
Exeter, Salisbury, and Westmorelanb.

Enter a Messenger,

JSdTm. The English are embattled, you French
peers.

Con, To horse, you gallant princes! straight

to horse!
Do but behold yon poor and starved band,
And your fair show shall suck away their souls,

Leaving them but the shales and husks of men.
There is not work enough for all our hands;

Glo. Where is the king?
Bed. The king himself is rode to view their

battle.

West Of fighting men they have full three-

score thousand. [fresh*

Exe. There’s five to one; besides, they all are

Sal, God’s arm strike with usl ’tis a fearful

odds,
God b* wi* you, princes all; I’ll to my charge:

If we no more meet till we meet in heaven.
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Then joyfttfly,—mj noble Lord of Bedford,—
Hy dear Lord Gloster,—and my good Lord

Exeter,—
And my kind kmsmaa,—warriors all, adieu!

Beef. Farewell, good Salisbury; and good
luck go with thee! fday:

Exe. Farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly to-

And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it.

For thou art fram’d of the firm truth of valour.

lExii Salisbdry.

Bed, He is as full of valour as of kindness.

Princely in both.

West. O that we now had here

Enter King Henry.

But one ten thousand of those men in England
That do no work to-day!

Kt Ben. What’s he that wishes so?

My cousin Westmoreland?—No, my fair cousin:

If we are mark’d to die, we are enow
To do our country loss; and if to live,

The fewer men the greater share of honour.

God’s will! I pray thee, wish not one man more.
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold,

Hor care I who doth feed upon my cost;

It yearns me not if men my garments wear.

Such outward things dwell not in my desires:

But if it be a sin to covet honour,

I am the most offending soul alive.

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England:
God’s peace! I would not lose so great an

honour, [me,

As one man more, methihks, would share from
For the best hope I have. 0 do not wish one

more! [host.

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my
That he which ha^ no stomach to this fight,

Let him depart; his passport shall be made,
And crowns for convoy put into his purse:

We would not die in that man’s company
That fears his fellowship to die with us.

This day is call’d the feast of Crispian:

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a tip*toe when this day is nam’d.
And rouse him at the name of Cnspian.
He that shall live this day, and see old age,

Win yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours.
And say, To-morrow is Saint Cnspian;

Re-enter Salisbury.

Sal. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself
with speed;

The French are bravely m their battles set,

And will with all expedience charge on us.

K. Hen. All things are ready if our minds
be so.

West. Pensh the man whose mind is back-
ward now!

K. Hen. Thou dost not wish more help from
England, coz?

Wesf. God’s will! my liege, would you and
I alone,

Without more help, could fight this royal battle!

K. Hen. Why, now thou hast unwish’d five

thousand men;
Which hkes me better than to wish us one.

—

You know your places: God be with you all!

Tucket. Enter Montjoy.

Mont. Once more I come to know of thee,
King Harry,

If for thy ransom thou wilt now compound,
Before thy most assured overthrow:
For certainly thou art so near the gulf

Thou needs must be englutted. Besides, in
mercy,

I

The constable desires thee thou wilt mind

j

Thy followers of repentance, that their souls
r May make a peaceful and a sweet retire

From off these fields, where, wretches, their

poor bodies

Must lie and fester.

K. Hen, Who hath sent thee now?
Mont. The constable of France. fback:

K. Hen. I pray thee, bear my former answer
Bid them achieve me, and then sell my bones.
Good God! why should they mock poor

fellows thus?
The man that once did sell the lion’s skin
While the beast hv’d was kill’d with hunting

him,
A many of our bodies shall no doubt
Fmd native graves; upon the which, I trust,

Shall witness live in brass of this day’s work:
And those that leave their valiant bones in

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars, France, [hills*

And say. These wounds I had on Cnspin’s day. Dying like men, though buried in your dung-
Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot, They shall be fam’d; for there the sun sh^
But he’ll remember with advantages [names, greet them,
What feats he did that day: then shall our And draw their honours reeking up to heaven.
Familiarm their mouths as household words,— Leaving their earthly parts to choke your clime,
Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, The smeU whereof shall breed a plague in
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster,— France.
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember’d. Mark, then, abounding valour in our English,
This story shall the good man teach his son; That, being dead, like to the bullet’s grazing.
And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by. Break out into a second course of imschief,
From this day to the endmg of the world. Killing in relapse of mortality.
But we in it shall be remembered,— Let me speak proudly:—^tell the constable
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; We are but warriors for the worldng-day;
For he to-day that sheds his blood with me Our gayness and our ^t are all besmirch’d
Sfa^ be my brother; be he ne’er so vile, With rainy marching in the painM field;

This day shall gentle his condition: There’s not a piece of feather in our host,

—

And gentlemen in England now a-bed {here. Good argument, I hope, we will not fly,

—

Shall think themselves accurs’d they were not And time hath worn us into slovenry:
And hold their manhoods cheap while any But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim;

_ ^
And my poor solders tell me yet ere mght

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day. They’ll be in fresher robes; or they will pluck



scEim m.| KmQ mmi ? 46s

The giy new coats o’er the French soldfers’

heads, [this,—

And turn them ont of scmce. If they do
As, if God please, they shall,—my ransom then
Wdl soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy

labour;

Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald;

They shall have none, I swear, but these my
joints,

—

Which if they have as I wiH leave ’em them,
Shall yield them httle, tell the constable.

Mont. 1 shall, Elmg Harry. And so, fare

thee well:

Thou never shalt hear herald any more. {Exit

K. Men. I fear thou wilt once more come
again for ransom.

Enter the Duke of York.

York. My Lord, most humbly on my knee
I beg

The leading of the vaward.
K. Hen. Take it, brave York.—Now,

soldiers, march away:—
And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day!

[Exeunt

Scene IV.—The Field of Battle.

Alarums. Excursions. Enter French Soldier,

Pistol, and Boy.

Pist Yield, cur!

Fr. Sol. Je pense que vous ites le gentil-

homme de bonne qualite.

Fist. Quality! Callino, castore me! art thou
a gentleman? what is thy name? discuss.

Ft. Sol. O seigneur Dieu!
Pist 0, Signieur Dew should be a gentle-

man:

—

Boy. n me commande de vous dire que mm
fades vous prit; car ce soMat m esi dispose tout
d cetfe heure de cmper votre gorge.

Put Oui, coupe ia gorge, par ma for, pesant.
Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns;
Or mangled shalt thou be by this my sword.

Fr. Sol. 0, je vous supplw, pour Pamour de
Dieu, me pardormer* Je sms gentdhomme de
bonne matson: gardez ma vie, et je mus don-
nerat deux cents ecus.

Pist What are his words?
Boy. He prays you to save Ms Me: he is a

gentleman of a good house; and for his ransom
he will give you two hundred crowns.

Pisi. Tell him my fury shall abate, and I

the crowns will take.

Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur, que dit-il?

Boy. Encore quhl est centre son jurement de
pardonner aucun pruonmer, manmoim. Pour
les ecus que vous Vavez promis, il est content de

^

vous dormer la liberte, le franckisement
' Ft. Sol. Sur mes genoux je vous donne rmlle
remercimens; et je m^estime heureuxque je suis

I tombe entre les mains d*un chevalier, jepense, le

plus brave, vaillant, et tres distingue seigneur

I

d^Angleterre.

Pist. Expound unto me, boy.
Boy. He gives you, upon his knees, a thou-

sand thanks; and he esteems himself happy that
he hath fallen into the hands of one,—as he
thinks,—the most brave, valorous, and thiice-

worthy sigmeur of England.
Put As I suck blood, I will some mercy

show.—Follow me! [Exit.

Boy. Suivez~mus le grand capitaine. |Enf.
French Soldier.] I did never know so fuh a
voice issue from so empty a heart: but the say-
ing is true,—the empty vessel makes the great-
est sound. Bardolph and Nym had ten times

Perpend my words, 0 Signieur Dew, and
^

more valour than this roarmg devil 1’ the old

mark;— play, that every one may pare his nails with a
0 Signieur Dew, thou diest on pomt of fox, wooden dagger; and they are both hanged; and
Except, 0 Signieur, thou do give to me so would tMs be if he durst steal anything
Egregious ransom. adventurously. I must stay with the lackeys,

Fr. Soi. 0 prennez misericorde! ayes pitie de with the luggage of our camp: the French
moil might have a good prey of us if he knew of it;

Pist Moy shall not serve; I will have forty for there is none to guard it but boys. [Exit
moys;

Or I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat

In drops of crimson blood.

Fr. So?. Est~U impossible cPechapper la force
de ton bras?

Pist Brass, cur!

Thou damned and luxurious mountain-goat,

Offer’st me brass?

Fr. Sol. 0 pardomez^moi! [moys?

—

Pist Say’st thou me so? is that a ton of

Come hither, boy: ask me this slave in French
What is his name.

Boy. Ecoutez: comment ites-vous appele?

Ft. Sol. Monsieur le Fer.

Boy. He says Ms name is Master Fer.

Pist Master Fer! I’ll fer him, and firk him,
and ferret him:—discuss the same in French
unto him.

IBoy. I do not know the French for fer, and
ferret, and firk.

Pist Bid Mm prepare; for I will cut Ms
throat,

Fr. Sot Que dit-^il, monsieur?

Scene V.—Another part of the Field of Battle.

Alarums. Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bour-
bon, Constable, Rambures, and others.

Con. 0 diable!

OtL O seigneur/ le four est perdu, tout est
perdu!

Dau. Mort de ma vie! all is confounded, all!

Reproach and everlasting shame [time!

—

Sits mocking in our plumes.—O mechante for-
Do not run away. [A short alarum.
Con. Why, all our ranks are broke.
Dau. O perdurable shame!—let’s stab our-

selves. [for?

Be these the wretches that we play’d at dice

Ort Is tMs the king we sent to for Ms
ransom? Pbut shame I

Bout. Shame, and eternal shame nothing
Let us die in honour: once more back again;
And he that will not follow Bourbon now,
Let Mm go hence, and with Ms cap in hand.
Like a base pander, hold the chamber-door
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WIsiM by a slave, ao gentler than my dog,

His fairest daughter is coatamiaated. |now!

Cm, Disorder, that imtii spoiled us, friend us

let us oa heaps go offer up our lives

¥ato these English, or else die with fame.

Orf. We are enow yet living in the field

To smother up the English m our throngs,

H any order might be thought upon.

Bout, The devil take order now! Pll to the

throng:

JM life be short, else shame will be too long.

ISxeunf,

Scene VI.—Another pcrri of the Field,

Mtmmis, Enter King Henry and Eorces,

Exeter, and others.

K* Sen. Wen have we done, thrice-valiant

countrymen: [field.

But all’s not done; yet keep the French the

Exe, The Duke of York commends him to

your majesty. [this hour

Jt. Sen. Lives he, good uncle? thrice within

I saw him down; thrice up again, and fighting;

From helmet to the spur all blood he was.

Bras. In which array, brave soldier, doth he
lie

Larding the plain; and by his bloody side,

—

Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds,

—

The noble Earl of Suffolk also hes.

Suffolk first died: and York, all haggled over,

Comes to him, where in gore he lay iusteep’d,

And takes him by the beard; kisses the ga^es
That bloodily did yawn upon his face;

And cries aloud. Tarry, dear cousin ^ffolk!
My soul shall thine ke^ company to heaven;

Tarry, sweet soul, for mine then fly Orhreast;

Asm this glorious and wellfoughien field

We kept together in our chivalry!

tTpon these words I came and cheer’d him up:

He mnil’d me in the face, raught me his hand.
And, with, a feeble grip, says, Dear my lord,

Comrrwnd my service to my sovereign.

So did he torn, and over Suffolk’s neck
He threw his wounded arm, and kiss’d his lips;

And so, espous’d to death, with blood he seal’d

A testament of noble-ending love.

The pretty and sweet manner of it forc’d

Those waters from me which I would have
stopp’d;

But X had not so much of man in me.
And ah my mother came into mine eyes.

And gave me up to tears.

K.’Seru I blame you not;

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound
With mistful eyes, or they will issue too.

—

{Alarum.

But, hark! what new alarum is this same?—
The French have reinforc’d their scatter’d

men:

—

Then every soldier HH his prisoners;

Give the word through. {Exeunt.

Scene YII.—Arwtherpart of the Field.

Aiamms. Enter Fluellen and Gower.

Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage! ’tis ex-
luessly against the law of anns: ’tis as arrant a
piece of knavery, mark you now, as can be
offered; in your consdence, now, is it not?

Gow. ’Tis certain there’s not a boy left alive;
and the cowardly rascals that ran from the
battle have done this slaughter: besides, they
have burned and carried away all that was in the
king’s tent; wherefore the king, most worthily,
hath caused every soldier to cut his prisoner’s
throat. 0, ’tis a gallant kingl

Flu. Ay, he was pom at Monmouth, Captain
Gower. What call you the town’s name where
Alexander the pig was pom?
Gow. Alexander the Great.
Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig great? the

pig, or the ^eat, or the mighty, or the huge, or
the magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save
the phrase is a little variations.

Gom. I think Alexander the Great was bom
in Macedon; his father was called PhiEp '•f

Macedon, as I take it.

Flu. I think it is in Macedon where Alexan-
der is pom. I tell you, captain, if you look in
the maps of the ’orld, I warrant you shall find,

in the comparisons between Macedon and Mon-
mouth, that the situations, look you, is both
alike. There is a river in Macedon; and there
IS also moreover a river at Monmouth: it is

called Wye at Monmouth; but it is out of my
prains what is the name of the other river; but
’hs aU one, ’tis alike as my fingers is to my
fingers, and there is salmons m both. If you
mark Alexander’s life well, Harry of Mon-
mouth’s life is come after it indifferent weU, for

there is figures in all things. Alexander,—Got
knows, and you know,—in his rages, and his
furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, and his
moods, and his displeasures, and his indigna-
tions, and also bemg a little intoxicates in his
prams, did, in his ales and his angers, look you,
MU his pest friend, Clytus.

Gow. Our king is not like him in that; he
never killed any of his fnends.

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to

take the tales out of my mouth ere it is made
and finished. I speak but in the figures and
comparisons of it: as Alexander is kill his ttend
Clytus, being in his ales and his cups; so also

Harry Monmouth, being in his right wits and
his goot judgments, turned away the fat kni^t
with the great pelly-doublet; he was full of jests,

and gipes, and knaveries, and mocks; I have
forgot his name.
Gow. Sir John Falstaff.

Flu. That is he:—I can teU you there is goot
men pom at Monmouth.
Gow. Here comes his majesty.

Alarum. Enter King Henry, tvith a part oj

the English Forces; WARWICK, Gloster
Exeter, and others.

K.Hen. I was not angry since I came to

France
Until this instant—Take a trumpet, herald;
Ride thou unto the horsemen on yond hill:

If they will fight with us, bid them come down,
Or void the field; they do offend our sight:

If they’ll do neither, we will come to them,
And make them skirr Away as swift as stones
Enforced from the old Assjrian slings;

Besides, we’fi cut the throats of those we have;
And not a man of them that we shall take
Shall taste our mercy:—go and tell them so.
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Exe. Here comes the herald of the French,

'

my liege.

Gh. His eyes are humbler thin they txs’d to

be.
j

Enter Montjoy.
'

K, Een. How now! what means this, herald?

'

know’st thoti not
That I have fin’d these bones of mine for

ransom?
Com’st thoa agam for ransom?
Mont. No, great kmg:

I come to thee for charitable license,

That we may wander o’er this bloody field I

To book oar dead, and then to bary them;
To sort our nobles from our common men;
For many of oar princes,—woe the while!

—

Lie drown’d and soak’d m mercenary blood;

—

So do oar vulgar drench their peasant limbs
In blood of princes;—and then wounded steeds
Fret fetlock deep m gore, and with wild rage
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead mas-

ters,

Bailing them twice. O, give us leave, great

king,

To view the field m safety, and dispose

Of their dead bodies’

K. Hen. I tell thee truly, herald,

I know not if the day be ours or no,

For yet a many of your horsemen peer
And gallop o’er the field.

Mont. The day is yours.

K. Hen. Praised be God, and not our strength,

for it!

—

What IS this castle call’d that stands hard by?
Mont. They call it Agincourt.

K. Hen. Then call we this the field of Agin-
court,

Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus.

Flu. Your grandfather of famous memory,
an’t please your majesty, and your great-uncle

Edward the Piack Prince of Wales, as I have
read in the chronicles, fought a most prave
pattie here in France.
K. Hen. They did, Fluellen.

Exe. Soiditr, you must come to the Matf.

K. Hen. Soldier, why wesiest thou that

glove m thy cap?
Will An ’t please your mijesty^, ’tis the ipge

of one that I should fight withal, if he be alive.

K. Hen. An Englishman?
WtU. An 't please your majesty, a rascal that

swaggered with me last mght; who, if alive and
ever dare to challenge this glove, I have sworn
to take him a box 0’ the ear: or if I can sec my
glove in his cap,—which he swore, as he w« t
soldier, he would wear if alive,—I wiE stake k
out soundly.
K. Hen. What think you, Captain Fluellen?

IS it fit this soldier keep his oath?
Flu. He IS a craven and a villtm else, an ’t

please your majesty, in my conscience.
K, Hen. It may be his enemy is a gentleman

of great sort, quite from the answer of his de-
gree.

Flu. Though he be as goot a gentleman as the
tevil IS. as Lucifer and Beizebub himself, it it

necessary, look your grace, that he keep his vow
and his oath: if he be perjured, see you now,
his reputation is as arrant a iiliain and a Jack
sauce as ever his piack shoe trod upon Goff
ground and his earth, in my conscience, la.

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when
thou meetest the fellow.

WiU. So I will, my liege, as I live.

K. Hen. Who servest thou under?
WiU. Under Captain Gower, my hegc.
Flu. Gower is a good captain, and is goot

knowledge and hteratured in the wars.

I
K. Hen. Call him hither to me, soldier.

' WiU. I will, my liege. [Exif.

I

K. Hen. Here, Fluellen; wear thou this

I

favour for me, and stick it in thy cap; when
j
Alencon and myself were down together I

I pluck’d this glove from his helm: if any man
challenge this, he is a fnend to Alencon and an
enemy to our person, if thou encounter any

' such, apprehend him, an thou dost love me.
Flu. Your grace does me as great honours 1

can be desired in the hearts of his subjects: I

Flu. Your majesty says very true: if your
1
would fam see the man that has but two lep

majesties is remembered of it, the Welshmen
j

that shall find himself aggnefed at this glove,

did goot service m a garden where leeks did ' that is all; but I would fain see it once, and
grow, wearing leeks m them Monmouth caps; i please Got of his grace that I might see it

which, your majesty knows, to this hour is an ' K. Hen. Knowest thou Gower?
honourable padge of the service; and I do pe- Flu. He is my dear fnend, an please you.

lieve your majesty takes no scorn to wear the K. Hen. Pray thee, go seek hm, and bring

leek upon Saint Tavy’s day. him to my tent.

K. Hen. I wear it for a memorable honour; Flu. I will fetch him. [ExM.

For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman. K. Hen. My Lord of Warwick and my brother

Flu. All the waterm Wye cannot wash your Gloster,

majesty’s Welsh plood out of your pody, I can Follow Fluellen closely at the heels:

tell you that: Got pless it and preserve it as long The glove which I have given him for a favour

as It pleases his grace and his majesty too! May haply purchase him a box 0’ the ear;

K. Hen. Thanks, good my countryman. It is the soldier’s; I, by bargain, should
Flu. By Cheshu, I am your majesty’s coun- Wear it myself. Follow,

]
,ood cousin Warwick:

tryman, I care not who know it; I will confess it If that the soldier strike ,—as I judge
to all the ’orld: I need not be ashamed of. your By his blunt bearing he will keep his word,

—

majesty, praised be Got* so long as your ma- Some sudden mischief may arise of it;

jesty is an honest tnan- For I do know Fluellen valiant,

K. Hen. God keep me so!—Our heralds go And, touch’d with choler, hot as gunpowder,
with him: And quickly will return an injury:

Bring me just notice of the numbers dead Follow, and see there be no harm between
On both our parts.—Call yonder fellow hither. them.

—

fPoinfs to Will. Exeunt Mqnt. and others. Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. {Exeunf
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SCEHB YllL—Befom Kwg Hejtry’s Favdion.

Enter Gower and Williams.

Will. I wairtflt it is to faolglit you, captfdn.

Enter Fllellek.

Ehi. Got’s wili and Ms pleasure, captain, I

peseech you now, come apace to the king: there

^ more goot toward you peradventure thanis in

yotti knowledge to dream of.

WiU. Sir, fcnow you this glove? [glove.

Fhi, Know the glove! I know the glove is a

WS. I taow tMs; and thus I chi^enge it.

[Stnftes Mm.
Flu, *Sblood, an arrant traitor as any’s in the

nniversal ’odd, or in France, or in England!

Gouf. How now, sir! you '^ain!

WUL Do you think I’ll be forsworn?

Flu, Stand away, Captain Gower; I will give

treason Ms payment into plows, I warrant you.

WtU, I am no traitor.

Flu, That’s a he m thy throat.—I charge you
ia Ms majesty’s name, apprehend Mm: he’s a
friend of tide Duke Alencon’s.

Enter Warwick and Gloster.

War. How now, how now! what’s the

matter?
Flu. My Lord of Warwick, here is,—praised

be Got for it!—a most contagious treason come
to li^t, look you, as you shall desire in a

summer’s day.—Here is Ms majesty.

Enter King Hehry and Exeter.

K. Hen. How now! what’s the matter?
Flu. My liege, here is a villain and a traitor,

that, look your grace, has struck the glove wMch
your majesty is take out of the helmet of

^encon.
WiU. My liege, tMs was my glove; here is

the fellow of it; and he that I gave it to in

change promised to wear it in Ms cap: I prom-
ised to strike Mm if he did: I met tMs man
with my glove in Ms cap, and X have been as
£^>od as my word.

Flu. Your majesty hear now,—saving your
majesty’s manhood,—what an arrant, rascally,

beggarly, lousy knave it is: I hope your majesty
is pear me testimony and witness, and will

avouchment, tMs is the glove of Alencon that
your majesty is ^ve me, in your conscience,

now
K. Hen. Give me thy glove, soldier: look,

here is the fellow of it.

’Twas I, indeed, thou promisedst to strike;

And thou hast given me most bitter terms.
Flu, An please your majesty, let Ms neck

answer for it if there is any mmtial law in the
’orld? [don?
K. Hen. How canst thou make me sahsfac-
WM, All offences, my Hege, come from the

heart: never came any from mine that mi^
offend your majesty.
K. Hen. It was oumelf thou didst abuse.
Wm. Your majesty came not like yourself:

you appeared to me but as a common man;
witness the nigdit, your garments, your lowli-
ness; and what your Mghness suffered under
that shape I beseech you t^e it for your own

fault, and not mine: for had you been as I took
you for, I made no offence; therefore, I beseech
your highness, pardon me.
K. Hen. Here, tmde Exeter, fill this glove

with crowns,

And give it to tMs fellow.—Keep it, fellow;

And wear it for an honour m thy cap
Till I do challenge it.—Give him the crowns:-—
And, captam, you must needs be fnends with

him.
Flu. By tMs day and this light, the fellow

has mettle enou^ in his pelly:—hold, there is

twelve pence for you; and I pray you to serve
Got,and keepyou out of prawls,and prabbles,and
quarrels, and dissensions, and, I warrant you,
it is the petter for you.

WiU. I will none of your money.
Flu. It is with a goot will; I can tell you it

will serve you to mend your shoes: come,
wherefore should you be so pashful? your shoes
is not so goot: ’tis a goot sillmg, I warrant you,
or I will change it.

Enter an English Herald.

K. Hen. Now, herald,—are the dead num-
ber’d?

Her. Here is the number of the slaughter'd
French. [Delivers a paper.

K. Hen. What prisoners of good sort art

taken, uncle? [king;

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleans, neptiew to the
John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouciqualt:
Of other lords and barons, knights and squires,

Full fifteen hundred, besides common men,
K. Hen. TMs^ note doth tell me of ten

thousand French (number.
That in the field lie slam: of princes, m tMs
And nobles bearing banners, there he dead
One hundred twenty-six: added to these,

Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen,
Ei^t thousand and four hundred; of the which
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb’d

knights:

So that, ia these ten thousand they have lost,

There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries;
The rest are princes, barons, lords, kmghts,

squires,

And gentlemen of blood and quality.

The names of those their nobles that He dead,—
Charles de-la-hret, Mgh-constable of France;
Jaques of Chatillon, admiral of France;
The master of the cross-hows, Lord Rambures;
Great-master of France, the brave sir Guischard

Dauphin; [bant,

John Duke of Alencon; Antony Duke of Bra-
The brother to the Duke of Burgundy;
And Edward Duke of Bar: of lusty earls,

Grandpree and Roussi, Fauconberg and Foix,
Beaumont and Marie, Vaudemont and Lestrale
Here was a royal fellowsMp of death!

—

Where is the number of our EngHsh dead?
[Herald j)resenfs another paper.

Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk,
Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam, esquire:
Hone else of name; and of all other men
Butfive-and-twenty.—0 God, thyarm was here;
And not to us, but to thy arm alone,*
Ascribe we all!—^When, without stratagem.
But in plain shock and even play of battle,
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Was ever known so great and little loss

On one part and on the other’—Take it, God,
For It IS none but thine I

Exe. ’Tis wonderful*
Hen. Come, go we m procession to the

village.

And be it death proclaimed through our host

To boast of this, or take that praise from God
Which IS his only.

Flu. Is It not iawdul, an please your majesty,
to tell how many is killed?

j

K. Hen. Yes, captain, but with this acknow-
ledgment,

That God fought for us. ‘

Flu. Yes, m> conscience, he did us great
goot.

,

K. Hen. Do we all holy ntes* i

Let there be sung Non nobis and Te'Deum;
\

The dead with chanty enclos’d m clay.
]

We’ii then to Calais; and to England then;
'

Where ne’er from France arriv’d more happy
men. Exeunt,

Enter Chorus.

Char. Vouchsafe to those that have not read
the story,

That I may prompt them; and of such as have,

I humbly pray them to admit the excuse
Of time, of numbers, and due course of things,

Which cannot m their huge and proper life

Be here presented Now we bear the king
;

Toward Calais: grant him there; there seen, •

Heave him away upon your winged thoughts
'

Athwart the sea. Behold, the English beach
Pales in the flood with men, with wives, and ‘

boys, !

Whose shouts and claps out-voice the deep-

;

mouth’d sea,

Which, like a mighty whiffler, Tore the king
j

Seems to prepare his way. so let him land;
j

And solemnly see him set on to London. t

So swift a pace hath thought that even now
j

You may imagine him upon Blackheath; \

Where that his lords desire him to have borne
His bruised helmet and his bended sword *

Before him through the city: he forbids it,

Being free from vainness and self-glorious

pride;

Giving fun trophy, signal, and ostent,

Quite from himself to God- But now behold,

In the quick forge and workmg-house of

thought,

How London doth pour out her citizens!

The mayor and all his brethren, in best sort,

—

Like to the senators of the antique Rome,
With the plebians swarming at their heels,

—

Go forth, and fetch their conquering Caesar in;

As, by a lower but by loving hfcelihood,

Were now the general of our gracious em-
press,

—

As in good time he may,—'from Ireland coming,

Bringing rebellion broached on his sword,

How many would the peaceful city quit

To welcome him! much more, and much more
cause

Did they this Harry. Now in London place

him;

—

As yet the lamentation of the French
Invites the Bung of England’s stay at home;

The emperor’s coming m behalf of France,
To order peace between them;—and omit
All the occurrences, whatever chanc’d,
Till Harry’s back-return again to France:
There must we bring him; and myseif have

play’d

The intenm, by remembenag you ’tis past.

Then brook abridgment; and your eyes advance,
After your thoughts, straight back again to

France. [Exit

Scene L—-France, in English Court 0/
Guard.

Enter Flcellen and Gower.
Gow. Nay, that’s right, but why wear you

your leek to-day? Samt Davy’s day is past.

Flu. There is occasions and causes why and
wherefore m all things: I will tell you, as my
fnend, Captain Gower:—the rascally, scald,

peggarly, lousy, pragging knave, Pistol,—which
you and yourself, and ail the ’orld, know to be
no petter than a fellow, look you now, of no
ments,—he is come to me, and pnngs me pread
and salt yesterday, look you, and pid me eat

my leek: it was in a place where I could not
preed no contention with him, but I will be so

poid as to wear it in my cap till I see Mm once
again, and then I will tell him a little piece of

my desires.

Gow. Why, here he comes, swelling like a

turkey-cock.

Flu. ’Tis no matter for his swellings nor his

turkey-cocks.

Enter Pistol.

Got piess you, Auncient Pistol! you scurvy,

lousy knave. Got piess you!
Pist Ha! art thou bedlam? dost thou thirst,

base Trojan,

To have me fold up Parca’s fata! web?
Hence! I am qualmish at the smell of leek.

Flu, I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy
knave, at my desires, and my requests, and my
petitions, to eat, look you, this leek: because,
look you, you do not love it, nor your affec-

tions, and your appetites, and your digestions,

does not agree with it, I would desire you to

eat it.

Pist Not for Cadwallader and all his goats.

Flu, There is one goat for you. [Efrifees

him.] Will you be so goot, scald knave, as

eat it?

Pist Base Trojan, thou shait die.

Flu. You say very true, scald knave,—when
Got’s will is: I will desire you to live in the

meantime and eat your victuals: come, there is

sauce for it. [Sfrife'np him agamJ You called

me yesterday mouatam-squire; but I wil make
you to-day a squire of low degree. I pray you,

fall to: if you can mock a leek you can eat a
leek.

Gow. Enough, captain: you have astonished

him.
Flu. 1 say, I will make him eat some part of

my leek, or I will peat Ms pate four days.

—

Pite, I pray you; it is goot for your green wound
and your ploody coxcomb.

Pist Must I bite?
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Flu, Yes, ceitftialj, and out of dotibt, and
out of question too, and ambiguities.

Pist. Bf this leek, I will most bonibly re-

venge: I eat, and eke, I swear

—

Flu. Eat, I pray yon: wiE you have some
|

more sauce to your leek? there is not enough
leek to swear by.

Put. Quiet thy cudgel; thou dost see I

eat.

Flu. Much goot do you, scald knave, heartily.

Hay, pray you, throw none away, the skm is

goot for your broken coxcomb. When you take

occasions to see leeks hereafter, I pray you,

mock at ’em; that is all.

Put Good
Flu. Ay, leeks is goot;—bold you, there is a

groat to heal your pate.

Fist. Me a groat!

Flu. Yes, venly and in truth, you shall take

it; or I have ano&er leek in my pocket which
you shall eat.

Pist. I take thy groat m earnest of revenge.

Flu. If I owe you anything I wiil pay you m
cudgels: you shadl be a woodmonger, and buy
nothing of me but cudgels. God b’ wi’ you,

and keep you, and heal your pate. [Exit.

Pist. All hell shall stir for this.

Goto. Go, go; you are a coimterfeit cowardly
knave. Will you mock at an ancient tradition,

—begun upon an honourable respect, and worn
IS a memorabie trophy of predeceased valour,

—

and dare not avouch in your deeds any of your
words? 1 have seen you gleeking and galling

at this gentleman twice or thnce. You thought,

because he could not speak English in the
native garb, he could not therefore handle an
English cudgel: you find it otherwise, and
henceforth let a Welsh correction teach you a
good English condition. Fare ye well.

[Exit.

Pist. Doth Fortune play the housewife with
me now?

Hews have I that my Hell is dead i’ the spita!

Of malady of France;
And there my render^ous is quite cut off.

Old I do wax; and from my weary limbs
Honour is cudgell’d. Well, bawd will I turn,

And something lean to cutpurse of qtuck hand.
To England will I steal, and there I’ll steal:

And patches will I get unto these scars.

And swear I got them in the Gallia wars.
[Exit.

Scene II.

—

Troyes m Ckarnpagne.
An Apartment in the French King’s Palace.

Enter at one door. King Henry, Bedford,
Gloster, Exeter, Warwick, Westmore-
land, and other Lords; at another, the
French King, Queen Isabel, the Prin-
cess Katharine, Lords, Ladies, &c., the
Duke of Burgundy, and Ms Train.

K.Een. Peace to this meeting, wherefore
we are met!

Unto our brother Prance, and to our sister.

Health and fair time of day,—joy and good
wishes [ine;

—

To our most fair and princely cousin ]^thar-
Ani,—^as a branch and member of tMs royalty,
By whom this great assembly is contriv’d,

—

We do salute you, Duke of Burgundy;

—

And, pnnces French, and peers, health to you
all! [your face,

I Ft. King. Right joyous are we to behold
Most worthy brother England, fairly met:

—

So are you, princes EngUsh, every one.

Q. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother
England,

Of this good day and of this gracious meeting
As we are now glad to behold your eyes;
Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in them
Against the French, that met them in their bent,
The fatal balls of murdering basilisks;

The venom of such looks, we fairly hope,
Have lost their quahty; and that this day
Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love.

K. Hen. To cry amen to that, thus we appear.

Q. Isa. You English pnnces all, I do salute
you.

Bur. My duty to you both, on equal love.

Great Kings of France and England! That I

have labour’d [ours,

With all my wits, my pains, and strong endeav-
To bnng your most impenal majesties
Unto this bar and royal interview,

Your mightmess on both parts best can witness.
Smce then my office hath so far prevail’d

That face to face and royal eye to eye
You have congreeted, let it not disgrace me
If I demand, before this royal view,

What rub or what impediment there is

Why that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace,
Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births,

Should not, in this best garden of the world,
Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage?
Alas, she hath from France too long been

chas’d!

And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps,
Corrupting m its ovm fertility.

Her vme, the merry cheerer of the heart,
Unpnined dies; her hedges even-pleach’d,
Like prisoners wildly overgrown with hair.

Put forth disorder’d twigs; her fallow leas
The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory
Doth root upon, while that the coulter rusts,

That should deracinate such savagery;
The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth
The freckled cowslip, bumet, and green clover,

Wantmg the scythe, all uncorrected, ran!^
Conceives by idleness, and nothing teems
But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies,

burs,

Losing both beauty and utility. [hedges,
And as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness,
Even so our horses and ourselves and children
Have lost, or do not learn for want of time,
The sciences that should become our country;
But grow, like savages,—as soldiers will,

That nothing do but meditate on blood,

—

To swearmg and stem looks, diffus’d attire.

And everything that seems unnatural.
Which to reduce into our former favour
You are assembl’d: and my speech entreats
That I may know the let why gentle Peace
Should not expel these inconvemences,
And bless us with her former qualities.

K. Hen. If, Duke of Burgundy, you would
the peace

Whose want gives growth to the imperfections
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Which you have cited, you must buy that peace
With full accord to all our just demands;
Whose tenors and particular effects

You have, enscheduFd briefly, m your hands.
Bur. The king hath heard them; to the

which as yet
There is no answer made.
K. Hen. Well, then, the peace

Which you before so urg’d kes in his answer.
Ft. Kmg. I have but with a cursory eye

O’erglanc’d the articles: pleaseth your grace
To appoint some of your council presently
To sit with us once more, with better heed
To re-survey them, we will suddenly
Pass our accept and peremptory answer.
K. Hen Brother, we shall.—Go, uncle

Eieter,— [Gloster,-
Aad brother Clarence,—and you, brother
Warwick,—and Huntington,—go with the kmg.
And take with you free power to ratify.

Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best
Sh^d see advantageable for our dignity,

Anythmg in or out of our demands;
And we’ll consign thereto.—Will you, fair

sister.

Go with the princes or stay here with us?
;

Q. Isa. Our gracious brother, I will go with
,

them;
Haply a woman’s voice may do some good
When articles too nicely urg’d be stood on.

K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine

:

here with us:

She is our capital demand, compris’d
Within the fore-rank of our articles.

Q. Isa. She hath good leave.

{Exeunt all but K. Hen., Kath., and Alice.
^

K. Hen. Fair Kathanne, and most fair >

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms
|

Such as will eater at a lady’s ear,

And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart?
Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me; I

cannot speak your England.
K. Hen. O fair Kafliarine, if you will love

me soundly with your Fnench heart, I will be
glad to hear you confess it brokenly with your
Enghsh tongue. Do you kke me, Kate?

Kath. Pardonnez-moi, I cannot tell vat is

like me.
K. Hen. An angel is like you, Kate, and

you are like an angel.

Kath. Que dit-il? que je suis semblable d les

enges?
Alice. Old, vraiment, sauf voire graces ainsi

dit-il.

K. Hen. I said so, dear Katharine; and I

must not blush to affirm it.

Kath. O bon Dieu! les langues des hommes
sont pleines de tromperks.

K. Hen. What says she, fair one? that the
tongues of men are full of deceits?

Alice. Out, dat de tongues of de mans is be
full of deceits,—dat is de pnneess.

K. Hen. The princess is the better English-
woman. r faith, Kate, my woomg is fit for

thy understanding: I am glad thou canst speak
no better English; for if thou couldst, thou
wouldst find me such a plain king that thou
wouldst think I had sold my farm to buy my
crown, I know no ways to mince it in love,

but directly to say I love you; then, if you urge

me further than fo say, Do you m fmth? I wear
out my suit. Give me your answer; 1

’ faith,

do, and so ckp hands and & bargiun: how sty

you, lady?

Kath. Sauf wire honnewt^ me imderettnd
veil.

K. Hen. Marry, if you would put me to

verses or to dance for your sake, Kale, why
you undid me: for the one I have neither words
nor measure, and for the other I have m
strength m measure, yet a reasonable measure
m strength. If I could win a lady at leap-frog,

or by vaulting into my saddle with my armour
on my back, under the correction of bragging
be it spoken, I should quickly leap into a wife.

Or if I might buffet for my love, or bound my
herse for her favours, I could lay on like

butcher, and sit like a jack-an-apes, never off.

Bat, before God, Kate, I cannot look greenly,

nor gasp out my eloquence, nor I have no cun-

,
mng in protestation; only dowanght oaths,

which I never use nil urged, nor never break
for urging. If thou canst love a fellow of this

temper, Kate, whose face is not worth sun-bum-
ing, that never looksm his glass for love of any-
thing he sees there, let thme eye be thy cook.

I speak to thee plain soldier if thou canst love

me for this, take me; if not, so say to thee that

I shall die is true,—but for thy" love, by the

lord, no; yet I love thee too. And while thou
hvest, dear Kate, take a fellow of plain and un-
comed constancy; for he perforce must do tiiee

nght, because he hath not the gift to woo in

other places: for these fellows of infinite tongue,
that can rhyme themselves into ladies* favours,

they do always reason themselves out again.

What! a speaker is but a prater; a rhyme is but
a ballad. A good leg will fail; a straight back
will stoop; a black beard will turn white; a
curled pate will grow bald, a fair face will

wither; a full eye will wax hollow: but a good
heart, Kate, is the sun and the moon; or,

rather, the sun, and not the moon,—for it

shines bright and never changes, but keeps his

course truly. If thou would have such a one,
take me: and take me, take a soldier; take a
soldier, take a king: and what sayest thou,

then, to my love? speak, my fair, and fairly, I

pray thee.

Kath. Is it possible dat I should love de
enemy of France?
K. Hen. No; it is not possible you should

love the enemy of France, Kate: but in loving

me you should love the friend of France; for I

Jove France so well that I will not part with a
village of it; I will have it all mine: and, Kate,
when France is mine and I am yours, then
yours is France and you are mine.

Kath. 1 cannot tell vat is dat.

K. Hen. No, Kate? I will tel! thee in

French; which I am sure will hang upon my
tongue like a new-mamed wife about her hus-
band’s neck, hardly to be shook off. Quand
fat la possession de France, et quand vans amz
la possession de mot,—let me see, what then?
Saint Denis be my speed!—done votre esi

France et wus ites mienne. It is as easy for me,
Kate, to conquer the kmgdom as to speak ^
much more French: I shall never move thee in

French, unless it be to laugh at me.
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Kath. Sairf wire honnew, le Francms qu£

wus parkz est medleur PAnalais lequel je

pffTie,

K* Hem No, faitli, is’t not, Kate: but thy

speaSang of my tongue, and i tlune, roost truly

fdseiy, must needs be granted to be much at

one. But, Kate, dost thou understana tl’us

mticli Enrlish,—Canst thou love me^
Kaih. I cannot teU.

K. Hen, Can any of your neighbours teli.

Kate? Fll ask them. Come, I know thou

Ibvest me: and at night, when you come into

your closet, you’ll question this gentlewoman

about me; and i know, Kate, you will to her

Aspraise those parts m me that you love with

your heart: but, good Kate, mock me merci-

fully; the rather, gentle princess, because Hove
thee cruelly. If ever thou be’st mine, Kate,

—

as I have a saving faith within me tells me thou

Shalt,-—I get thee with scambling, and thou

mast therefore needs prove a good soldier-

breeder: shall not ihou and I, between Samt
Denis and Saint George, compound a boy, half

French, half English, that shall go to Constan-

tinople and take the Turk by the beard? shall

we not? what sayest thou, my fair flower-de-

luce?

Kath, I do not know dat.

K, Hen, No; ’tis hereafter to know, but now
to promise: do but now promise, Kate, you
win endeavour for your French part of such a
boy; and for my English moiety take the word
of a kmg and a bachelor. How answer you,

la plus belle Katharine du monde, mon ires

chire et divine deesse?

Kath. Your majeste avefausse Frenchenough
to deceive de most sage damoiseile dat is en
France.
K. Hen. Now, fie upon my false French!

By mine honour, in true EngUsh, I love thee,

Kate: by which honour I dare not swear fhou
lovest me; yet my blood begins to flatter me
that thou dost, notwithstanding the poor and
tintempenng effect ofmy visage. Now, beshrew
my father’s ambition! he was thinking of cavil

wars when he got me: therefore was I created
with a stubborn outside, with an aspect of iron,

that when I come to woo ladies I fnght them.
But, in faith, Kate, the elder I wax the better

I shall ajipear: my comfort is that old age, that

ill Ityer-up of beauty, can do no more spoil

upon my face: thou hast me, if thou hast me,
at the worst; and thou shalt wear me, if thou
wear me, better and better:—and therefore tell

me, most fair Katharme, will you have me?
Put off your maiden blushes; avouch the
thoughts of your heart with the looks of an em-
press; take me by the hand and say,

—
^Harry

of England, I am thine* which word thou shalt

no sooner bless imne ear withal but I will tell

thee aloud, England is thine, Ireland is thine,

France is thine, and Henry Plantagenet is

thine; who, though I speak it before his face,

if he be not fellow with the best king, thou
shalt find the best king of good fellows. Come,
your answer in broken music,—for thy voice is

music and thy English broken; therefore, queen
of all, Katharine, break thy mind to me in
broken English,—wilt thou have me?
-Kath. Dat is as it saH please de roi monpbre,

\

1 K. Hen. Nay, it will please him well, Kate,
—it shaii please him, Kate.

I Kath, Den it sail also content me.
K. Hen. Upon that I Mss your hand, and I

' call you my queen.
' Kath. Laissez, mon seigneur, laissez, laissez:

mafoi, je ne veux point que vous abaissez votre

grandeur en baisani la mam d*une votre indigne
' serviteur; excusez-moi. je vous supplie, mon
I ires puissant seigneur.

I K. Hen. Then I will kiss your lips, Kate.
Kath. Les dames et demoiselles pour eire

baisees devant leur noces, il n’estpas le coutume
de France. [she?

K. Hen. Madam, my interpreter, what says
Alice. Dat it is not be de fashion pour les

ladies of France,—I cannot tell vat is baiser en
Anghsh.
K. Hen. To Mss.

1 Alice. Your majesty entendre bettre que moi.
K. Hen. It is not a fashion for the maids in

France to Mss before they are mairied, would
she say?

* Alice. Out, vraiment.

1
K. Hen. 0 Kate, nice customs court’sy to

i great Mngs. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be

}

confined vnthin the weak list of a country’s

fashion; we are the makers of maimers, Kate;
I and the liberty that follows our places stops the
mouth of all find-faults,—as I will do yours for

upholding the mce fashion of your country in

denying me a Mss: therefore, patiently and
I

yielding. [Kissmg her.] You have witchcraft
‘ in your lips, Kate: there is more eloquence in

I

a sugar touch of them than in the tongues of the
French council; and they should sooner per-
suade Harry of England than a general peti-

tion of monarchs.—Here comes your father.

Enter the French King and Queen, Bur-
gundy, Bedford, Geoster, Exeter,
"Warwick, Westmoreland, and other
French arid English Lords.

Bur. God save your majesty! my royal
cousm.

Teach you our princess Enghsh?
K. Hen. I would have her learn, my fair

cousm, how perfectly I love her; and that is

good English.

Bur. Is she not apt?

K. Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz, and my
condition is not smooth; so that, having neither
the voice nor the heart of flattery about me, I

cannot so conjure up the spint of love in her
that he will appear in his true likeness.

Bur. Pardon the frankness of my mirth if I

answer you for that. If you would conjure in
her you must make a circle; if conjure up love
in her in his true likeness, he must appear naked
and blind. Can you blame her, then, being a
maid yet rosed-over with the vurgm crimson of

modesty, if she deny the appearance of a naked
blind boy in her naked seeing self? It were,
my lord, a hard condition for a maid to consign
to.

K. Hen. Yet they do wink and yield; as tove
is blind and enforces.

Bur. They are then excused, my lord, when
they see not what they do.
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K. Hen. Then, good mj lord, teach your
cousin to consent winking.

Bur. I wiH wink on her to consent, my lord,

if you Will teach her to know my meaning: for

maids well summered and warm kept are like

flies at Bartholomew-ade, blind, though they
have their ejes; and then they wdi endure
handling, which before would not abide look-
ing on-

K. Hen, This moral ties me over to time
and a hot summer; and so I shall catch the fly,

your cousin, in the latter end, and she must be
bhnd too.

Bur. As love is, my lord, before it loves.

K. Hen. It is so: and you may, some of you,
thank love for my blindness, who cannot see
many a fair French city for one fair French
maid that stands in my way.

Fr. King. Yes, my lord, you see them per-

spectively, the cities turned into a maid, for

they are all girdled with maiden walls that war
hath never entered.
K. Hen. Shall Kate be my wife?
Fr. King. So please you.
K. Hen. I am content, so the maiden cities

you talk of may wait on her so the maid that

stood m the way of my wish shall show me the
way to my will.

Fr. King. We have consented to ail terms
of reason,

K. Hen. Is ’t so, my lords of England?
West. The king hath granted every article:

—

His daughter first; and, m sequel, all,

According to their firm proposed natures.

Exe. Only, he hath not yet subscribed
this:—Where your majesty demands that the

King of France, having any occasion to wnte
for matter of grant, shaH name your highness m
this form and with this addition, m French,

—

Noire tr^s cher jils Henry, roi d*AngIeterre,

heritier de France; and thus in Latin, Proeclaris-

simus films nosier Henncus, rex Angliae ei

haeres Franciae.

Fr. King. Nor this I have not, brother, so

demed
But your request shall make me let it pass.

K. Hen. I pray you, then, in love and dear
alliance.

Let that one article rank with the rest;

And thereupon ^ve me your daughter.

Fr. King. T&ke her, fair son; and from her
blood raise up

Issue to me. that the contending Jongdoms
Of France and England, whose very shores

look pale

With envy of each other's happiness, 'tion

May cease their hatred, and this dear coajunc-
Plant neighbourhcod and Chr.rtian-iiKe accord
In their sweet bosoms, that never w'ar advance
His bleedm? sword 'twat EagJand and fair

France.
AIL Amen*
K. Hen. Now, welcome, Kate:™ and bear

me W’ltaess all,

That here I bss her as my sovereign queen.
Flourish.

Q. ha. God, the best maker of all marriages.
Combine your heartsm one, your realmsm one

!

As man and wife, being two, are one in love,

So be there ’twixt your kingdoms cuch a spousal
That never may lil office cr fell .ealousy,

Which troubles oft the bed of blessed marriage.
Thrust m between the paction of these king-

doms,
To make dnorce of their incorporate league;
That English may as French, French Engli^-

men,
Receive each other'—God speak this Amen!

All. Amen! which day,

K. Hen, Prepare we for our marriage*—oa
My Lord of Burgundy, we’ll take jour oath,

And all the peers', for suretj of our leagues.

Then shall I swear to Kate, and you to me;
And maj our oaths well kept and prosperous

be! [Exeunt.

Enter Chorus.

Chor. Thusfar, withroughandail-unablepen.
Our bending author hath pursu’d the story;

In little room confining mighty men, [glory.

Mangling by starts the full course of their

Small time, but, m that small, most greatly liv’d

This star of England: Fortune made his
sword;

By which the world’s best garden he achiev’d.

And of it left his son imperial lord.

Henry the Sixth, in infant bands crown’d king
Of France and England, did this king succeed;

Whose state so many had the managing
That they lost France and made Ms England

bleed: [sake,

j

Which oft our stage hath shown; and, for their
‘ In your fair minds let tMs acceptance take-

1 lExii.
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ACT 1.
I

Scene 1,—Westminster Abbey,

j)ead Mwrch. Corpse of King Henry the^
Fifth, in state is, brought m, attended on S

by the Bukes of Bedford, Gloster
and Exeter, the Earl of Warwick, the

Bishop of Winchester, Eertlds, Ac.

Henry the Fifth! thy ghost I infocate}

Prosper this realm, keep It from dul broihi!

Combat with adTeise pknets in the feeatepsl
A far more glorloug itar thy sotii wiQ make
Than Jtilitis C«stx or bright—

Enter a Messenger.

Mess, My hononrable lords, health to yon
all!

Bed. Htmg be the heavens with black, yield

^y to night!

Comets, importing change of ^cs and states.

Brandish yonx crystal tresses in the sky,

And with them sconrge the bad revolting stars

fimt have consented nnto Henry’s death!

Henry the Fifth, too famous to Mve long:

England ne’er lost a king of so mnch worth.

Glo. England ne’er had a king until Ms time,

fiitne he had, deserving to command:
•Wig brandish’d sword did blind men with Ms

beams;
His arms spread wider than a dragon’s wings;

His sparkling eyes, replete with wrathful fire,

More dazzled and drove back Ms enemies
Than mid-day sun fierce bent against their

faces.

What should I say? Ms deeds exceed all speech:

He ne’er lift up Ms hand but conquered.

Exe, We mourn in black: why mourn we
not in blood?

Henry is dead, and never shall revive:

Upon a wooden cofSn we attend;

And death’s dishonourable victory

Wc with our stately presence glorify,

Like captives bound to a triumphant car.

What! shall we curse the planets of mishap,

That plotted thus our glory’s overthrow?

Or shall w: iMjok the subfle-witted French
Conjurers and sorcerers, that, afraid of him,

By magic verses have contriv’d Ms end?
Win. He was a king bless’d of the King of

kings,

Unto the French the dreadful judgment-day
^ dreadful will not be as was Ms sight.

The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought:

The church’s prayers made Mm so prosperous.

The church! where is it? Had not

church-men pray’d,

His thread of life had not so soon decay’d:

Hone do you Hk® but an effeminate prince.

Whom, like a school-boy, you may overawe.
Win. Gloster, whate’er we like, thou art

protector,

And lookest to command the prince and realm.

Thy wife is proud; she holdefib thee in awe
More than God or religious churchmen may.

Gio. Name not religion, for thou lov’st the
flesh; [go’st.

And ne’er throughout the year to church thou
Except It be to pray against thy foes.

Bed. Cease, cease these jars and rest your
minds in peace!

Let’s to the altar:—heralds, wait on us:—
Instead of gold, we’ll offer up our arms;
Since arms avail not, now that Henry’s dead.—
Posterity, await for wretched years,
When at their mother’s moisten’d eyes babes

shall suck;
Our isle be made a marish salt teams,

And none but women left to wail the dead.

—

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France,
Of loss, of slaughter, and discomfiture:
Guienne, Champaigne, Kheims, Orleans,
Paris, Guysors, Poicbers, are all quite lost.

Bed. What say’st thou, man, before dead
Henry’s corse?

Speak softly; or the loss of those great towns
Will make Mm burst Ms lead and rise from,

death.
Glo. Is Pans lost? is Rouen yielded up?

If Henry were recall’d to life again.
These news would cause Mm once more yield

the ghost, |us’d?
Exc. How were they lost? what trcachei^ was
Mess. No treachery but want of men and

money.
Among the soldiers tMs is muttered,

—

That here you maintain several factions;

And whilst a field should be despatch’d and
fough^

You are disputing of your generals;
One would have Img’ring wars, with little ocmt;

Another would fly swift, but wanteth wings;
A third man thinis, without expense at all.

By guileful fair words peace my be obtain’d.
Awike, awake, English nobilityl

Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot:
Cropp’d are the flower-de-luces in your arms;
Of England’s coat one half is cut away.

Exe. Were our tears wanting to tMs funeral.
These tidings would call forth her flowing tides.

Bed. Me they concern; regent I am of
France.— {France.—

Give me my steeled coat! PH fight for
Away with these disgraceful wailing robesl
Wounds wilj I Ipnd the French, instead of eyes.
To weep their intermissive miseries.

Enter a second Messenger.

3 Mess. Lords, view these letters, full of bad
mischance.

France is revolted from the English quite.

Except some petty towns of no import:
The DaupMnCharlesiscrownedkmgiaRheiins;
The Bastard of Orleans with him is join’d;

Reignier, Duke of Anjo^ doth take Ms part;

The Duke of Alenpon flieth to Ms side.

Exe. The Dauphin crowned Mngl all fly to

him!
O, wMiher shall we fly ftom this reproach?

Glo. We will not fly, but to our enemies’
throats;

—

Bedford, if thou be slack FlI fight it out
Bed. Gloster, why doub’st thou of my for-

wardness?
An army have I muster’d in my thoui^ts,

Wherewith already France is ovemin.

Enter a third Messenger.

3 Mess. My gradous lords,—to add to your
laments,
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Wherewith you now bedew King Henry’s
hearse,

—

I miiSt inform you of a dismal fight

Betwixt the stout Lord Talbot and the French.
Win. What: wherein Talbot overcame’ is’t

so? [o’erthrown.

3 Mess O, no; wherein Lord Talbot was
The circumstance Fil tell you more at large.

The lenih of August last this dreadful lord,

ReUnng from the siege of Orleans,

Having full scarce six thousand m his troop,

By three-and-twenty thousand of the French

"Was round encompassed and set upon.

No leisure had he to enrank his men,
He wanted pikes to set before his archers;

Instead whereof, sharp stakes, pluck’d out of

hedges,

They pitched in the ground confusedly,

To keep the horsemen off from brealang in.

More than three hours the fight continued;

Where valiant Talbot, above human thought.

Enacted wonders with his sword and lance.

Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand

him.

Here, there, and everywhere, enrag’d he flew
The French exclaim’d the devil was in arms;

Ail the whole army stood agaz’d on him:
His soldiers, spying his undaunted spint,

A Talbot* a Taloot! cried out amam,
And rush’d into the bo’vels of tne battle.

Here had tne conquest fully been seal’d up
If Su John Fastolfe had nor play’s the coward
He, being m the voward,— plac’d behind.

With purpose to reheve and follow' them,

—

Cow'aidly fled, not having stnick one stroke

Hence grew the general wreck and massacre,

Enclosed were they with their enemies-

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin's grace,

Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back;
Whom all France, with their chief assembled

strength.

Durst not presume to look once in the face

Bed Is Talbot slam’ then I wU slay myself,

For livinc; idly here m pomp and ease,

Whils' such a worthy leader, v'anting aid.

Unto Kis oastard foemen is betray’d.

3 Mess 0 no, he lives, but is took pnsoner,
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hunger-

ford.

Most of the rest slaught’d or took hkew-ise.

Bed. His ransom there is none but I shall

pay [throne,—
rU hale the Dauphin headlong from his

His crow*n shall be the ransom of my friend;

Four of their lords I’H change for one of ours.—
Farewell, my masters, to my task w-iil I,

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make,
To keep our great Saint George’s feast withal:

Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take,

Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe
quake. (sieg’d;

3 Mess So you had need; for Orleans is be-
The English army is p-own weak and faint:

The Earl of Salisbury craveth supply,

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny,
Since they, so few, watch such a multitude.

Exe. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry
sworn.

Either to quell the Dauphin utterly,

Or faring him m obedience to your yoke.

Bed. I do remember it, and here take my
leave,

To go about ray preparation. [Exit
Glo. I’ll to the Tower, with all the haste

I can,

To view the artillery and munition,

And then I will proclaim young Henry king
Exit

Exe. To Eltham will I, w^here the young
king IS,

Being ordain’d his special governor.
And tor his safety there I’ll best devise

lExit.

Win Each hath his place and function t.:

attend:

I am left out; for me nothing remains
But long I will not be Jack-out-of-ofiice:

The king from Eltham I intend to steal,

And sit at cMefest stem of public weal
[Exit Scene chses.

i
Si LNi- 11.—France. Before Orleans.

Enter Charles, with his Forces, Allnion,
Reignier, and others.

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the
heavens,

So in the earth, to this day is not known.
Late did he shine upon the English side,

Now- w'e are victors, upon us he smiles.

What towns of any moment but we have?
At pleasure here we he near Orleans,
Otherwhiles the famish’d English, hke pale

ghosts,

Faintly besiege us one hour in a month.
, Alen. They want their porridge and their

fat bull-beeves*
^ Either they must be dieted like mules,

}

And have their provender tied to their mouths,
I Or piteous they will look, like drow’ned mice
I Retg. Let’s raise the siege why live we
;

idly here?
Talbot IS taken, whom we wont to fear:

Remaineth none but mad-bram’d Salisbury;
And he may well in fretting spend his gall, -
Nor men nor money hath he to make war.
Char Sound, sound alarum! we will msh

on them.
Now for the honour of the forlorn French!—
Him I forgive my death that kilieth me,
When he sees me go back one foot or flee.

[Exeunt

Alarums; excursions; afterwards a retreat
Re-enter Charles, Alencon, Reignier
and others.

Char. Who ever saw the like? what men
have 1!—

Dogs! cowards! dastards! I would ne’er have
fled

But that they left me midst my enemies.
Reig. Salisbury is a desperate homicide;

He fighteth as one weary of his life.

The other lords, like lions wanting food,
Do msh upon us as their hungry prey.

Alen. Froissart, acountryman ofours, records
England all Ohvers and Rowlands bred
Dunng the time Edward the Third did reign
More truly now may this be venfied;
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It sendeth fortb to stomusb. One to tea!

Leaa raw-bon’d rascalsl who would e’er sup-
pose

They bad such courage and audacity?

CMt- bet’s leave tlus town; for they are
bair-bram’d slaves,

Aad hunger will enforce them to be more eager:

Of old I kaow them; rather with tbeir teeUi

The walls tbey’Ii tear down than forsake the
siege.

Emg. I think, by some odd gixamers or de-
vice,

Ibeir arms are set, Ike clocks, sbl! to strike on;

,

Else ne’er could they hold out so as they do.

By my consent, we’fl even let them alone.

Mm. Be it so.

Enter the Bastard op Orleans.

Bast. Where’s the Prince Dauphin? I have
news for him. ’us.

Char. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to

Best. Methinks your looks are sad, your
cheer appall’d:

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence?

Be not dismay’d, for succor is at hand:
A holy maid hither with me I bring,

Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven.
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege,

And drive the English forth the bounds of

France.

The spirit of deep prophecy she hath,

Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome:
What’s past and what’s to come she can descry.

Speak, shall 1 call her in? Believe my words,

For they are certain and infallible.

Char. Go, call her in. [Exit Bastard.]
But first, to try her skill,

Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place:

Question her proudly; let thy looks be stem:

% this means shall we sound what skiE she
hath. [Eeifres.

Be-mter the Bastard of Orleans, with La
PtJCELLE.

Reiff. Fair maid, is’t thou wilt do these won-
drous feats?

Puc. Reignier, is’t thou that thinkest to be-
guile me?— [behind;

Where is the Dauphin?—Come, c^me from
I know thee well, though never seen before.

Be not amaz’d, there’s nothing hid firom me:
In private will I talk with thee apart.

—

Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile.

Reig. She takes upon her bravely at first

dash. [daughter,

Puc. Dauphin, I am by birth a ^epherd’s
My wit untrain’d in any kind of art.

Heaven and our Lady gracious bath it pleas’d

To shine on my contemptible estate:

Lo, whilst 1 waited on my tender lambs,
And to sun’s parching heat display’dmy cheeks,
God’s mother deigned to appear to me,
And in a vision fuE of majesty
WiE’d me to leave my base vocation,
And free my country from calamity:
Her aid she promis’d and assur’d success:
In complete glory she reveal’d herself;

And whereas I was black and swart before,

With those clear rays which she infus’d on me,
' That beauty am I Mess’d with which you see.

I
Ask me what question thou canst possible,

' Aad I wiE answer unpremeditated:
t My courage try by combat if thou darist,

^ Aad thou shaft find that I exceed my sex.
' Resolve cn this,—thou shalt be fortunate
If thou receive me for thy warlike mate,

f Char. Thou hast astcaish’d me with thy
! high terms:
' Only tins proof FE of thy valour make,

—

j

In single combat shou shait bucae with me;
* And if thou vanquishest, thy words are tree:

I
Otherwise I renounce all confidence.

Puc. I am prepar’d: here is my keen-edg’d
sword,

Deck’d mth five flower-dc-luces on each side;

The which at Touraine, in Saint Katherine’s
churchyard.

Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth.

Char. Then come, o’ God’s name; I fear
no woman.

Puc. And while I Eve I’E ne’er fiy from a
man. "They fight.

Cher. Stay, stay thy hands! thou art m
Amazon,

And fightest with the sword of Deborah.
Puc. Chnst’s mother helps me, else I were

too w’eak. [help me:
Char. Whoe’er helps thee, ’tfs thou that must

Impatieatly I burn with thv desire;

My heart and u-i-Uds thou hast at once subdu’d.
ExceUent Puceile, if thy name be so.

Let me thy servant and not aG.'e.e.gn be:
’Tis the French Dauphin oueth to taee thus.

Puc. I must not yield to any ntes of love,

For my profession’s sacred from clave;
When I have chased aE thy foes from hence.

Then wiE I think upon a recompense.
Char. Meantime look gracious on thy pro-

strate thraE.

Reig. My lord, methmks, is very long in talk.

Men. Doubtless he shnves this woman to

her smock;
Else ne’er could he so long protract his

speech-
Reig. ShaE we disturb Mm, since he keeps

no mean?
Alen. He may mean more than we poor men

do know:
These women aie shrewd tempters with their

tongues.

Reig. My lord, where are you? what devise

you on?
ShaE we pve over Orleans, or no?

Puc. Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants!

Fight tifl the last gasp; I wiE be your guard.

Char. What she says PE confirm: we’fl

fi^t it out. scourge.

Puc. Assign’d am I to be the English

This night lie mege assuredly I’E raise:

Expect Saint Martin’s summer, halcyon days,

Since I have entered into these wars.

Glory is like a circle in the water,

WTMch never ceaseth to 'enlarge itself,

TEl by broad spreading it disperse to naught.

With Henry’s death the English circle ends;

Dispersed are the glories it included.
_

How am I like that proud insulting sMp
WMch CsBsar and Ms fortune bare at once.
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CAor. W&s Mahomet mspired with a dove?

Thou with an eagle art inspired, then.

Helen, the mother of great Constantine, [thee.

Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were lifee

Bright star of Venus, fall’n down on the earth,

How may I reverently worship thee enough?

Jden, Leave off delays, and let us raise the

siege. [honours;

Reig. Woman, do what thou canst to save our

Drive them from Orleans, and be immortalir’d.

Char, ^esentiy we’H try:-—come, let’s

away about it:

—

No prophet vnE I trust if she prove false.
^ [Exeunt.

ScEHE in.—London. Before the Gates of

the Tower.

Enter the Duke op Gloster, with fds

Serving-men m blue coats.

Glo. I am come to survey the Tower this

iay:
^

[ance.

—

Since Henry’s death, I fear, there is convey-

Where be these warders, that they wait not

here?

Open the gates: Gloster it is that calls.

(Servants knock.

I Ward. [WifAm.] Who’s there that knocks
so imperiously?

1 Serv. It IS the noble Duke of Gloster.

2 Ward. [WffAm.] Whoe’er he be, you may
not be let in, [tector?

t Serv. Villains, answer you so the lord pro-

I Ward. [Within.] The Lord protect him!
so we answer him:

We do no otherwise than we are will’d.

Glo. Who willed you? or whose will stands

but mine?
There’s none potector of the realm but I,

—

Break up the gates, I’ll be your warrantize:

Shall I be flouted thus by dungMli grooms?
[Gloster’s Servants rush at the

Tower-gates.

Wood. [Within] What noise is this? what
traitors have we here?

Glo. Lieutenant, is it you whose voice I hear?
Open the gates; here’s Gloster that would

enter.

Wood. [Within.] Have patience, noble Duke;
I mpy not open;

The Cardinal of Winchester forbids:

From him I have express commandment
That thou nor none of thine shall be let in.

Glo. Famt-hearted Woodville, prizest him
’fore me,—

Arrogant Winchester? that haughty prelate

Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne’er could
brook?

Thou art no friend to God or to the king:
Open the gates, or I’ll shut thee out shortly.

X Serv. Open the gates unto the lord pro-

tector, [quick^
Or we’h burst them ojjen if that you come not

[Gloster’s Servants rush agam at the
Tower-gates.

Enter Winchester, with his Serving-men m
tawny coats.

Win. How now, ambitious Humphry! what
means this?

Glo. Peel’d pnest, dost thou command me
to be shut out?

Win. I do, thou most usurping proditor,
And not protector of the fcmg or realm.

Glo. Stand back, thou manifest conspirator.
Thou that contnv’dst to murder our dead lord;
Thou that giv’st whores mdulgences to sm:
I'll canvass thee in thy broad cardinal’s hat.
If thou proceed in this thy insolence.

Win. Nay, stand thou back; I will not
budge a foot:

This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain,
To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt, [back:

Glo. 1 not slay thee, but I’ll drive thee
Thy scarlet robes as a child’s beaimg-cloth
I’ll use to carry thee out of this place.

Win. Do what thou dax’st; I beard thee to
thy face. [face?—

Glo. What! am I dar’d, and bearded to my
Draw, men, for all this pnvileged place;

Blue-coats to tawney-coats.—^Pnest, beware
your beard;

I mean to tug it, and to cuff you soundly:
Under my feet FU stamp thy cardinal’s hat;
In spite of pope or dignities of church,
Here by the cheeks I’ll drag thee up and down.
Wm. Gloster, thou wilt answer this before

the pope. [ropeI—
Glo. Winchester goose! I cry, a rope! a

Now beat them hence, why do you let them
stay?— [array.—

Thee I’ll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep’s
Out, tawny-coats!—Out, scarlet hypocntel

Gloster and his Servants attack the other
Party. In the tumult, enter the Mayor of
London and Officers.

May. Fie, lords! that you, being supreme
magistrates,

Thus contumeliously should break the peace!
Glo. Peace, mayor! thou know’st little of my

wrongs:
Here’s Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king,
Hath here distrain’d the Tower to his use.

Win. Here’s Gloster, too, a foe to citizens;

One that still motions war, and never peace,
O’ercharging your free purses with large fines;

That seeks to overthrow rehgion,

Because he is protector of the realm;
And would have armour here out of the Tower,
To crown himself king and suppress the prince.

Glo. I will not answer thee with words, but
blows. [Here they skirmish again.

May. Naught rests for me, in this tumultu-
ous strife.

But to make open proclamation;

—

Come, officer, as loud as e’er thou canst.

Off. [iZeorfs.] All maimer of men assembled
here in arms this day against Gori’s peace and
the kinffs, we charge and command you, in his

highness* name, to repair to your several dwell-
ing-places; and not to wear, handle, or use any
sword, weapon, or dagger, henceforward, upon
pain of death.

Glo. Cardinal, I’U be no breaker of the law;
But we shall meet and break our minds at large.

Win. Gloster, we’E meet, to thy dear cos^
be sure:

Thy heart-blood I will have for this day’s work.
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May. m call for clubs if yoii will not away:—
This cardinal’s more haughty thaiPthe devil.

Glo. Mayor, farewell: thou dost but what
thou mayst

Win. Abominable Glosterl guard thy head;

For I intend to have it ere long.

[Exeunt severally^ Glo., and Wm.,
with thezr Servants.

May. See the coast clear’d, and then we wiH
depart.— [bear!

Good God, these nobles should such stomachs

I myself fight not once in forty year. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—France. Before Orleans.

Enter, on the walls, fhe/Master-Gunner and
his Son.

M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know’st how Orleans
is besieg’d,

And how the Enghsh have the suburbs won.

Son. Father^ I know; and oft have shot at

them.
Howe’er, unfortunate, I missed my aim.

M. Gun. But now thou shalt not. Be thop
rul’d by me:

Chief master-gunner am I of this town;
Something;.^! must do to procure me grace.

The princes es.pials have informed me
How the English, in the suburbs close in-

trench’d.

Wont, through a secret grate of iron bars

In yonder tower, to overpeer the city.

And thence discover how with most advantage

They may vex us with shot or with assault.

To intercept this inconvenience,

A laece of ordnance ’gainst it 1 have plac’d;

And even these three days have I watch’d if I

Could see them.
Now do thou watch, for I can stay no longer.

If thou spy’st any, run and bring me word;
And thou shalt find me at the governor’s.

[Exit.

Son. Father, I warrant you; take you no care;

I’ll never trouble you if I may spy them.

Enter, in an upper Chamber of a Tower, the

Lords Salisbury and Talbot, Sir William
Glansdale Sir Thomas Gargrave, and
others

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d!

How wert thou handled being prisoner?

Or by what means gott’st thou to be releas’d?

Discourse, I pr’ythee, on this turret’s top.

Tal. The Duke of Bedford had a prison

Call’d the brave Lord Ponton de SantraiUe

For him I was exchang’d and ransomed.
But with a baser man of arms by far

Once, in contempt, they would have barter’d

me:
Which, I, disdaining, scorn’d; and craved death
Itather than I would be so vBe-esteem’d.
In fine, redeem’d I was es I desir’d, [heart!

But, 0! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my
Whom with my bare fists I would execute
If I now had him brought into my power,

Sal. Yet tell’st thou not how ^ou wert en-
tertain’d. [taunts.

Tdf. Withscoffs,andscoms,andcont»unelious
la open market-place- produc’d they me,

To be a public spectacle to all;

Here, said they, is the terror of the French,
The Scarecrow that affrights our children so.
Then broke I from the officers that led me,
And with my nails digg’d stones out of the

ground
To hurl at the beholders of my shame:
My grisly countenance made others fly;

None durst come near for fear of sudden death.
In iron walls they deem’d me not secure;
So great fear of my name ’mongst them was

spread
That they suppos’d I could rend bars of steel,

And spurn in pieces posts of adamant:
Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had,
That walk’d about me every minute-while;
And if I did but stir out of my bed.
Ready they were to shoot me to the heart

Sal. 1 grieve to hear what torments you en-
dur’d;

But we will be reveng’d sufficiently.

Now it is supper-time in Orleans:
Here, throu^ this grate, I can count each one.
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify:

Let us look in; the sight will much delight

thee.

—

Sir Thomas Gargrave and Sir William Glans-
dale,

Let me have your express opinions
Where is best place to make our oattery next.

Gar. I think at the north gate, for there
stand lords.

Gian. And I here, at the bulwark of the
bndge.

Tal. For aught I see, this city must be
famish’d,

Or with light skir^shes enfeebled.
[Shotfrom the town. Sal, oiwf Sir

Thomas Gargrave
Sal. 0 Lord, have mercy on us, wretched

sinners!

Gar. 0 Lord, have mercy on me, woefulman !

Tal. What chance is this that suddenly hath
cross’d us?—

Speak, Salisbury; at least, if thou capst speak:
How far’st thou, mirror of all martial men?
One of thy eyes and thy cheek’s side struck

off!—
Accursed tower! accursed fatal hand
That hath contriv’d this woeful tragedy!
In thirteen battles Salisbury o’ercame;
Hei^ the Fifth he first train’d to the wars;
Whilst any trump did sound or drum struck up,
His sword did ne’er leave stiikinginthefield.

—

Yet liv’st thou, Salisbury? though thy speech
doth fail,

One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace:

The sun with-one eye vieweth all the world-

—

Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive

If Salisbury wants mercy. at thy hands!

—

Bear hence his body; I will help to bu^ it

Kr Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life?

Speak unto Talbot; nay, look up to him.—
Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort;

Thou shalt not die whiles

—

He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me.
As who should say, When Iam dead and gone.

Remember to avenge me on the Trench.

—

Plantagenet, I will; and like thee, Nero,
Play on the lute, beholding the towns bum:
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Wretched shall France be only in my name.
{Thunder heard; afterwards an alarum

What stir is this? What tumult’s m the

heavens?
Whence cometh this alarum, and the noise?

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have

gather’d head:
The Dauphin,withoneJoanlaPucelle join’d,—
A holy prophetess new nsen up,—
Is come With a peat power to raise the siege.

[Sal, lifts himself and groans

Tal. Hear, heax how dying Salisbury doth

poanl
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng’d.

—

Frenchmen, Fli be a Salisbury to you:—
Puc elle or puzzle, dolphin or dogfish, [heels,

Your hearts I’U stamp out with my horse’s

And make a quagmire of your mingled brains.

—

Convey me Salisbury into his tent, [men dare.

And then we’ll try what these dastard French-

[Exeunt, hearing out the bodies

Scene V.

—

The same. Before one of ike

Gates.

Alarum; skirmishings. Enter Talbot, pur-

suing the D'.cphin, drives him m, and
exit: then enter Joan la Pl’CELLE, driving

Englishmen before her, and exit after them
then re-enter Talbot.

Tal. Where is my strength, my valour, and
my force?

Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them,
A woman clad in armour chaseth them.
Here, here she comes.

Enter La Pucelle.

I’ll have a bout with thee;

Devil or devil’s dam, I’ll conjure thee
Blood will i draw on thee,—thou art a witch,—
And straightway give thy soul to him thou

serv’st.

Fuc. Come, come, ’tis only I that must dis-

grace thee. [They fight.

Tal. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to pre-

vail’ [courage,

My breast I’ll burst with straining of my
And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder.
But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet.

[They fight again
Puc. {Retiring ] Talbot, farewell: thy hour

is not >et come:
I must go victual Orleans forthwith.
O’ertake me it thou canst, I scorn thy strength.
Go, go, cheer up thy hunger-starved men,
He]p Salisbury to make his testament:
This day is ours, as many more shall be.

[La Puc. enters the town untk Soldiers.
Tal My thoughts are whirled hke a potter’s

wheel;
I know not where I am nor what I do*
A witch by fear, not force, hke Hanmbal
Dnves back our troops, and conquers as she

Bsts:

So bees with smoke and doves with noisome
stench

Are from their hives and houses driven away.
They call’d us, for our fierceness, English dogs;

1 How hke to whelps we crying run away.
[A short alarum.

Hark, countrymen! either renew the fight

I
Or tear the hons out of England's coat;

Renounce your soil, pve sheep m hons’ stead:

Sheep run not half so timorous from the wolf.

Or horse or oxen from the leopard,

As you fiy from your oft-subdued slaves.

[Alarum. Another skirmish.

It Will not be:—retire into your trenches:

You all consented unto Sahsbury’s death,

For none would strike a strokem his revenge,

—

Pucelle IS enter’d into Orleans,

In spite of us or aught that we could do.

0 , would I were to die with Salisbury*

The shame hereof will make me hide my head!
[Alarum Retreat Exeunt Talbot

and Forces, &c.

Flourish. Enter on the walls, La Pucelle,
Charles, Reign ier, Alencon, and
Soldiers.

Puc Advance our waving colours on the
walls,

Rescu’d IS Orleans from the English:—
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform’d her word.

Char. Divinest creature, Astraa’s daughter,
How shall I honour thee for this success?

Thy promises are like Adorns’ gardens,

That one day bloom’d and fruitful were the
next.

—

France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess!—
Recover’d is the town of Orleans:
More blessed hap did ne’er befall our state.

Reig. Why nng not out the bells aloud
throughout the town?

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires,

And feast and banquet m the open streets,

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us.
Alen. All France will be replete with mirth

and joy

When they shall hear how we have play’d the
men.

Char. ’Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is

won;
For which I will divide my crown with her;
And all the pnests and friars in my realm
Shall in procession smg her endless praise.
A stather pyramis to her I’ll rear
Than Rhodope’s of Memphis ever was:
In memory of he? when she is dead,
Her ashes, in an urn more precious
Than the rich jewell’d coffer of Darius,
Transported shall he at high festivals

Before the kings and queens of France.
No longer on Saint Denis will we cry,

But Joan la Pucelle shall be France’s saint.

Come in, and let us banquet royally,

After this golden day of victory.

[flounsh. Exeunt.

ACT IL

Scene L~Before Orleans.

Enter to the Gate a French Sergeant and two
Sentinels.

Serg. Sirs, take your places and be vigilant:
If any noise or soldier you perceive
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Hear to tlie walls, by some apparent sign

Let us have knowledge at the court of guard.

I Sent Sergeant, you shall. [Exit Sergeant.]

Thus are poor servitors,

When others sleep upon their quiet beds,

Constrain’d to watch in darkness, ram, and
cold.

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and
Forces, with scaling-ladders; their drums
beating a dead march.

Tal. Lord regent and redoubted Burgundy,

—

By whose approach the regions of Artois,

Walloon, and Picardy are friends to us,

—

This happy night the Frenchmen are secure.

Having all day carous’d and banqueted:

Embrace we, then, this opportunity,

As fitting best to qmttance their»deceit,

Contnv’d by art and baleful sorcery.

Bed. Coward of France!—how much he
wrongs his fame,

Despairing of his own arm’s fortitude,

To joia with witches and the help of hell.

Bur. Traitors have never other company.

—

But what’s that Pucelle whom they term so

pure?
Tal. A maid, they say.

Bed. A maid* and be so martial!

Bur. Pray God she prove not masculine ere

long,

If underneath the standard of the French
She carry armour, as she hath begun.

Td. Well, let them practise and converse
with spints:

God is our fortress, in whose conquering
name

Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks.

Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot; we wiU follow

thee.

Tal. Not all together; better far, I guess,

That we do make our entrance several ways;
That, if it chance the one of us do fail,

The other yet may nse against their force.
I

Bed. Agreed: I’ll to yon comer.
Bur And I to this.

Td. And here wiU Talbot mount or make
his grave.—

Now, Salisbury, for thee, and for the right

Of Enghsh Henry, shall this night appear
How much in duty I am boimd to both.

The English scale the walls, crying St. George!
1

a Talbot! and all enter the Town.

Sent Arm! arm! the enemy doth make
assault!

The French leap over the walls in their shirts.

Enter, several ways, Bastard^ Alencon,
Reignier, half ready and half unready.

Alen. How now, my lords? what, all un-
ready so? [well.

Bast. Unready! ay, and glad we ’scap’d so
Reig. ’Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave

our beds,
Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors.

Alen. Of all exploits since first I follow’d

arms,
Ne’er heard I of a warlike enterprise

More venturous or desperate than this.

Bast. I think this Talbot be a fiend of hell.

Reig. If not of hell, the heavens, sure,
favour him.

Alen. Here cometh Charles: I marvel how
he sped.

Bast. Tut ! holy Joanwas his defensive guard.

Enter Charles and La Pucelle.

Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful
dame?

Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal,
Make us partakers of a httle gain,

That now our loss might be ten times so much?
Puc. Wherefore is Charles impatient with

his friend?

At all times will you have my power alike?
Sleepmg or waking, must I still prevail,

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me?
Improvident soldiers! had your watch been

good
This sudden mischief never could have fall’n.

Char. Duke of Alengon, this was your de-
fault,

That, being captain of the watch to-night.

Did look no better to that weighty charge.
Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely

kept
As that whereof I had the government,
We had not been thus shamefully surpris’d.

Bast Mine was secure.
Reig. And so was mine, my lord.

Char. And, for myself, most part of all this

mght,
Within her quarter and mine own precinct

I was employ’d in passing to and fro.

About relieving of the sentinels:

Then how or which way should they first break
in?

Puc. Question, my lords, no further of the
case,

How or which way; ’tis sure they found some
place

But weakly guarded, where the breach was
made.

And now there rests no other shift but this,—
To gather our soldiers, scatter’d and dispers’d,

And lay new platforms to endamage them.

Alarum. Enter an Enghsh Soldier, crying a

Talbot! a Talbot! They fiy, leaving their

clothes behind.

Sold. I’ll be so bold to take what they have
left.

The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword,
For I have loaden me with many spoils,

Using no other weapon but his name. [ExiV.

Scene IL—Orleans. Within the Town.

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, a
Captain, and others.

Bed. The day begins to break and night is

fied,

Whose pitchy mantle over-veil’d the earth.

Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit.

[Retreat sounded.

Tal Bring forth the body of old Salisbury,

And here advance it in the market-place,

The middle centre of this cursed town.



482 HESf P4RT OP KING HENRY VI (act il

Now have I paid my tow unto his soul,'

For every drop of blood was drawn from him,

There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-

night.

And that hereafter ages may behold

What rum happen’d in revenge of him,

Within their chiefest temple I’ll erect

A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be interr’d:

Upon the which, that every one may read.

Shall be engrav’d the sack of Orleans,

The treacherous manner of his mournful death,

And what a terror he had been to France.

But, lords, m all our bloody massacre,

I muse we meet not with the Dauphin’s grace,

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc,

Nor any of his false confederates.

Bed. ’Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the

fight began,

Rous’d on the sudden from their drowsy beds.

They ^d, amongst the troops of armed men,
Leap o’er the walls for refuge m the field.

Bur. Myself,-—as far as I could well discern

For smoke and dusky vapours of the night,

—

Am sure I scar’d the Dauphin and his trull,

When arm in arm they both came swiftly run-
ning,

like to a pair of loving turtle-doves,

That could not live asunder day or night.

After that things are set in order here,

We’ll follow them with all the power we have.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. AH hail, my lords! Which of this

pnncely tram
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts

So much applauded through the realm of

France?
Tal. Here is the Talbot; who would speak

wnth him?
Mess. The virtuous lady, Countess of

Auvergne,
With modesty admiring thy renown.
By me entreats, great lord, thou wouldst vouch-

safe

To visit her poor castle where she lies.

That she may boast she hath beheld the man
Whose glory fills the world with loud report.

Bur. is it even so? Nay, then, I see our
wars

Will turn unto a peaceful comic sport,

When ladies crave to be encounter’d with.

—

You may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit.

Tal. Ne’er trust me then; for when a world
of men

Could not prevail with all their oratory,

Yet hath a woman’s kindness ovemil’d:

—

And therefore tell her I return great thanks,
And in submission win attend on her.

—

Win not your honours bear me company?
Bed. No, truly; it is more than manners will:

And I have heard it said, unbidden guests
Are often welcomest when they are gone.

Tal. Well then, alone, since there’s no
remedy,

I mean to prove this lady’s courtesy.

—

Come hither, captain. You per-
ceive my mind?

Ca.tit I do, my lord, and mean accordingly.

{Exeunt.

SchfiE III—Auvergne. Court of the Castle.

Enter the Countess and her Porter.

Count. Porter, remember what I gave in
charge; [me.

And when you have done so, bnng the keys to

Port Madam, I will. [Exit.

Count The plot is laid: if aH things fall out
nght,

I shall as famous be by this exploit

As Scythian Tomyns by Cyrus’ death.

Great is the rumor of this dreadful knight,

And his achievements of no less account:

Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine
ears,

To give their censure of these rare reports.

Enter Messenger and Talbot.

Mess Madam,
According as your ladyship desir’d,

By message crav’d, so is Lord Talbot come.

Count. And he is welcome. What! is this

the man?
Mess. Madam, it is.

Count. Is this the scoure of France?

Is this the Talbot, so much fear’d abroad

That with his name the mothers still their

babes?
I see report is fabulous and false:

I thought I should have seen some Hercules
A second Hector, for his gnm aspect,

And large proportion of his strong-kmt limbs
Alas, this is a child, a siUy dwarf!

It cannot be this weak and wnthled shnmp
Should strike such terror to his enemies.

Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble
you;

But since your ladyship is not at leisure,

I’ll sort some other time to visit you. [Going.
Count. What means he now?—Go ask hirr^

whither he goes.

Mess. Stay, my Lord Talbot; for my lady
craves

To know the cause of your abrupt departure.
Tal. Marry, for that she’s in a wrong belief,

I go to certify her Talbot’s here.

Re-enter Porter with keys.

Count. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner.

Tal. Prisoner! to whom?
Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord;

And for that cause I train’d thee to my house.
Long time thy shadow hath been thraU to me.
For in my gallery thy picture hangs:
But now the substance shall endure the like;

And I will chain these legs and arms of thme,
That hast by tyranny these many years
Wasted our country, slam our citizens,

And sent our sons and husbands captivate.
Tal. Ha, ha, ha!
Count Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirth

shall turn to moan.
Td. I laugh to see your ladyship so fond

To think that you have aught but Talbot’s
shadow

Whereon to practise your severity.

Count Why, art not thou the man?
Tal. 1 am indeed.
Count Then have I substance too.
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Tal. No, no, I am but shadow of myself:

You are deceiv’d, my substance is not here;

For what you see is but the smallest part

And least proportion of humanity:

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here,

It is of such a spacious lofty pitch,

Your roof were not sufficient to contain’t.

Comt. This is a nddhng merchant for the
nonce;

He will be here, and yet he is not here;

How can these contrarieties agree?

Tat That will I show you presently.

[He winds a Horn. Drums heard; then

a Fed of Ordnance. The Gates being

forced, enter Soldiers.

How say you, madam? are you now persuaded

That Talbot is but shadow of himself?

These are his substance, sinews, arms, and
strength.

With which he yoketh your rebellious necks,

Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns,
And in a moment makes them desolate.

Count. Victorious Talbot! pardon my abuse:

I find thou art no less than fame hath bruited,

And more than may be gather’d by thy shape.

Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath;

For I am sorry that with reverence

I did not entertain thee as thou art.

Tat Be not dismay’d, fair lady; nor mis-
construe

The mind of Talbot as you did mistake

The outward composition of his body.

What have you done hath not offended me:
No other satisfaction do I crave

But only—with your patience—that we may
Taste of your wine, and see what cates you

have;
For soldiers’ stomachs always serve them well.

Count. With all my heart, and think me
honoured

To feast so great a warrior in my house.
{Exeunt.

Scene IV.—London. The Temple Garden.

Enter the Earls of Somerset, Suffolk, and
Warwick; Richard Plantagenet, Vernon,
and another Lawyer.

Plan. Great lords and gentlemen, what
means this silence?

Dare no man answer in a case of truth?

Suf. Within the Temple-hall we were too

loud;

The garden here is more convenient, [truth;

Plan. Then say at once if I maintain’d the

Or else was wrangling Somerset in the error?

Suf. Faith, I have been a truant in the law,

And never yet could frame my will to it;

And therefore frame the law unto my will.

Som. Judge you, my lord of Waiwick, then,

between us. (higher pitch;

War. Between two hawks, which flies the

Between two dogs, which hath the deeper

mouth; [temper;

Between two blades, which bears the better

Between two horses, which doth bear him best;

Between two girls, which hath the merriest

eye;—
I have, perhaps, some shallow spirit of judg-

ment;

But iu these nice sharp quillets of the law,
Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. [ance;

Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbear-
The truth appears so naked on my side
That any purblind eye may find it out
Som. AjQd on my side it is so well apparell’d,

So clear, so shining, and so evident
That it will glimmer through a bhnd man’s eye.
Plan. Since you are tongue-tied and so loth

to speak,
In dumb sigufficants proclaim your thoughts:
Let him that is a true-born gentleman,
And stands upon the honour of his birth,

If he suppose that I have pleaded truth.
From off this bner pluck a white rose with me.
Som. Let him that is no coward nor no

flatterer,

But dare maintain the party of the truth,
Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me.
War I love no colours; and, without all

colour
Of base insinuating flattery,

I pluck this white rose with Plantagenet. [set;

Suf. I pluck this red rose with young Somer-
And say withal, I think he held the right.

Ver, Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck
no more

Till you conclude that he upon whose side
The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree

Shall yield the other in the right opinion.

Som. Good Master Vernon, it is well ob-
jected:

If I have fewest I subscribe in silence.

Plan. And 1. [case,

Ver. Then, for the truth and plainness of the
I pluck this pale and maiden blossom here,
Giving my verdict on the white rose side.

Som. Pnck not your finger as you pluck it off,

Lest, bleeding, you do paint the white rose red,

And fall on my side so, against your will.

Ver. If I, my lord, for my opimon bleed.
Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt,

And ke^ me on the side where still I am.
Som. Well, well, come on; who else?

Law. Unless my study and my books he
false.

The argument you held was wrong in you;
[To Somerset.

In sign whereof I pluck a white rose too.

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argu-
ment?

Som. Here in my scabbard; meditating that

Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red.

Plan. Meantime your cheeks do counterfeit

our roses;

For pale they look with fear, as witnessing
The truth on our side

Som. No, Plantagenet,

'Tis not for fear, but anger ^at thy cheeks
Blush for pure shame to counterfeit our roses.

And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error.

Plan. Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset?
Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet?
Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain

his truth;

Whiles thy consuming canker eats his false-

hood. [bleeding roses,

Som. Well, I’ll find friends to wear my
That shall maintain what I have said is true,

Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen.
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Plan, Now^ by this maiden blossom in my
hand,

I scorn thee and thy faction, peevish boy.

Suj. Turn not thy scorns this way, Planta-

genet.

Plan. Proud Poole, I will; and scorn both
him and thee.

Suj. I’E turn my part thereof into thy throat.

Som. Away, away, good William De-la-Poole

!

We grace the yeoman by conversing with him.

Wm. Now, by God’s will, thou wrong’st

him, Somerset;
His grandfather was Lionel Duke of Clarence,

Third son to the third Edward King of England.

Spiing crestless yeomen from so deep a root'!’

Plan. He bears him on the place’s pnvilege,

Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus.

Som. By him that made me, I’ll maintain

my words
On any plot of ground in Christendom.
Was not thy father, Richard Earl of Cambridge,
For treason executed in our late king’s days?
And by his treason stand’st not thou attainted,

i

Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry?

His trespass yet lives guilty m thy blood;
j

And till thou be restor’d thou art a yeoman. !

Plan. My father was attach’d, not attainted,

,

Condemn’d to die for treason, but no traitor;
]

And that I’ll prove on better men than Somerset

!

Were growing time once npen’d to my will.

For your partaker Poole, and you yourself,

I’il note you m my book of memory,
To scourge you for this apprehension:

Look to It well, and say you are well warn’d.

Som. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee
shll;

And know us by these colours for thy foes,— i

For these my friends, in spite of thee, shall
j

wear.

Plan. And, by my soul, this pale and angry
rose,

As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate,

Wifi I for ever, and my faction, wear,
Until it wither with me to my grave,

Or flourish to the height of my degree.

Suf. Go forward, and be chok’d with thy
ambition!

And so, farewell, until I meet thee next. {Exit.

Som. Have with thee, Poole.—Farewell, am-
bitious Richard. [Exit.

Plan. How I am brav’d, and must perforce
endure it!

War, This blot, that they object against your
house,

Shall be wip’d out in the next Parliament,
Call’d for the truce of Winchester and Gloster:
And if thou be not then created York,
I will not live to be accounted Warwick.
Meantime, in signal of my love to thee,
Against proud Somerset and Wilham Poole,
Will I upon thy party wear this rose:
And here I prophesy,—This brawl to-day,
Grown to this faction, in the Temple-garden,
Shall send, between the red rose and the white,
A thousand souls to death and deadly night.

Plan. Good Master Vernon, I am bound to
you,

That you on my behalf would pluck a flower.
Fer. In your behalf still will I wear the same.
law. And so wifi L

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir.

Come, let us four to dinner: I dare say
This quarrel will dnnk blood another day,

[Exeunt.

Scene Y.—The same, A Room in the Tower.

Enter Mortimer, brought in m a chair by
two Keepers.

Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying
age,

Let dying Mortimer here rest himself.—
Even like a man new-haled from the rack.

So fare my limbs with long impnsonment;
And these gray locks, the pursuivants of death,
Nestor-hke aged, m an age of care,

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer, [spent,

—

These eyes,—like lamps whose wasting oil is

Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent: [grief;

Weak shoulders, overborne with burdemng
And pithless arms, hke to a wither’d vine
That droops his sapless branches to the ground*
Yet are these feet,—whose strengthless stay is

numb,
Unable to suppoit this lump of clay,

—

Swift-winged with desire to get a grave,

As watting I no other comfort have.

—

But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come?
I Keep. Richard Plantagenet, my lord will

come:
We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber;
And answer was return’d that he will come.
Mor. Enough: my soul shall then be satis-

fied.—
Poor gentleman! his wrong doth equal mine.
Smce Henry Monmouth first began to reign,—
Before whose glory I was great in arms,

—

This loathsome sequestration have I had;
And ever smce then hath Richard been ob-

scur’d,

Depnv’d of honour and inheritance.

But now the arbitrator of despairs.

Just death, kmd umpire of men’s miseries,
With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me

hence;
I would his troubles likewise were expir’d

That so he might recover what was lost.

Enter Richard Plantagenet.

I Keep. My lord, your loving nephew now
is come. [come’

Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he
Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us’d,

Your nephew, late-despised Richard, comes.
Mor. Direct mine arms I may embrace his

neck,
And in his bosom spend my latter gasp:

0, tell me when my lips do touch his cheeks,
That I may fctadly give one fainting kiss.

—

And now declare, sweet stem from York’s
great stock,

Why didst thou say of late thou wert despis’d'!’

Plan. First, lean thme aged back against
mme arm;

And, in that ease, I’ll tell thee my disease.
This day, in argument upon a case.
Some words there grew ’twixt Somerset and

me;
Among which terms he us’d his lavish tongue,
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And did upbraid me "witli my father’s death: Mouia not, except thou sorrow for my good;
Which obloquy set bars before my tongue, Only, give order for my funeral:

Else with the like I had requited him. And so, farewell; and fair be ah thy hopes,
Therefore, good uncle, for my father’s sake, And prosperous be thy life in peace and war!
In honour of a true Plantagenet, [Ikes.
And for alliance sake, declare the cause jpiom And peace, no war, befall thy parting
My father, Earl of Cambridge, lost his head, soull

Mor. That cause, fair nephew, that im- In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage,
prison’d me. And Jike a hermit overpass’d thy days.

—

And hath detam’d me all my flowering youth Well, I will lock his counsel in my hreast;
Withm a loathsome dungeon, there to pine, And what I do imagine, let that rest.—
Was cursed instrument of his decease, [was; Keepers, convey Mm hence; and I myself

Flan. Discover more at large what cause that Will see Ms bunal better than his life.—
For I am ignorant, and cannot guess. [Exeunt Keepers, bearing out the bodu
Mor. I will, if that my fading breath permit, of Mor,

And death approach not ere my tale be done. Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer,
Henry the Fourth, grandfather to this Mng, Chok’d with ambition of the meaner sort:—
Depos’d his nephew Richard,—Edward’s son, And for those wrongs, those bitter injuries,

The first-begotten, and the lawful heir Which Somerset hath offer’d to my house.
Of Edward king, the third of that descent: I doubt not but with honour to redress;
During whose reign the Percies of the north. And therefore haste I to the Parliament,
Finding Ms usurpation most unjust, Either to be restored to my blood,
Endeavour’d my advancement to the throne: Or make my ill the advantage of my good.
The reason mov’d these warlike lords to tMs [Exit.

Was, for that,—young King Richard thus re-

mov’d, ACT III,

Leaving no heir begotten of his body,

—

I was the next by birth and parentage;

For by my mother I derived am
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third son
To King Edward the Third; whereas he
From John of Gaunt doth bring Ms pedigree.

Being but fourth of that heroic line.

But mark: as in this haughty great attempt

They laboured to plant the rightful heir,

I lost my liberty, and they their lives.

Long after tMs, when Henry the Fifth,

Succeeding Ms father Bolingbroke, did reign,

Thy father, Earl of Cambridge, then deriv’d

From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York,

Marrying my aster, that thy mother was,
Again, in pity of my hard distress.

Levied an army, weening to redeem
And have install’d me in the diadem:
But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl,

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers,
In whom the title rested, were suppress’d.

Plan. Of wMch, my lord, your honour is

the last.

Mor. True; and thou seee’st that I no issue

have,
And that my fainting words do warrant death:

Thou art my heir; the rest I wish thee gather:

But yet be wary in thy studious care.

Flan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with
me:

But yet metMnks my father’s execution

Was notMng less than bloody tyranny.

Mor. Wirii silence, nephew, be thou politic;

Scene L—London. The Farliament Home.
Flourish. Enter King Henry, Exeter,

Gloster, Warwick, Somerset, ondSuF-
eolk; the Bishop of Winchester, Rich-
ard Plantagenet, and others. Gloster
offers to put up a bill; Winchester snatches
it, and tears it.

Win. Com’st thou with deep premeditated
lines.

With written pamphlets studiously devis’d,
Humphrey of Gloster? If thou canst accuse,
Or aught intend’st to lay unto my charge.
Do it without invention, suddenly:
As I with sudden and extemporM speecn
Purpose to answer what thou canst object.

Glo. Presumptuous priest! tMs place com-
mands my patience,

Or thou shouldst find thou hast dishonour’d me.
Think not, although in writing I prefeix’d
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes,
That therefore I have forg’d, or am not able
Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen:
No, prelate; such is thy audacious wickedness.
Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks.
As very infants prattle of thy pride.

Thou art a most pernicious usurer;
Froward by nature, enemy to peace;
Lascivious, wanton, more than weH beseems
A man of thy profession and degree;
And for thy treachery, what’s more manifest,

—

In that thou laid’st a trap to take my life.

As well at London bridge as at the Tower?
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, Beside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted.

And, Ike a mountain, not to be remov’d. The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt
But now thy uncle is removing hence; From envious malice of thy swelling heart.

As princes do their courts, when they are cloy’d Win. Gloster, I do defy thee.—^Lords,

Wim long continuance in a settled place. vouchsafe
Plan. 0 uncle, would some pfrt of my To give me hearing what I shall reply.

young years K I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse,

Might but redeem the passage of your age! As he will have me, how am I so poor?

Mor. Thou dost then wrong me,—as the Or how haps it I seek not to advance
slaughterer doth Or raise myself, but keep my wonted caHing?

Which giveth many wounds when one will kilL And for dissension, who prefeireth peace
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More than I do,—except I be provok’d?

Bo, my good lords, it is not that offends;

It is not that that hath incens’d the duke:

it is because no one should sway but he;

Bo one but he should be about the king;

And that engenders thunder in his breast,

And makes him roar these accusations forth.

But he shall know I am as good

—

Glo. As good!

Thou bastard of my grandfather!—
Mn. Ay, lordly sir; for what are you, I pray,

But one imperious in another’s throne?

Gio. Am I not protector, saucy pnest?

Wtn. And am not I a prelate of the church?

Gfo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps,

And useth it to patronage his theft.

TVm. tJnreverent Gloster!

Gio. Thou art reverent

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life,

tfm. Rome shall remedy this.

Wor. Roam thither then.

Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear.

War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne.

Som. Methinks my lord should be rehgious,

And know the office that belongs to such.

War. Methinks his lordship should be
humbler,

It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. [near.

Som. Yes, when his holy state is touch’d so

War. State holy or unhallow’d, what of that?

Is not his grace protector to the kmg? [tongue,

Plan. Plantagenet, I see, must hold his

Lest It be said, Speak, sirrak, when you should;

Must your bold verdict enter talk with lords!

Else would I have a fling at Winchester.
[Aside.

K. Hm. UnclesofGlosterand ofWinchester,
The special watchmen of our Enghsh weal,

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail.

To join your hearts in love and amity.

0, what a scandal is it to our crown
That two such noble peers as ye should jar!

Beheve me, lords, my tender years can tell

Civil dissension is a viperous worm
That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth.

(A noise witkm, “Down with the tawmey
coats,”

What tumnlt’s this?

War. An uproar, I dare warrant,
Begun through mahce of the bishop’s men!

[A noise again, “Stones! Stones!”
Enter the Mayor of London, atteruled.

May. 0, my good lords,—and virtuous
Henry,-—

Pity the city of London, pity us!
The bishop and the Duke of Gloster’s men,
Forbidden late to carry any weapon,
Have fill’d their pockets full of pebble stones,
And, banding themselves in contrary parts,

Do pelt so fast at one another’s pate, [out;

That many have their giddy brains knock’d
Our windows are broke down m every street,

And we, for fear, compell’d to shut our shops.

Enter, skirmishing, the Retainers of Gloster
and WmcHESTEs, with bloody pates.

K. Hen. We charge you, on allegiance to
ourself, [peace .

—
To hold your skught’ring hands, and keep the
Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife.

1 Serv. Nay, if we be
Forbidden stones, we’ll fall to it with our teeth.

2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute.

[Shirmish again.

Glo. You of my household, leave this peevish
broil,

And set this unaccustom’d fight aside.

3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a
man

Just and upright; and for your royal birth

Inferior to none but to his majesty:
And ere that we will suffer such a prince,

So kind a father of the commonwe^,
To be disgraced by an inkhom mate,
We, and our wives and children, all will fight,

And have our bodies slaughter’d by the foes.

1 Serv. Ay, and the very panngs of our nails
Shall pitch a field when we are dead.

[Skirmish again.

Glo. Stay, stay, I say!

And if you love me, as you say you do.

Let me persuade you to forbear awhile.

K. Hen. 0, how this discord doth afflict my
soul!

—

Can you, my Lord of Winchester, behold
My sighs and tears, and will not once relent?
Who should be pitiful if you be not?

Or who should study to prefer a peace,
If holy churchmen take dehght in broils?

War. Yield, my lord protector;—^yield,

Winchester;—
Except you mean, with obstinate repulse,

To slay your soverei^ and destroy the realm.
You see what mischief, and what murder too,

Hath been enacted through your enmity;
Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood.

Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield.

Glo, Compassion on the king commands me
stoop;

Or I would see his heart out, ere the pnest
Should ever get that pnvilege of me.

War. Behold, my Lord of Winchester, the
duke

Hath banish’d moody discontented fury,

As by his smoothed brows it doth appear;
Why look you still so stem and tragical?

Glo. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my hand.
K. Hen. Fie, uncle Beaufort! I have heard

you preach
That malice was a great and grievous sin;

And will not you maintain the thing you teach,
But prove a chief offender in the same?

War. Sweet Idngl—the bishop hath a kindly
gird.—

For shame, my Lord of Winchester, relent!

What, shall a child mstruct you what to do?
Win. Well, Duke of Gloster, I will yield to

thee;

Love for thy love and hand for hand I give.

Glo. Ay, but, I fear me, with a hollow heart.—
See here, my friends and loving countrymen;
This token serveth for a flag of trace
Betwixt ourselves and all our followers:

So help me God, as I dissemble not!

Wm. So help me God, as I intend it not!

[Aside.

K. Hen. O loving uncle, Mnd Duke of

Gloster,

How joyful am I'made by tliis contractI—
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Away, my masters! trouble us no morej

But join in friendship, as your lords have done.

1 Serv. Content: I’ll to the surgeon’s.

2 Serv, And so win I.

3 Serv. And I will see what physic the

tavern affords.

[Exeunt Servants, Mayor, &c.

War. Accept this scroll, most gracious

sovereign;

Which in the nght of Richard Plantagenet

We do exhibit to your majesty.

Olo. Well urg’d my Lord of Warwick;—^for,

sweet prince,

An if your grace mark every circumstance,

You have great reason to do 3Richard right;

Especially for those occasions

At Eltham Place I told your majesty, {force:

A. Sen. And those occasions, uncle, were of

Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is

That Richard be restored to his blood.

War. Let Richard be restored to his blood;

So shall his father’s wrongs be recompens’d.

Win. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester.

K. Sen. If Richard will be true, not that

alone,

But all the whole inheritance I give

That doth belong unto the house of York,

From whence you spring by lineal descent.

Plan. Thy humble servant vows obedience

And humble service till the point of death.

S. Sen. Stoop, then, and set your knee
against my foot;

And in reguerdon of that duty done
I^ thee with the valiant sword of York:

Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet,

And rise created princely Duke of York, [fall!

Plan. And so thrive Richard as thy foes may
And as my duty springs, so perish they

That grudge one thought against your majesty!

AU. Welcome, high prmce, the mighty Duke
of York!

Som. Perish, base prince, ignoble Duke of

York! [Aside.

GlOs ITow will it best avail your majesty
To cross the seas, and to be crown’d in France:

The presence of a king engenders love

Amongst his subjects ai^d his loyal friends,'

As it disanimates his enemies.

K. Sen. When Gloster says the word, King
Henry goes;

For friendly counsel cuts off many foes.

Glo. Your ships already are in readiness.

[Flourish. Exeunt all but Exeter.
Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in

France,
Hot seeing what is likely to ensue.

This late dissension grown betwixt the peers

Bums under feigned ashes of forg’d love.

And will at last break out into a flame:

As fester’d members rot but by degree,

Till bones and flesh and sinews fall away,
So will this base and envious discord breed.

And now I fear that fatal prophecy
Which in the time of Henry named the Fifth

Was in the mouth of every sucking babe,—
That Henry bom at Monmouth should win all,

And Henry bom at Windsor should lose all:

Which is so plain that Exeter doth wish
His days may flnish ere that hapless time.

[Ejdt.

Scene II.—France. B^ore Mouen.

Enter La Puceixe disgidsed, and Soldiers
dressed like Countrynaen, with sacks upon
their backs.

Puc. These are the city-gates, the gates of
Rouen,

Through which our policy must make a breach:
Take heed, be waxy how you place your words;
Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men
That come to gather money for their com.
If we have entrance,—as I hope we shadl,

—

And that we find the slothful watch but weak,
PH by a sign give notice to our Mends,
That Charles &e Dauphin may encounter them.

I Sold. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack
the city.

And we be lords and rulers over Rouen;
Therefore we’ll knock. {Knocks.

Guard. [Wft/un.] Quiestla!
Puc. Paysans, pauvres gervs de France,

—

Poor market-folks that come to sell their cornu
Guard. [Opening the gates.] Enter, go in;

market-bell is rung.

Puc. Now, Rouen, I’ll shake thy bulwarks
to the ground.

[La Ptjcelle, &c., enter the Town.

Enter Charles, Bastard of Orleans,
Alencon, and Forces.

Char. Saint Denis bless thishappy stratagem I

And once again we’ll sleep secure in Rouen.
Bast. Here enter’d Pucelle and her practis-

ants;

Now she is there, how will she specify

Where is the best and safest passage in?
Alen. By thmsting out a torch from yonder

tower; [is,

—

Which, once, discern’d, shows that her meaning
No way to that, for weaimess, which she enter’d.

Enter La Pucelle, on a battlement, hotding
out a torch burning.

Puc. Behold, tEs is the happy wedding-torch
That joineth Rouen unto her countrymen,
But burning fatal to the Talbotites.

Bast. See, noble Charles, the beacon of our
Mend;

The burning torch in yonder turret stands.

Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge,
A prophet to the fall of all our foes!

Alen. Defer no time, delays have dangerous
ends;

Enter, and cry The Dauphin, presently.

And then do execution on the watch.
[They enter. Exit La Pucelle above.

Alarum. Enter, from the Town, Taubot md
English Soldiers.

Ted. France, thou Shalt me this treason with
thy tears.

If Talbot but survive thy treachery.—
Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress,

Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares.
That hardly we escap’d the pnde of France,

. [Exeunt into the Town.



488 HESf PABT OF KING HENRY VI. [act nx.

Alarum: excursions. Enter, from the Town,

Bedford, brought in sick m a chair, with

Talbot, BuRoioroy, and the English Forces.

Then enter on the walls La Pdcelle,

Charles, Bastard, Alencon, and others.

Tuc. Good-morrow, gallants! want ye com
for bread?

I the Duke of Burgundy will fast

Before he’ll buy again at such a rate:

’Twas ful of darnel do you like the taste?

Bur. Scoff on, Tile fiend and shameless cour-

tezan’

I trust ere long to choke thee with thine own,

And make thee curse the harvest of that com.

Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, be-

fore that time. [treason!

Bed. 0 let no w’ords, but deeds, revenge this

Fuc. What will you do, good gray-beard?

break a lance,

And run a tilt at death withm a chair?

Tal Foul fiend of France, and bag of all de-

spite.

Encompass’d with thy lustful paramoursl

Becomes it thee to taunt his vahant age,

And twit with cowardice a man half dead?

Damsel, I’ll have a bout with you again,

Or else let Talbot perish with this shame.

Fuc. Are you so hot, sir?—Yet, Pucelle,

hold thy peace;

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow.

[Talbot and the rest consult together.

God speed the parhament! who shall be the

speaker? [field?

Tal. Bare ye come forth and meet us m the

Fuc, Belike your lordship takes us then for

fools,

To try if that our own be ours or no.

Tal. I speak not to that railing Hecate,

But unto thee, Alencon, and the rest;

Wih ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out?

Alen. Sigmor, no. [France!

Tal. Sigmor, hang!—base multeers of

Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls,

And dare not take up arms like gentlemen.

Fuc. Away, captain! let’s get us from the

walls;

For Talbot means no goodness, by his looks.—
God b'wi’ you, my lord! we came but to tell you
That we are here.

[Exeunt La Pxjc., &c.,from the umlls

Tal. And there wiH we be too, ere it be long

Or else reproach be Talbot’s greatest fame!

—

Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house,™
Pnck’ on by public wrongs sustain’d in

France,

—

Either to get the town again or die;

And I,—as sure as Enghsh Henry lives,

And as his father here was conqueror;

As sure as in this late-betrayed town
Great Coeur-de-Iion’s heart was buried,™
So sure I swear to get the town or die. [vows.

Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy
Tal. But ere we go, regard this dymg prince,

The valiant Buke of Bedford.™Come, my lord,

We will bestow you in some better place,

Fitter for sickness and for crazy age.

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me:
Here will I sit before the walls of Rouen,
And will be partner of your weal or woe.

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now per-
suade you.

Bed. Not to be gone from hence; for once I
read

That stout Pendiagon, in his litter, sick
Came to the field, and vanquished his foes:
Methinks I should revive the soldier’s hearts,
Because I ever found them as myself.

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dymg breast!—
Then be it so:—heavens keep old Bedford safe!—
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy,
But gather wb our forces out of hand,
And set upon our boasting enemy.

[Exeunt into the Town, Bur., Tal., and
Forces, leaving Bed. and others.

Alarum: excursions. Enter Sir John
,

Fastolfe, and a Captain.

Cap. Whither away, Sir John Fastolfe, in
such haste? [flight:

Fast. Whither away! to save myself by
We are like to have the overthrow again, [bot?

Cap. What! will you fly, and leave Lord Tal-
Fast. Ay,

All the Talbots in the world, to save my life.

[Exit.

Cap. Cowardly knight! in fortune follow
thee! [Exit into the Town.

Retreat: excursions. Re-enter, from the town,
La Pdcelle, Alencon, Charles, &c.,
and exeunt flying.

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven
please,

For I have seen our enemies’ overthsow.
What is the trust or strengdi of foohsh man?
They that of late were daring with their scoffs

Are glad and fain by ffight to save themselves.
[Dies, and is carried off in his chair.

Alarum. Re-enter Talbot, Burgundy, and
others.

Tal. Lost and recover’d in a day again?
This is a double honour, Burgundy;
Yet heavens have glory for this victory!

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy
Enshrines thee in his heart; and there erects
Thy noble deeds, as valour’s monuments.

Tal. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is

Pucelle now?
I think her old familiar is asleep:
Now where’s th6 Bastard’s braves, and Charles

his gleeks? [grief

What, all a-mort? Rouen hangs her head for

That such a valiant company are fled.

Now will we take some order in the town.
Placing therein some expert ofBcers;
And then depart to Paris to the king,
For there young Harry with his nobles lie.

Bur. What wills Lord Talbot pleaseth Bur-
gundy.

Tal, But yet, before we go, let’s not forget
The noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas’d,
But see his exequies fulfill’d in Rouen:
A braver soldier never couched lance,
A gentler heart did never sway in court;
But kings and mightiest potentates must die,

For that’s the end of htonan misery. [Exeunt.
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Scene III.—The Plains near Rouen.

Enter Chahles, the Bastard, Alencon, La
PucELLE, and Forces.

Flic, Dismay not, princes, at this accident.

Nor gneve that Rouen is so recovered:

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive,

For tMngs that are not to be remedied.

Let frantic Talbot tnumph for aivhile,

And like a peacock sweep along his tail;

We’ll pull his plumes and take away his train,

If Dauphin and the rest will be but rul’d.

Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto.

And of thy cunmng had no diffidence:

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust-

BasL Search out thy wit for secret pohcies.

And we will make thee famous through the
world.

Alen, We’n set thy statue in some holy place,

And have thee reverenc’d hke a blessed saint*

Employ thee, then, sweet virgin, for our good.

Puc. Then thus it must be; this doth Joan
devise:

By fair persuasions, mix’d with sugar’d words,
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy
To leave the Talbot and to follow us. {that,

Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do
France were no place for Henry’s warriors;

Nor should that nation boast it so with us,

But be extirped from our provinces.

Alen. For ever should they be expuls’d from
France,

And not have title of an earldom hert.

Puc. Your honours shall perceive how I will

work
To bring this matter to the wished ena.

[Drums heard
Hark! by the sound of drum you may perceive

Their powers are marching unto Pans-ward.

An English March. Enter, and pass over at a
distance, Talbot and his Forces.

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread.

And all the troops of English after him.

A French iVfarcft. Enter the Duke of
Burgundy and his Forces.

Now in the rearward comes the duke and his:

Fortune m favour makes him lag behind.
Summon a parley; we will talk with him.

\A parley sounded.
Char. A parley with the Duke of Burgundy!
Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy?
Puci The princely Charles of France, thy

countryman.
Bur. What say’st thou, Charles? for I am

marching hence.
Char. Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with

thy words. {France!

Puc. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of

Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee.

Bur. Speak on; but be not over-tedious.

Puc. Look on thy country, look on fertile

France,
And see the cities and the towns defac’d
By wasting rum of the cruel foe!

As looks the mother on her lovely babe
When death doth close his tender dying eyes,

See, see the pining malady of France;

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds
Which thou thyself hast given her woeful

breast!

,

O, turn thy edged sword another way;

j

Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that
help! {bosom

One drop of blood drawn from thy country’s
Should grieve thee more than streams of

foreign gore:

Return thee, therefore, with a Hood of tears,

And wash away thy country’s stained spots.

Bur. Either she hath bewitch’d me with her
words,

Or nature makes me suddenly relent.

Puc. Besides, all French and France ex-
claims on thee,

Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny.
Who jom’st thou with but with a lordly nation

j

That will not trust thee but for profit’s sake?
When Talbot hath set footing once m France,
And fashion’d thee that instrument of ill.

I

Who then but Enghsh Henry will be lord,

And thou be thrust out like a fugitive?

Call we to mmd,—and mark but this for

proof,

—

Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe?

And wras he notm England prisoner?

But when they heard he was thme enemy,
They set him free, without his ransom paid,

In spite of Burgundy and all his fnends.
See, then, thou fight’ st against thy countrymen.
And jom’st with them wiU be thy slaughter-men.
Come, come, return; return, thou wand’rmg

lord;

Charles and the rest will take thee m their arms.

Bur. 1 am vanquished; these haughty words
of hers

Have batter’d me like roaring cannon-shot,
And made me almost yield upon my knees.

—

Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen!
And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace:
My forces and my power of men are yours:

So, farewell, Talbot; I’ll no longer trust thee.

Puc. Done hke a Frenchman,—turn, and
turn again!

Char. Welcome, brave duke! thy friendship

makes us fresh. {breasts.

Bast. And doth beget new courage in our
Alen. Pucelle hath bravely play’d her part

m this,

And doth deserve a coronet of gold.

Char. Now let us on, ray lords, and join our
powers;

And seek how we may prejudice the foe.

{EacuhL

Scene IV.

—

Paris. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and other

Lords, Vernon, Basset, &c To them
Talbot and some of his Officers.

Tal. My gracious prince,—and honourable
peers,

—

Hearing of your arnval in this realm,

I have awhile given truce unto my wars,

To do my duty to my sovereign:

In sign whereof, this arm,—that hath reclaim’d

To your obedience fifty fortresses.

Twelve cities, and seven walled towns of

strength,
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Beside five litmdfed piisoaers of esteem,

—

Lets laE Ms sword before your Mglmess* feet,

And with submissive loyalty of heart

Ascribes the glory of Ms conquest got

First to my God and next onto yotir grace.

K.Hen. Is this the Lord Talbot, tmcle

Gloster,

That hath so long been resident in France?

Clo, Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege.

K. Hen. Welcome, brave captam and vic-

tonous lord!

When I was young,—as yet I am not old,

—

I do remember how my father said

A stouter champaon never handled sword.

Long since we were resolved of your truth,

Youx faithful service, and youur toil in war;

Yet never have you tasted our reward,

Or been reguerdon’d with so much as thanks.

Because till now wc never saw your face:

Therefore, stand up; and for these good deserts

We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury;

And in our coronation take your place.

[Exeunt K. Hen., Glo., Tal., and Nobles.

Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at

sea.

Disgracing of these colours that I wear
In honour of my noble Lord of York,

—

Dar’st thou maintain the former words thou
spak’st?

Bas. Yes, sir; as well as you dare patronage

The envious barking of your saucy tongue
Against my lord the Duke of Somerset.

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is.

Bas. Why, what is he? as good a man as

York.
Ver. Hark ye; not so: in witness, take ye

that. [Strikes him.

Bas. Tiilain, thou know’st the law of arms
is such

That whoso draws a sword 'fis present death,

Or else this blow should broach thy dearest

blood.

But FIl unto Ms majesty, and crave
I may have liberty to venge tMs wrong;
When thou shalt see PH meet thee to thy cost.

Fer. Well, miscreant, Pll be there as soon
as you;

And, after, meet you sooner than you would.
[Exemt.

ACT IV.

Scene L—Pari& A Room of State.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Exeter, York
SuEPOLK, Somerset, Winchester, War-
wick, Talbot, the Governor of Paris, and
others.

Olo. Lord bishop, set the crown upon Ms
head.

Win. God save King Henry, of that name
&e sixth!

Gto. Now, governor of Paris, take your
oath,— (Governor kneels.

That you elect no other king but him;
Esteem none friends but such as are Ms friends
And none your foes but such as shall pretend
hCalidous practices against Ms state;

TMs shall ye do, so help you righteous God!
[Exemt Gov. and his Train,

Enter Sir John Fastolfe.

Fast. My gracious sovereign, as I rode from
Calais,

To haste unto your coronation,

A letter was deliver’d to my hands,

Writ to your grace from the Duke of Burgundy.
Tal, Shame to the Duke of Burgundy and

thee I [next,

I vow’d, base knight, when I did meet thee
To tear the garter from, thy craven’s leg,—

[Plucking it off.

WMch I have done,—because unworthily
Thou wast installed in that Mgh degree.

—

Pardon me, priucely Henry, and the rest:

TMs dastard, at the battle of Patay,

When but in all I was six thousand strong.

And that the French were almost ten to one,

—

Before we met, or that a stroke was given,

L^e to a trusty squire, did run away:
In wMch assault we lost twelve hundred men
Myself, aud divers gentlemen beside,

Were there surpris’d and taken prisoners.

Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss;
Or whether that such cowards ought to wear
TMs ornament of kmghhood, yea or no.

Glo. Tosay the truth, tMs fact was infamous,
And ill beseeming any common man,
Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader.

Tal. When first tMs order was ordain’d, my
lords,

Knights of the garter were of noble birth,

Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty courage,
Such as were grown to credit by the wars;
Not fearing death nor shrinking for distress,

But always resolute in most e:rtremes.

He, then, that is not furnish’d in tMs sort

Doth but usi^ the sacred name of knight,
Profamng tMs most honourable order,

And should,—if I were worthy to be judge,

—

Be quite degraded, like a hedge-bom swain
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood.
K. Hen. Stain to thy countrymen, thou

hear’st thy doom!
Be pacMng, therefore, thou that wast a knight:
Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death.

[Exit Fastolfe,
And now, my lord protector, view the letter

Sent from our uncle Duke of Burgundy.
Glo. What means his grace, that he hath

chang’d Ms style?

[Viewing the supersaiption.

Kb more but, plain and bluntly. To the King!
Hath he forgot he is his sovereign?
Or doth tMs churlish superscription
Pretend some alteration in good-wiU?
What’s here?—[iicads]—/ have, upon especial

cause,

—

Motfd with compassion ofmy country's wreck.
Together with the pitiful complaints
Ofsuch as your oppressionfeeds upon,

—

Forsaken your pernicious faction, [France.
And joined with Charles, the rightful King of
O monstrous treachery! Can this be so,

—

That in alliance, amity, and oaths,
There should be found such false dissembling

gude? [revolt?

K. Hen. What! doth, my uncle Burgundy
Glo. He doth, my lord; and is become your

foe.
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K. Ben. Is that the worst this letter doth
contain?

Glo. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he
wntes. [talk with him,

K. Ben. Why, then, Lord Talbot there shall

And give him chastisement for this abuse:

—

How say you, my lord, are you not content?

Tal. Content, my hegel yes; but that I am
prevented, [ploy’d.

I should have begg’d I might have been em-
K. Ben. Then gather strength, aiid march

unto him straight:

Let him perceive how ill we brook his treason,

And what offence it is to flout his friends.

Tal. 1 go, my lord; in heart desiring still

You may behold confusion of your foes. [JErif.

Enter Vernon and Basset.

Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious sove-
reign! [too!

Bas. And me, my lord, grant me the combat
York. This is my servant: hear jum, noble

prmce! [him!

Som. And this is mine: sweet Henry, favour

K. Ben. Be patient, lords; and give them
leave to speak.

—

Say, gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim^

And wherefore crave you combat? or with
whom? [wrong.

Ver. With him, my lord; for he hath done me
Bas. And I with him: for he hath done me

wrong. [complain?

K. Ben. What is that wrong whereof you both
First let me know, and then I’ll answer you.

Bas. Crossing the sea from England into

France,

This fellow here, with envious carping tongue,

Upbraided me about the rose I wear;
Saying the sanguine colour of the leaves

Did represent my master’s blushing cheeks
When stubbornly he did repugn the truth

About a certain question in the law
Argu’d betwixt the Duke of York and him;
With other vile and ignominious terms*

In confutation ox which rude reproach.

And in defence of my lord’s worthiness,

I crave the benefit of law of arms.
Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord:

For though he seem with forged quaint conceit

To set a gloss upon his bold intent.

Yet know, my lord, I was provok’d by him;
And he first took exceptions at this badge.
Pronouncing that the paleness of this flower

Bewray’d the faintness of my master’s heart
York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be left?

Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of York,
will out,

Though ne’er so cunningly you smother it.

K. Ben. Good Lord, what madness rules in

brainsick men,
When for so slight and frivolous a cause
Such factious emulations shall arise!

—

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset,
Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace.

York. Let this dissension first be tned by
fight

And then your highness shall command a peace.

Som. The quarrel toucheth none but us
alone;

Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then.

York. There is my pledge; accept it Somer-
set

Ver. Hay, let it rest where it began at first

Bas. Con&m it so, mine honourable lord.

Glo. Confirm it so! Confounded be your
strife!

And perish ye, with your audacious prate!

Presumptuous vassals, are you not asham’d
With this immodest clamorous outrage
To trouble and disturb the king and us?

—

And you, my lords,—methinks you do not well
To bear with their perverse objections;
Much less to take occasion from their mouths
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves:
Let me persuade you take a better course.
Exe. It grieves his highness:—good my lords,

be fnends. [combatants:
K. Ben. Come hither, you that would be

Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour,
Qmte to forget this quairel and the cause.—
And you, my lords, remember where we are;
la France, amongst a fickle wavering nation:
If they perceive dissension in our looks,

And that withm ourselves we disagree.

How will their grudgmg stomachs be provok’d
To wilful disobedience, and rebel!

Beside, what infamy will there anse,
When foreign princes shall be certified

That for a toy, a ihmg of no regard,
King Henry’s peers and chief nobihty [France!
Destroy’d themselves and lost the realm of

0, think upon the conquest of my father;

My tender years; and let us not forego
That for a trifle that was bought with blood!
Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife.

I see no reason, if I wear this rose,

[Putting on a red rose.

That any one should therefore be suspicious

I more inchne to Somerset than York;
Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both:
As well they may upbraid me with my crown.
Because, forsooth, the King of Scots is crown’d.
But your discretions better can persuade
Than I am able to instruct or teach;

And therefore, as we hither came in peace.
So let us still continue peace and love.

—

Cousin of York, we institute your grace

To be our regent m these parts of France:—
And, good my Lord of Somerset, unite

Your troops of horsemen with his bands of

foot;

And like true subjects, sons of your progenitors.

Go cheerfully together, and digest

Your angry choler on your enemies.
Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest,

After some respite, will return to Calais;

From thence to England; where I hope ere long
To be presented, by your victories,

With Charles, Alenpon, and that traitorous rout.

[Flourish. Exeunt K. Hen., Glo.,
Som., Win., Stjf., and Bas-

War. My Lord of York, I promise you, me
kmg

Prettily, methought, did play the orator.

York. And so he did; but yet I like it not.

In that he wears the badge of Somerset.

War. Tush, that was but his fancy, blame him
not;

I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no
harm.
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Fork. An if 1 wist he did,—but let it rest;

Other affairs must now be managed.
(Exeunt Yokk, Wax., and Ver.

Exe. Well didst thou, Richard, to supKess
thy voice:

For had the passions of thy he^ burst out,

I fear we should have seen, decipher’d there

More rancorous spite, more furious raging

broils,

Than yet can be imagin’d or suppos’d.

But howsoe’er, no simple man that sees

This jarring discord of nobility,^

This shouldering of each other in the court,

This factious bandying of their favourites.

But that it doth presage some ill event.

’Tis much when sceptres are in children’s

hands;
But more when envy breeds unkind division;

There comes the nun, there begins confusion.
[Erif.

SCEHX IL—Fraitce. Before Bourdeaxix.

Enter Talbot, vnih his Forces.

Tdf. Go to the gates of Bourdetui, trum-

peter.

Summon their general unto the walL

Trumpetsounds a parley. Entert on the watts,

the General of the French Forces, and others,

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth,

Servant in arms to Harry King of England;
And thus he would,—Open your city gates;

Be humble to us; call my sovereign yours,

And do him homage as obedient subjects;

And I’ll withdraw me and my bloody power:
But if you frown upon this proffer’d peace
You tempt the fury of my three attendants,

Leanfamine, quartering steel, and climbing fire;

Who, in a moment, even with the earth

Shan lay your stately and air -braving towers.
If you forsake the offer of their love.

Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death,

Our nation’s terror and their bloody scourgeJ

The period of thy tyrany approacheth.
On us thou canst not enter but by death;
For, I protest, we are well fortified,

And strong enough to issue out and fight;

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed.
Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee:
On eitherhand thee there are squadrons pitch’d

To wall thee from the liberty of flight;

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress
But death doth front thee with apparent spoU,
And pale destruction meets thee in the face.

Ten thousand French have ta’en the sacrament,
To rive their dangerous artillery

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot.
Lo, there thou stand’st, a breathing valiantman,
Of an invincible unconquer’d spirit!

This is the latest glory of thy praise
That I, thy enemy, due thee withal;
For ere the ^ass that now begins to run
Finish the process of his sandy hour,
These eyes, that see thee now well coloured.
Shall see thee wither’d, bloOdy, pale, and dead.

[Drum, afar off.
Hark! hark! the Dauphin’s drum, a. warning

beH,

Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul;
And mine shall nng thy dire departure out.

[Exeunt General, &c.from the Walls.
Tat. He fables not; I hear the enemy:—

Out, some hght horsemen, and peruse their
wmgs.

—

0, ne^gent and heedless discipline!

How are we park’d and bounded in a pale,—
A little herd of England’s timorous deer,

Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French curs!

If we be En^sh deer, be, them m blood;

Not rascal-like to fall down with a pinch,

But rather, moody-mad and desperate stags,

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel,

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay:
Sell every man his life as dear as mine.
And they shall find dear deer of us, my

friends.— [right,

God and Saint George, Talbot and Englands’
Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight!

CExexmf.

Scene IEL—Plains in Gascony.

Enter York, with Forces; to him a Messenger.

Fork. Are not the speedy scouts return’d
again,

That dogg’d the mighty army of the Dauphin?
Mess. They are return’d, my lord; and ©ve

it out
Thar he is march’d to Bordeaux with his power.
To fight with Talbot: as he march’d along,

By your espials were discovered
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led,

Which join’d vtith him, and made their march
for Bourdeaux.

Fork. A plague upon that villain Somerset,
That thus delays my promised supply
Of horsemen, tiiat were levied for this siege!

Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid;

And I am touted by a traitor villain.

And cannot help the noble chevalier:
God comfort hun in this necessity!
If he miscarry, farewell wars in France*

Enter Sm William Lucy.

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English
strength,

Never so needful on the earth of France,
Spur to the rescue of the nobie Talbot,
Who now IS girdled with a waist of iron.
And hemm’d about with grim desruction:
To Bourdeaux, warlike duke! to Bordeaux,

York! [honour.
Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England’s

York. 0 God, that Somerset,—who in proud
heart

Doth stop my comets,—were in Talbot’s place!
So should we save a valiant gentleman
By forefeiting a traitor and a coward.
Mad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep,
That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep.

Lucy. 0, send some succour to the distress’d

lord!

Fork. He dies, we lose; I break my warlike
word;

We mourn, France smiles; we lose, they daily

get;

All ’long of this vile traitor Somerset.
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Lucy. Then God take mercy on brave Tal-
bot’s soul;

And on Ms son, young Joim, who two kours
since

I met in travel toward Ms warlike fatherl

Tins seven years did not Talbot see his son;

And now they meet where both their lives are
done.

York. Alas, what joy shall noble Talbot have
To bid his young son welcome to his grave?

Away! vexation almost stops my breath,

That sunder’d fnends greet m the hour of

death.

—

Lacy, farewell: no more my fortune can,

But curse the cause I cannot aid the man.

—

Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours are won
away,

’Long all of Somerset and his delay.

[Exit, with Forces.

Lucy. Thus, while the vulture of sedition

Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders.
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss

The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror.
That ever-hving man of memory,
Henry the Fifth:—whiles they each other cross.

Lives, honours, lands, and ail, hurry to loss.

[Exit

Scene IV.—Other Plains of Gascony.

Enter Somerset, with his Forces; an Officer

of Talbot’s with him.

Som. It is too late; I cannot send them now:
This expedition was by York and Talbot

Too rasWy plotted; all our general force
Might witt a sally of the very town
Be buckled with: the over-daring Talbot
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour
By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure:

York setMm on to fight and die in shame,
That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the

name.
Off. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me

Set from our o’er-matched forces forth for aid.

Enter Sm William Lucy.

Som. How now. Sir WUliam! wMther were
you sent?

Lucy. WMther, my lord! from bought and
sold Lord Talbot;

Who, ring’d about with bold adversity.

Cries out for noble York and Somerset,
To beat assailing death from Ms weak legions:

And whiles the honourable captain there

Drops bloody sweat from Ms war-wearied
limbs,

And, in advantage lingering, looks for rescue,

You, Ms false hopes, the trust of Bng^d’s
honour,

Eeep off aloof with worthless emulation.

Let not your private discord keep away
The levied succours that should lend Mm aid,

While he, renowned noble gentleman,
Yields up his life unto a world of odds:
Orleans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy,
Alencon, Reignier, compass hhn about.

And Talbot pcrisheth by your default.

Som. York set him on, York should have
sent Mm aid.

Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace ex-
claims;

Swearing that you withhold his levied horse,
Collected for this expedition.

Som. York hes; he might have sent and had
the horse;

I owe him little duty and less love;

And take foul scorn to fawn on Mm by sending.
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force

of France,
Hath now entrapp’d the noble-minded Talbot:
Never to England shall he bear Ms life;

But dies betray’d to fortune by your strife.

Som. Come, go; I will despatch the horse-
men straight:

Within six hours they will be at Ms aid.

Lucy. Too late comes rescue; he is ta’en or
slain:

For fly he could not, if he would have fled;
And fly would Talbot never, though he might.
Som, If he be dead, brave Talbot, then,

adieu!
Lucy. fame lives in the world, Ms shame

in you. [Exeunt.

Scene 7.—The English Camp near Bourdeaux.

Enter Talbot and John his Son.

Tal. 0 young John Talbot! I did send for
thee

To tutor thee in stratagems of war,
That Talbot’s name might be in thee reviv’d
When sapless age and weak unable limbs
Should bring thy father to Ms drooping chair.

But,—O mahgnant and ill-boding stars!—
Now thou art come unto a feast of death,
A terrible and unavoided danger: Jiorse;
Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest

And I’ll direct thee how thou shalt escape
By sudden flight: come, daily not, begone.

John. Is my name Talbot? and am I your
son?

And shall I fly? 0, if you love my mother.
Dishonour not her honourable name.
To make a bastard and a slave of me!
The world will say, he is not Talbot’s blood
That basely fled when noble Talbot stood.

Tdl. Fly to revenge my death, if I be slain.

John. He that flies so^ ne’er return again.
Tal. If we both stay we both are sure to die.

John. Then let me stay; and, father, do you
fly:

Your loss is great, so your regard should be;
My worth unsown, no loss is known in me.
Upon my death the French can little boast;
In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost
Fli^t cannot stain the honour you have won;
But mine it will, that no exploit have done;
You fled for vantage, every one will swear;
But if I bow, they’ll say it was for fear.

There is no hope that ever I will stay-

If the first hour I shrink and run away.
Here, on my knee, I beg mortahty,
Rather than life preserv’d with infamy.

Tal. Shah all my mother’s hopes le in one
tomb? [womb.

John. Ay, rather than I’ll shame my mother’s
Td. Upon my blessing I command thee go.

John. To fight I wih, but not to fly the foe.

Tal. Part of thy father may be sav’d in thee.
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John. Ifo part of Mm Imt will be shame in

me. [lose it.

Td. Thoti never hadst renown, nor canst not

John. Yes, your renowned name: shall

Sight abuse it?

Td. Thy father’s charge shall clear thee

from that stain.

John. Yon cannot vntness for me, being slain.

If death be so apparent, then both fly.

Td. And leave my followers here to fi^t
and die?

My age was never tainted with such shame.
John. And shall my youth be guilty of such

blame?
No more can I be sever’d from your side

.Than can yourself yorurself m twain divide:

Stay, go, do'what you wdl, the like do I;

For Eve I will not if my father die. [son,

fd. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair

Bom to echpse thy life tMs afternoon.

Come, side by side together live and die;

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly.

[Exeunt

ScEiTE VI.—A Field of Battle.

Mamm: excursions wherein Talbot’s Son is

hemmed about and Talbot rescues him.

Td. Saint George and victoryl fight,

soldiers, fight:

The regent hath with Talhot broke his word,
And left us to the rag of France his sword.

Where is John Talbot?—pause, and take thy

breath;

I gave thee life and rescu’d thee from death.

John. 0, twice my father, twice am I thy son!

The life thou gav’st me first was lost and done,

TiE with thy warlike sword, despite of fate.

To my determin’d time thou gav’st new date.

Tal. When from the DaupMh’s crest thy
sword struck fire,

It warm’d thy father’s heart with proud desire

Of bold-fac’d victory. Then leaden age.

Quicken’d with youthful spleen and warlike

rage,

Beat down Alencon, Orleans, .Burgundy,
And from the pride of Gallia rescu’d thee.

The ireful bastard Orleans,—that drew blood
From thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood
Of thy first fi^t,—I soon encountered,
And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed
Some Of his bastard blood; and, m disgrace.

Bespoke him thus,—Contaminated, base.

And misbegotten blood I spiU of thine.

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of
mine

Which thou didst forcefrom Tdbot, my brave
boy:—

Here, purposingthe Bastard to destroy, [care,

—

Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father’s

Art thou not weary, John? how dost thou fare?
WEt thou yet leave &e battle, boy, and fiy,

Now thou art seal’d the son of chivalry?

Fly, to revenge my death when I am dead:
The help of one stands me in Ettla stead,
O, too much folly is it, well I wot,
To hazard all our hves in one small boat!
If I to-day die not with Frenchmen’s rage.
To-morrow I shaU die with mickle age:
By me they nothing gain an if I stay,

—

S ’Tis but the short’ning of my life one day:
» In thee thy mother dies, our household’s name,
' My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England’s
I fame:
All these, and more, we hazard by thy stay;

AH these are sav’d if thou wilt fly away.
John. The sword of Orleans hath not made

me smart; [heart:

These words of yours draw life-blood from my
On that advantage, bought with such a shame,

—

To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame,

—

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly,

The coward horse that bears me fall and die!

And like me to the peasant boys of France;
To be shame’s scorn, and subject of mischancel
Surely, by all the glory you have won.
An if I fiy, I am not Talbot’s son:

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot;
If son to Talbot, die at Talbot’s foot. [Crete,

Td. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of
Thou Icarus; thy life to me is sweet:
H thou wilt fight, fight by thy father’s side;

And, commendable prov’d, let’s die m pnde.
[Exeunt

Scene VIL—Another part of the same.

Alarum: excursions. Enter Talbot wounded,
supported by a Servant.

Td. Where is my other life?—^mine own is

gone;— [John?—
0, where’s young Talbot? where is vaEant
Triumphant death, smear’d with captivity,

Young Talbot’s valour makes me simle at
thee:—

When he perceiv’d me shrink and on my knee,
His bloody sword he brandish’d over me.
And hke a hungry Eon did commence
Rough deeds of rage and stem impatience;
But when my an^ guardant stood alone,
Tendering my rum, and assail’d of none,
Dizzy-ey’d fury and great rage of heart
Suddenly made him from my side to start

Into the clustering battle of the French;
And in that sea of blood my boy did drench
His overmounting spirit; and there died
My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride, [borne!

Serv. 0 my dear lord! lo where your son is

Enter Soldiers, bearing the body of John
Talbot.

Td. Thou antic death, which laugh’ st us
here to scorn,

Anon, from thy insulting tyranny,
Coupled in bonds of perpetuity.

Two Talbots, winged through the Ether sky,
In thy despite, shaE ’scape mortaEty.—
O thou whose wounds become hard-favour*d

death,

Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy hreathl
Brave death by speaking, whether he wiE or no;
Imagine him a Freochman and thy foe.—
Poor boy! he smiles, methinks, as who should

say, [to-day.

—

Had death been French, then death had died
Come, come, and lay him in his father’s arms:
My spint can no longer bear these harms.
Soldiers, adieu! I have what I would ha^ve,
Now my old arms are young Talbot’s grave.

[Dies,
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Jtiarums. Exeunt Soldiers and Servant, leav-

inff the two Mies. Enter CHAjRLES, Aleit-

coK, Boxgitiidy, Bastard, La Puceixe
and Forces.

Char. Sad York and Somereet bronglit

rescue in,

We shotild have fotmd a bloody day of this.

Bast How the young whelp of Talbot’s,

raging-wood,

Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen’s blood!

Buc. Once I encounter’d him, andthus I said.

Thou maiden youth, be mnguishd by a maid:

But, with a proud majestical scorn.

He answer’d thus. Young Talbot was not bom
To he the pUlage of a gigloi wench:

So, rushing in the bowels of the French,

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight.

Bur. Doubtless he would have made a noble

:

knight:

—

See where he lies inhersed in the arms
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms!
Bast Hew them to pieces, hack their bones

asunder,

Whose lifewas England’s glory, Gallia’swonder.
Char. 0, no; forbear! for that which we

have fled

During the life, let us not wrong it dead.

Enter Sm Wiixiam Lttcy, attended; a
French Herald preceding.

Lucy. Herald,
Conduct me to the Dauphin’s tent, to teow
“Who hath obtain’d the glory of the day.

Char. On what submissive message art thou
sent?

Lucy. Submission, Dauphin! ’tis a mere
French word;

We En^sh warriors wot not what it means.

I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta’en,

And to survey the bodies of the dead.

Char. For prisoners ask’st thou? hell our
prison is.

But ten me whom thou seek’st. [field,

Uicy. But where’s the great Alcides of the

Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury,—
Created, for his rare success in arms, [ence;

Giwt Earl of Washford, Waterford, and Val-

lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield,

Lord Strange of Bladbmere, Lord Verdun of

Alton, [Sheffield,

Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, Lord Fumival of

That tiuice victorious I^rd of Falconbridge;

Knight of the noble order of Saint George,
Worthy Saint Michael, and the Golden Fleece;
Great Marshal to Henry the Sixth

Of all his wars within the realm of France?
Puc. Here is a siUy-stately style indeed!

The Turk, that t#o-and-fifty kingdoms hath.

Writes not so tedious a style as Qiis.—
Him that thou magniflest with all these titles,

Stinking and fly-blown, lies here at our feet.

Lucy. Is Thlbot slain,—the Frenchmen’s
only scourge.

Your kingdom’s terror and black Hemesis?
O were mine eye-balls into bullets turn’d.

That 1, in rage, might shoot them at your t&cesl

O that I could but call these dead to ^1
It were enoui^ to fright the realm|m France:
Were bnt his picture left among you here.

It would amaze the proudest of you all.

Give me their bodies, that I may bear them
hence.

And give them burial as beseems their worth.
Puc. I think this upstart is old Talbot’s

ghosl^

He speaks with such a proud commanding
.

spirit. [here,
For God’s sake, let him have ’em; to keep them
They would but stink, and putrefy the air.

Char. Go, take their bodies hence.
Lucy. I’ll bear them hence:

But from their ashes shall be rear’d
A phoenix that shall make all France afeard.

Char. So we be rid of them, do wi& ’em
what thou wilt.

—

And now to Pans in this conquering vein:
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot’s slain.

[Exeunt

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

^London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and
Exeter.

K. Hen. Have you perus’d the letters from
the pope.

The emperor, and the Earl of Armagnac?
Glo. 1 have, my lord: and their intent is

this,

—

They humbly sue unto your excellence

To have a godly peace concluded of

Between the realms of England and of France.
K. Hen. How doth your grace affect their

motion? [means
Glo. Well, my good lord; and as the only

To stop effusion of onr Christian blood,

And stablish quietness on every side, [thought
K. Hen. Ay, many, uncle; for I always

It was both impious and unnatural
That such immamty and bloody strife

Should reign among proiessors of one faith.

Glo. Beside, my lord, the sooner to effect

And surer bmd tins knot of amity,

The Earl of Armagnac,—near knit to Charles,

A man of great authority in France,—
Proffers his only daughter to your grace
Li marriage, witii a large and sumptuous dowry.
K.Hen. Marriage, uncle! al^, my years

are young;
And fitter is my study ana my books
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour.
Yet, call the ambassadors; and as you please.

So let them have their answers every one:

I shall be well content with any choice

Tends to God’s glory and my country’s weal.

Enter a Legate and two Ambassadors, with
Winchester, now Cardinal Beaufort,
in a CardinaVs habit

Exe. What! is my Lord of Winchester in-

stall’d,

And call’d unto a cardinal’s degree?
Then I perceive that will be verified

Henry the. Fifth did sometime prophesy,—

If once he come to be a cardinal.

Hoi’ll make his cap co-equal mth the crown,
K. Hen. My lords ambassadors, your several

suits
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Have been considered and debated on.

Your purpose is both good and reasonablej

And therefore are we certainly resolv’d

To draw condiboiis of a fnendly peace;

Which by my lord of Winchester we mean

Shall be transported presently to France.

Glo. And for the proffer of my lord yonr

master,

I have inform’d his highness so at large,

As, liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts,

Her beauty, and the value of her dower.

He doth intend she shah be England’s qneen.

K. Ben. In argument and proof of which

contract,

Bear her this jewel [to the Amb.J, pledge of my
affection,

—

And so, my lord protector, see them guarded

And safely brought to Dover; where, inshipp’d,

Commit them to the fortune of the sea.

[Bxenni K. Hen., Glo., Exe., and
Ambassadors.

Win. Stay, my lord legate: yon shall first

receive

The sum of money which I promised

Should be dehvered to his holiness

For clothing me m these grave ornaments.

Zeff. I will attend upon your lordship’s

leisure. [Exit

Win. Now Winchester will not submit, I

trow,

Or be inferior to the proudest peer.

Humphrey of Gloster, thou shAlt well perceive

That neither in birth or for authority

The bishop will be overborne by thee:

I’ll either make thee stoop and bend thy knee,

Or sack this country with a mutiny. [Exif.

Scene IL—Feance. Plains in Anjou.

Enter Charles, Burgtjndy, Alencon, La
PcrcELLE, <rraf Forces, marching.

Scene III.—The same. Before Angiers.

Alarums: excursions. Enter La Pucelle.

Puc. The regent conquers and the French-
men fly,—

Now help, ye charming spells and periapts;

And ye choice spints that admonish me,
And give me signs of future accidents,

—

You speedy helpers, that are substitutes

Under the lordly monarch of the north,
Appear, and aid me m this enterprise!

[Thunder.
Enter Fiends.

This speedy and quick appearance argues proof
Of your accustom’d diligence to me.
Now, ye familiar spirits that are cull’d

Out of the powerful legions under earth.

Helpme this once, that France may get the field.

[They walk about and speak not
O, hold me not with silence over-long!

Where I was wont to feed you with my blood
I’ll lop a member off and give it you,
In earnest of a further benefit,

So you do condescend to help me now.
[They kang their heads.

No hope to nave redress?—My body shall

Pay recompense if you will grant my suit.

[They shake their heads.
Cannot my body nor blood sacrifice

Entreat you to your wonted furtherance?
Then take my soul,—my body, soul, and all,

Before that England give the French the foil.

[They depart
See! they forsake me. Now the time is come
That France must vail her lofty-plumed crest,

And let her head fall into England’s lap.

My ancient incantations are too weak,
And hell too strong for me to buckle with:
Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust

[Ent

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer our
drooping spirits:

’Tis said the stoat Parisians do revolt,

And tnm agam unto the warlike French.
Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of

France,
And keep not back yonr powers in dalliance.

Puc. Peace be amongst them if they turn to

ns;

Else ruin combat with their palaces!

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Success unto our valiant general,

Anti happiness to Ms accomplices!

Clmr. What tidings send our scouts? I pr’y-

thee, speak.

Afess. The English army, that divided was
Into two parts, is now conjoin’d in one.
And means to give yon battle presently, [is;

Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning
But we will presently provide for them.

Bur. I trust the ghost of Talbot is not there:
Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear.

Puc. Of all base passions fear is most
accurs’d:— [thine;

Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be
Let Henry fret and all the world repine.

Char. Then on, my lords; and France he
fortunate! [Exeunt

Alarums. Enter French and English, fight-
ing. La Pucelle and York fight hand
to hand: La Pucelle is taken. The Prench

fly.

York. Damsel of France, I think I have you
fast:

Unchain your simts now with spelling chsillhs,

And try if they can gain your liberty.

—

A goodly prize, fit for the devil’s grace I

See how the ugly witch doth bend her brows,
As if, with Circe, she would change my shape!
Puc. Chang’d to a worser shape thou canst

not be. [man;
York. 0, Charles the Dauphin is a proper

No shape but his can please your dainty eye.
Puc. A plaguing mischief light on Charles

and &ee!
And may ye both be suddenly surpris’d
By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds!

Yofxk. Fell, banning hag; enchantress, hold
thy tongue! [while,

Puc. I pr’ythee, give me leave to curse a-
York. Curse, miscreant, when tiiou comest

to the stake. [Exemt

Alarums. Enter Stofouk, leading in Lady
Margaret.

Suf. Be what thou witt, thou art my prisoner.

[Gazes on her.
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0 fairest tieatity, do not fear nor flyl

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands,

And lay them gently on thy tender side.

1 kiss these fingers for eternal peace.

[Kissing her hand.

Who art thou? say, that I may honour thee.

Mar, Margaret my name, and daughter to a
kmg,

The King of Naples—whosoe’er thou art.

Suf. earl I am, and Suffolk am I call’d.

Be not offended, nature’s miracle.

Thou art allotted to be ta’en by me
So doth the swan her downy cygnets save,

Keeping them prisoners underneath her wings.

Yet, if this semle usage once offend.

Go, and be free again as Suffolk’s friend.

[She turns away as going.

0, stay!—I have no power to let her pass;

My hand would free her, but my heart says no.

As plays the sun upon the glassy streams,

Twhikling another counterfeited beam.
So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes.

Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak:

I’ll caH for pen and ink, and write my mind:
Fie, De-k-Poolel disable not thyself;

Hast not a tongue? is she not here thy prisoner?

Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight?

Ay, beauty’s princely majesty is such, [rough.

Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses
Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk,—if thy name be

so,

—

What ransom must I pay before I pass?

For I perceive I am thy prisoner. [suit

Suf. How canst thou tell she will deny thy

Before thou make a tnal of her love? [Aside.

Mar. Why speak'st thou not? what ransom
must I pay?

Suf. She’s beautiful, and therefore to be
woo’d;

She is a woman, therefore to be won. [Aside.

Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransom—yea or no?

Suf. Fond man, remember that thou hast a

wife;

Then how can Margaret be thy paramour?
[Aside.

Mar. 1 were best leave him, for he will not

hear.

Suf. There all is marr’d; there lies a cooling

card. [Asttfe.

Mar. He talks at random; sure, the man is

mad.
Suf. And yet a dispensation may be had.

[Aside.

Mat. And yet I would that you would an-

swer me. [whom?
Sttf. I’E win this Lady Margaret. For

Why, for my king: tush, that’s a wooden thing!

[Aside,

Mar. He talks of wood: it is some carpenter.

Suf. Yet so my fancy may be satisfied,

And peace established between these realms.

But &ere remains a scruple in that too;

For though her father be the Kmg of Naples,

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he pc or,

And our nohihty will scorn the match. [Aside.

Mar. Hear ye, captain,—are ye not at

leisure? [much:
Suf. It shall he so, disdain they ne’er so

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield.—
[Aside.

Madam, I have a secret to reveal [a knight.
Mar. What though I be enthrall’d? he seems

And win not any way dishonour me. [MMe,
Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to Ksten what I say.
Mar. Perhaps I shall be rescued by the

French;
And then I need not crave his courtesy. [Aside.

Suf. Sweet madam, ^ve me hearmg in a
cause

—

Mar. Tush! women have been captivate ere
now. [Aside.

Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you so?
Mar. I cry you mercy, ’tis but quid for quo.
Suf. Say, gentle prmcess, would you not

suppose
Your bondage happy, to be made a queen?
Mar. To be a queen in bondage is more vile

Than is a slave in base servility;

For prmces should be free.

Suf. And so shall you.
If happy England’s royal king be free. [me?
Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto
Suf. I’ll tmdertake to make thee Henry’s

queen;
To put a golden sceptre m thy hand,
And set a precious crown upon thy head.
If thou wilt condescend to be my

—

Mar. What?
Suf. His love.

Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry’s wife.

Suf. No, gentle madam; 1 unworthy am
To woo so fair a dame to be his Wife,

And have no portion m the choice myself.
How say you, madam,—are you so content?
Mar. An if my father please, I am content.

Suf. Then call our captains and our colours
forth!— [Troops come forward.

And, madam, at your father’s castle-walls

We’ll crave a parley, to confer with him.

A Parley sounded. Enter Reignier on the
Walls.

Suf. See, Reignier, see, thydaughterpiisoner!
Reig. To whom?
Suf. To me.
Reig, Suffolk, what remedy?

I am a soldier, and unapt to weep
Or to exclaim on fortune’s fickleness.

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord:

Consent,—and for thy honour give consent,

—

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king;

Whom I with pain have woo’d and won thereto;

And this her easy-held imprisonment
Hath gain’d thy daughter princely liberty.

Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks?

Suf. Fair Margaret knows
That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign.

Reig. XTpon thy princely warrant I descend,
To give thee answer of thy just demand.

[Exit Reignier from the Wcdls.

Suf. And here I will expect thy coming.

Trumpets sound. Enter Reignier below.

Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our terri-

tories;

Command in Anjou what your honour pleases.

Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a
* child,
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Fit to lie made companion with a Hng*
What answer makes your grace unto my suit?

Reig, Smce thou dost deign to woo her little

worth
To be the princely bride of such a lord,

Upon condition I may quietly

Enjoy mine own, the county Maine and Anjou,

Free from oppression or the stroke of war.

My daughter shall be Henry’s, if he please.

That IS her ransom,—I deliver her;

And those two counties I will undertake

Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy.

Rmg. And I again, in Henry’s royal name,
As deputy unto that gracious king,

Give tihee her hand, for sign of phghted faith.

Reigmer of France, I give thee kingly

thanks.

Because this is in traffic of a king:

—

And yet, methinfcs, I could be well content

To be mine own attorney in this case.

—

[Aside.

m over, then, to England with this news,
And make this marriage to be solemniz’d.

So, farewell, Reigmer: set this diamond safe

In golden palaces, as it becomes.
Reig. I do embrace thee as I would embrace

The Christian pnnee. King Henry, were he
here. [and prayers

Max. Farewell, my lord; good wishes, praise,

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [Going.

Suf. Farewell, sweet madam: but hark you,

Margaret,

—

No princely commendations to my king?

Afar. Such commendations as become a
maid,

A virgm, and his servant, say to him.

Suf. Words sweetly plac’d and modestly
directed.

But, madam, I must trouble you again,

—

No loving token to his majesty? [heart,

Mur. Yes, my good lord,—a pure unspotted
Never yet taint with love, I send the king.

5i(f. And this withal. [Sssos her.

Mar. That for thyself:—! will not so presume
To send such peevish tokens to a king.

[Exeunt Reig., and Mar.
Suf. O, weit thou for myself!~But, Suffolk,

stay;

Thou mayst not wander in that labyrinth:

There Minotaurs and ugly treasons lurk.

Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise:

Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount,
And natural graces that extinguish art;

Repeat their semblance often on the seas,
That when thou com’st to kneel at Henry’s feet
Thou mayst bereave him of his wits with

wonder. [Exit.

ScEHE lY.—Camp of the Duke op York in

Anjou.

Enter York, Warwick, and others.

York. Bring forth that sorceress, condemn’d
to bum.

Enter La Puceixe, guarded, and a Shepherd.

Shep. Ah, Joan, this Mils thy father’s heart
outright!

Have I sought every country far and near.
And now it is my chance to find thee out

Must I behold thy timeless cruel death?
Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I’ll die with

thee!

Puc Decrepit miser! base ignoble wretchl
I am descended of a gentler blood;

Thou art no father nor no fnend of mine.
Shep. Out, out!—My lords, an please you,

’tis not so,

I did beget her, all the parish knows:
Her mo^er hveth yet, can testify

She was the first fnut of my bachelorship.

War. Graceless, wilt thou deny thy paren-
tage? [been,

—

York. This argues what her kind of life hath
Wicked and vile; and so her death concludes.

Shep. Fie, Joan, that thou wilt be so ob-
stacle!

God knows thou art a collop of my flesh;

And for thy sake have I shed many a tear:

Deny me not, I pr’ythee, gentle Joan.
Puc. Peasant, avaunt!—You have suborn’d

man,
Of purpose to obscure my noble birth.

Shep. ’Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest

The mom that I was wedded to her mother.—
Kneel down and take my blessing, good my girl.

Wilt thou not stoop? Now cursed be the time
Of thy nativity! I would the milk [breast

Thy mother gave thee when thou suck’dst her
Had been a httle ratsbane for thy sake!
Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs a-field,

I wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee!

Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab?
O, bum her, bum her! hanging is too good.

[Exit.

York. Take her away; for she hath liv’d too
long,

To fill the world with vicious qualities.

Puc. First let me tell you whom you have
condemn’d:

Not me begotten of a shepherd swain.
But issu’d from the progeny of kings;
Virtuous and holy; chosen from above.
By mspiration of celestial grace.

To work exceeding miracles on earth.

I never had to do with wicked spirits;

But you,—^that are polluted with your lusts,

Stam’d with the guiltless blood of innocents,
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,

—

Because you want the grace that others have,
You judge it straight a thing impossible
To compass wonders but by help of devils.

No, misconceived! Joan of Arc hath been
A virgin from her tender infancy,

Chaste and immaculate in very thought;
Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effus’d,

Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven.
York. Ay, ay;—away with her to execution!
War, And hark ye, sirs; because she is a

maid,
Spare for no fagots, let there be enow:
Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake,

That so her torture may be shortened.
Puc. Win nothmg turn your unrelenting

hearts?

Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity,

That warranteth by law to be thy privilege.—
I am with child, ye bloody homicides:
Murder not, then, the fruit within my womb,
Although ye hale me to a violent death.
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York. Now heaven forfendi the holy maid
with child I [wrought:

War. The greatest miracle that e’er ye

Is all yotir strict preciseness come to tiiis?

York. She and the Dauphin have been
juggling:

I did imagine what would be her refuge, [live;

War. Well, go to; we will have no bastards

Especially since Charles must father it. [his:

Puc. You are deceiv’d; my child is none of

It was Alenffon that enjoy’d my love.

York. Alenffon! that notorious Machiavel!

It dies, an ^ it had a thousand lives.

Puc. 0, give me leave, I have deluded you:

»Twas neither Charles nor yet the duke I nam’d.

But Reigmer, King of Naples, that prevail’d,

l^cr. A married man! that’s most intoler-

able.

York. Why, here’s a girl!—I think she
knows not well

—

There were so many—whom she may accuse.

War. It’s sign she hath been hberal and
free. [pure.

—

York. And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin

Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and
thee:

Use no entreaty, for it is in vain.

Puc. Then lead me hence;—with whom I

leave my curse:

May never glonous sun reflex his beams
Upon the country where you make abode;
But darkness and the gloomy shade of death
Environ you, till mischief and despair

Drive you to break your necks or hang your-
selves! [Exit, guarded

York. Break thou in pieces and consume to

ashes,

Thou foul accursed minister of hell!

Enter Cakdikal Beaufort, attended.

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence

With letters of commission from the king.

For know, my lords, the states of Chnstendom,
Mov’d with remorse of these outrageous broils.

Have earnestly implor’d a general peace
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French;

And here at hand the Dauphin and his train

Approacheth, to confer about some matter.

York. Is all our travail turn’d to this effect?

After the slaughter of so many peers,

So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers,

That in this quarrel have been overthrown,

And sold their bodies for their country’s benefit,

Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace?

Have we not lost most part of all the towns,

By treason, falsehood, and by treachery,

Our great progemtors had conquered?

—

0 Warwick, Warwick! I forsee with grief

The utter loss of all the realm of France.

War. Be patient, York: if we conclude a
peace, [nants

It shall be with such strict and severe cove-

As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby.

Enter Charles, attended; Alencon,
Bastard, Reignier, and others.

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus

agreed [France,

That peaceful truce shall be proclaim’d in

We come to be informed by youmelves
What the conditions of that league must be.

York. Speak, Winchester; for boiling choler
chokes

The hollow passage of my prison’d voice.
By sight of these our baleful enemies.

Car. Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thus:
That in regard King Henry gives consent,
Of mere compassion and of lenity,

To ease your country of distressful war.
And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace,

—

You shall become true liegemen to his crown:
And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear
To pay him tribute and submit thyself,

Thou Shalt be plac’d as viceroy under him,
And still enjoy thy regal dignity. [self?

Alen. Must he be, then, as shadow of Mm-
Adom his temples with a coronet,
And yet, in substance and authonty,
Retain but privilege of a private man?
This proffer is absurd and reasonless, [sess’d

Char. ’Tis known already that I am pos-
With more than half the Galhan territories,

And therein reverenc’d for their lawful king:
Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish’d,
Detract so much from that prerogative
As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole?
No, lord ambassador; I’ll rather keep
That when I have than, coveting for more,
Be cast from possibility of all. [means

York. Insulting Charles! hast thou by secret

Us’d intercession to obtain a league,

And now the matter grows to compromise
Stand’st thou aloof upon comparison?
Either accept the title thou usurp’st,

Of benefit proceeding from our king.

And not of any challenge of desert,

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars.
Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy

To cavil in the course of this contract:

If once it be neglected, ten to one
We shall not find like opportunity.

Alen. To say the truth, it is your policy

To save your subjects from such massacre
And ruthless slaughters as are daily seen
By our proceeding in hostility;

And therefore take this compact of a truce,

Although you break it when your pleasure
serves. [Aside to Charles.

War. How say’st thou, Charles? shall our
condition stand?

Char. It shall;

Only reserv’d, you claim no interest

In any of our towns of garrison.

York. Then swear allegiance to his majesty.

As thou art knight, never to disobey
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England,—
Thou, nor thy uobles, to the crown of England.
[Charles and the rest give tokens of fealig.

So, now dismiss your army when ye please;

Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be still,

For here we entertain a solemn peace.
[Ejceunf.

Scene V.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, in conference with
Suffolk; Gloster and Exeter following.

K. Hen. Your wondrous rare description,

noble earl,
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Of beauteous Margaret hath astomsb’d lue:

Her virtues, graced with extetnal gifts,

Bo breed iove’s settled passions in my heart:

And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts

Provokes the mightiest hulk against the fide.

So am I dnvea, by breath of her renown,
Ether to suffer shipwreck or arrive

Where I may have fruition of her love, [tale

Suf, Tush, my good lord,—this superficial

Is but a preface of her worthy praise:

The chief perfections of that lovely dame,

—

Had I sufficient skil to utter them,

—

Would make a volume of enticing lines.

Able to ravish any dull conceit:

And, which is more, she is not so divine.

So fuH-replete with choice of all delights.

But, with as humble lowimess of mind.
She IS content to be at your command;

_

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents,

To love and honour Henry as her lord.

K. Ben. And otherwise will Henry ne’er pre-

sume.
Therefore, my lord protector, give consent
That Margaret may be England’s royal queen.

Glo. So should I give consent to flatter sm.
You know, my lord, your highness is betroth’d

Unto another lady of esteem: [tract,

How shall we, then, dispense with that con-
And not deface your honour with reproach?

Siff. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths;

Or one that, at a triumph having vow’d
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists

By reason of Ms adversary’s odds:
A poor earl’s daughter is unequal odds,
And therefore may be broke without offence.

Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more
than that?

Her father is no better than an earl.

Although in glorious titles he excel.

Yes, my lord, her father is a king,

The King of Naples and Jerusalem;
And of such great authority in France
As his alliance will confirm our peace,
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance.

Glo. And so the Earl of Armagnac may do.
Because he is near kinsman unto Charles.
Exe. Beside, Ms wealth doth warrant a

liberal dower;
While Reigmer sooner will receive than give.

Suf. A dower, my lords! disgrace not so
your Mng,

That he should be so abject, base, and poor,
To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love.

Henry is able to enrich Ms queen.
And not to seek a queen to make him rich:

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives,
As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse.
Marriage is a matter of more worth
Than to be dealt in by attomeysMp;

j

I
Not whom we will, but whom Ms grace affects

1 Must be companion of Ms nuptial bed:
*

; And therefore, lords, since he affects her most,
‘ It most of all these reasons bindeth us
i In our opimons she should be preferr’d.

j

For what is wedlock forced but a hell,

I An age of discord and continual strife?

Whereas the contrary bringeth bhss,
' And is a pattern of celestiM peace.
Whom should we match with Henry, being a

king,

But Margaret, that is daughter to a king?
Her peerless feature, joined with her birth,

Approves her fit for none but for a king:
Her valient courage and undaunted spirit,

—

More than in women commonly is seen,

—

Will answer our hope in issue of a king;
For Henry, son unto a conqueror,
Is likely to beget more conquerors,
If with a lady of so high resolve
As is fair Margaret he be link’d in love, [me
Then yield, my lords; and here conclude with
That Margaret shall be queen, and none but

she.
K. Ben. Whether it be through force of your

report,

My noble Lord of Suffolk, or for that
My tender youth was never yet attaint

With any passion of inflaming love,

I cannot tell; but tMs I am assur’d,

I feel such sharp dissension in my breast,

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear,

As I am sick with working of my thoughts.
Take therefore shipping; post, my lord, to

France;
Agree to any covenants; and procure
That Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come
To cross the seas to England, and be crown’d
Bong Henry’s faithful and anointed queen:
For your expenses and sufficient charge.
Among the people gather up a tenth.

Be gone, I say; for, till you do return,
I rest perplexed with a thousand cares.

—

And you, good uncle, banish all offence:
H you do censure me by what you were.
Not what you are, I know it wili' excuse
TMs sudden execution of my will.

And so, conduct me where, from company,
I may revolve and ruminate my grief. [Exit

Glo. Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and
last. [Exeunt GtosTER and Exeter.

Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd; and thus
he goes,

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece,
With hope to find the like event in love,
But prosper better than the Trojan did.
Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king;
But I will rule both her, the king, and realm.

[Exit.
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Scene,

—

Dispersedly in various parts of England.

ACT I. Suf. As by your high imperial majesty

« T T 4 ...
^ jm charge at my depart for France,

Scene I. London. A Room of State in the
procurator to your excellence,

Castle. iq marry Princess Margaret for your grace;

Flourish of trumpets: then hautboys. Enter, So, in the famous ancient city Tours,—
on one side, King Henry, Duke of In presence of the Kings of France and Sicil,

Gloster, Salisbury, Warwick, and The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne, and

Cardinal Beaufort; on the other. Queen Alenpon,

Margaret, led in by Suffolk; York, Seven earls, twelve barons, and twenty rev-

SOMERSET, Buckingham, and others, erend bishops,

following^ ^ perform’d my task, and was espous’d:
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Aad humbly now, upon my beaded knee,

In sight of England and her lordly peers,

Deliver np my title m the queen -stance

To your most gracious hands, that are the sub-

Of that great shadow I did represent;

The happiest gift that ever marquis gave.

The fairest queen that ever king receiv’d.

K. Hen, Suffolk, anse.—Welcome, Queen
Margaret:

I can express no kinder sign of love [life,

Than this kind kiss—O Lord, that lends me
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness!

For thou hast given me, m this beauteous face,

A woiid of earthly blessings to my soul.

If sympathy of love unite our thoughts.

Q. Mar, Great King of England, and my
gracious lord,

—

The mutual conference that my mind hath had,

By day, by mght, waking and in my dreams,

In courtly company or at my beads,

With you, mine alder-liefest sovereign,

Makes me the bolder to salute my king

With ruder terms, such as my wit affords

And over-joy of heart doth minister, ^speech,

K. Hen, Her sight did ravish; but her grace in

Her words y-clad with wisdom’s majesty,

Makes me from wondering fall to weeping joys;

Such is the fulness of my heart’s content.

—

Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my
love.

Alt, [Kneeling.l Long live Queen Margaret,

England’s happiness!

<?. Mar. We thank you ail. [Flourish,

Suf, My lord protector, so it please your grace.

Here are the articles of contracted peace

Between our sovereign and the French Kmg
Charles,

For eighteen months concluded by consent.

Glo, [/?eizds.l Imprimis, It is agreed between

The French King Charles and William De-la-

Foole, Marquess of Suffolk, ambassador for

Henry Kmg of England, that the said Henry
espouse the Lady Margaret, daughter unto

ReignieT Kmg of Naples, SicSta, and Jerusalem;

and crown her Queen of England ere the thir-

tieth of May next ensuing,—Item,—That the

duchy of Anjou and the county ofMaine shall be

released and delivered to the kmg her father,

—

K, Hen, Uncle, how now!
Gh, Pardon me, gracious lord;

Some sudden quadm hath struckme pt the heart.

And dimm’d mine eyes, that I can read no
further.

K, Hen. Uncle of Winchester, I pray read on.

Car. [i?ecds.] Item,—It is further agreed be-

tween them that the duchies of Anjou and Maine
shall be released and delivered over to the lung
her father; and she sent over of the King of
England's own proper cost and charges, without
having any dowry.
• EL Hen. They please us well.—Lord mar-

quess, kneel down;
We here create thee the irst Duke of Suffolk,

And girt thee with the sword.—Cousin of York,
We here discharge your grace from being regent
F the parts of France, till term of eighteen

months
Be fidl expir’d.—Thanks, uncle Winchester,
Gloster, York, Buckingham, Somerset,
Salisbury, and Warwick;

We thank you all for this great favour done,
In entertainment to my pnncely queen.

:
Come, let us in, and with ail speed provide
To see her coronation be perform’d.

[Exeunt EIing, Queen, and Suffolk.
Glo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the

state.

To you Duke Humphreymust unloadMs grief,

—

Your gnef, the common grief of all the land.
What! did my brother Henry spend his youth,
His valour, coin, and people in the wars?
Did he so often lodge m open field,

In winter’s cold and summer’s parching heat,
To conquer France, his true mhentance?
And did my brother Bedford toil his wits
To keep by pohcy what Henry got’

Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham,
Brave York, Sahsbury, and victonous Warwick,
Receiv’d deep scars in France and Normandy?
Or hath mine uncle Beaufort and myself.
With all the learned council of the realm,
Studied so long, sat in the council-house
Early and late, debating to and fro [awe
How France and Frenchmen might be kept m
And hath his highness in his infancy
Been crown’d in Pans, in despite of foes?
And shall these labours and these honours die?
Shall Henry’s conquest, Bedford’s vigilance.

Your deeds of war, and all our counsel die?

0 peers of England, shameful is this league!
Fatal tMs mamage! cancelling your fame,
Blotting your names from books of memory,
Razing the characters of your renown.
Defacing monuments of conquer’d France,
Undoing all, as all had never been!

Car. Nephew, what means tMs passionate
discourse,

TMs peroration with such circumstance?
For France, ’tis ours, and we will keep it still.

Glo, Ay, uncle, we wiU keep it if we can;
But now it is impossible we should:
Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast
Hath given the duchy of Anjou and Maine
Unto the poor Kmg Reignier, whose large style
Agrees not with the leanness of Ms purse.

Sal. Now, by the death of Him that died for
ail,

These counties were the keys of Normandy:

—

But wherefore weeps Warwick, my vahant son!
Far. For gnef that they are past recovery:

For were there hope to conquer them again
My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes

no tears.

Anjou and Maine! myself did win them both;
These provinces these arms of mine did con-

quer
And are the cities that I got with wounds
Dehver’d up again with peaceful words?
Mort Dieu! [cate

York. For Suffolk’s duke, may he be suffo-
That dims the honour of this warlike isle!

France should have tom and rent my very heart
Before I would have yielded to tMs league.
1 never read but England’s kings have had
Large sums of gold and dowries with their wives;
And our King Henry gives away Ms own.
To match with her that brings no vantages.

Glo, A proper jest, and never heard before,
That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth

For costs and charges in transporting her!
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She should have stay’d in France, and starv’d

m France,

Before— [hot:

Car. My lord of Gloster, now you grow too

It was the pleasure of my lord the kmg.
Glo. My Lord of Winchester, I know your

mind;
’Tis not my speeches that you do mislike.

But 'us my presence that doth trouble ye.

Rancour out: proud prelate, m thy face

I see thy fury: if I longer stay

We shah begin our ancient bickerings.

—

lAjrdmgs, farewell; and say, when I am gone,

I prophesied France will be lost ere long.

\Exit,

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage.

’Tis known to you he is mine enemy;
Nay, more, an enemy unto you ah,

And no great friend, I fear me, to the king.

Consider, lords, he is the next of blood.

And heir-apparent to the English crown:

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage,

And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west,

There’s reason he should be displeas’d at it.

Look to it, lords; let not his smoothing words
Bewitch your hearts; be wise and circumspect.

What though the common people favour him.

Calling him

—

Humphrey^ 'the good Duke of
Gloster; (voice,

Clapping their hands, and crying with loud

Jesu maintain your royal excellence!

With God preserve the good Duke Humphrey!
I fear me, lords, for all this flattenng gloss.

He will be found a dangerous protector.

Buck. Why should he then protect our sover-

eign,

He being of age to govern of himself?

—

Cousin of Somerset, join you with me.
And altogether, with the Duke of Suffolk,

We’ll quickly hoise Duke Humphrey from his

seat. [delay;

Car. This weighty business will not brook
m to the Duke of Suffolk presently. [Exit.

Som. Cousin of Buckingham, though Hum-
phrey’s pride

And greatness of his place be grief to us,

Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal:

His insolence is more intolerable

Than all the princes in the land beside:

If Gloster be displac’d, he’ll be protector.
'

Buck. Or thou or I, Somerset, will be pro-

tector.

Despite Duke Humphrey or the cardinal.

{Exeunt Buckingham and Somerset.
Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows

him.
Whiles these do labour for their own prefer-

ment.
Behoves it us to labour for the realm.
I never saw but Humphrey Duke of Gloster
Did bear him like a noble gentleman.
Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal,

—

More like a soldier than a man 0’ the church,
As stout and proud as he were lord of all,

—

Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself
Unlike the ruler of a commonweal.

—

Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age!
Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy housekeep-

„ m,
Hath won the greatest favour of the commons,

Excepting none but good Duke Humphrey:—
And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland,
In bringmg them to civil discipline;
Thy late exploits done in the heart of France,
When thou wert regent for our sovereign.
Have made thee fear’d and honour’d of the

people:

—

Join we together for the public good
In what we can, to bridle and suppress
The pride of Suffolk and the cardmal,
With Somerset’s and Buckingham’s ambition;
And, as we may, cherish Duke Humphrey’s

deeds
While they do tend the profit of the land.

War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the
land

And common profit of his country
! [cause,

York. And so says York, for he hath greatest
Sal. Then let’s make haste away and look

unto the mam. [lost,

—

War. Unto the main! O father, Marne is

That Mam which by mam force Warwick did
"win, . [last!

And would have kept so long as breath did
Mam chance, father, you meant; but I meant

Maine,

—

Which I will win from France, or else be slain.

[Exeunt Warwick and Salisbury.
York. Anjou and Maine are given to the

French;
Paris is lost; the state of Normandy
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone:
Suffolk concluded on the articles;

The peers agreed; and Henry was well pleas’d
To change two dukedoms for a duke’s fair

daughter.
I cannot blame them all^: what is ’t to them?
’Tis thine they give away, and not their own.
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their

pillage,

And purchase friends, and give to courtezans.
Still revelhng like lords till all be gone;
While as the silly owner of the goods
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapless hands,
And shakes his head, andtremblmg stands aloof,

While all is shar’d, and all is borne away,
Ready to starve, and dare not touch his own:
So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tongue,

While his own lands are bargain’d for and sold.

Methinks the realms of England, France, and
Ireland

Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood
As did the fatal brand of Althaea burn’d
Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon.
Anjou and Maine both given unto the French!
Cold news for me, for I had hope of France,
Even as I have of fertile England’s soil.

A day will come when York shall claim his own;
And therefore I will take the Nevils’ parts,

And make a show of love to proud Duke
Humphrey,

And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown.

For that’s the golden mark I seek to hit:

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right,

Nor hold the sceptre in his childish fist,

Nor wear the diadem upon his head.
Whose church-hke humours fit not for a crown.

Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve:

Watch thou and wake, when others be asleep,

To pry into the secrets of the state;
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Til Henry, surfeiting in joys of love

With. Ms new hnde and England’s dear-bought
queen.

And Humphrey with the peers be fal’n at jars

Then wiU I raise aloft the milic-white rose,

Withwhose sweetsmelltheairshallbe perfum’d;
And in my standard bear the arms of York,

To grapple mth the house of Lancaster;

And, forte perforce, I’fl make Mm yield the

crown.
Whose bookish role hath pull’d fair England

down. t-Snf.

Scene II.

—

London. A Boom in the Duke
OF Oldster’s House.

Enter Gloster and the Duchess.

IMch. Why droops my lord, like over -ripen’d

com
Hanging the head at Ceres’ plenteous load?

Why doth the great Duke Humphrey kmt his

brows,

As frowmng at the favours of the world?

Why are thine eyes fir’d to the sullen earth,

Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight?

What see’st thou there? King Henry’s diadem.

Enchas’d with all the honours of the world?

H so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face

Until thy head be circled with the same.
]^t forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold:

—

What, is ’t too short? I'll lengthen it with mine;
And, having both together heav’d it up,

We'll both together lift our heads to heaven;
And never more abase our sight so low
As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground.

Glo. 0 Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love

thy lord,

Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts!

And may that thought, when I imagine ill

Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry,
Be my last breathing in this mortal world!

My troublous dream this night doth make me
sad.

Huch. What dream’d my lord? tell me, and
I’ll requite it

With sweet rehearsal of my morning’s dream.
Gh, Methoughtthis staf, mine office-badge

in court.

Was broke in twain; by whom I have forgot.

But, as I think, it was by the cardinal;

And on the pieces of the broken wand
Were plac’d the heads of Edmund Duke of

Somerset,
And William-De-la-Poole, first Duke of Suffolk.

This was my dream; what it doth bode God
knows.

Huch. Tut, this was nothing but an argument
That he that breaks a stick of Gloster’s grove
Shall lose his head for Ms presumption.
But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke:
Methought I sat in seat of m&jesty
In the cathedral church of Westminster,
And in that chair where kings and queens are

crown’d;
WhereHenryandDameMargaretkneel’dtome,
And onmy head did set the diadem. [rf^t:
Gb. Nay, Eleanor, then must I cMde out-

Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtur’d Eleanor!
Art thou not second woman in the realm,
And the protector’s wife, belov’d of him?

i

Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command,
Above the reach or compass of thy thought?
And wilt thou still be hammering treachery,
To tumble down thy husband and thyself
From top of honour to disgrace’s feet?
Away from me, and let me hear no morel
Guch. What, what, my lord! are you so

choienc
With Eleanor for telling but her dream?
Next time I’ll keep my dreams unto myself,
And not be check’d,

Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas’d again.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord protector, ’tis Ms highness’
pleasure

You do prepare to ride unto Saint Albans,
Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk.

Glo. I go.—Come, Nell,—thou wilt ride with
us? [sently.

Duck. Yes, my good lord, I’ll follow pre-
[Exeunt Gloster and Messenger.

Follow I must; I cannot go before

While Gloster bears this base and humble mind.
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood,

I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks.

And smooth my way upon their headless necks:
And, being a woman, I will not be slack

To play my part in fortune’s pageant.

—

Where are you there. Sir John? nay, fear not,

man,
We axe alone; here’s none but thee and I.

Enter Hume.

Hume. Jesus preserve your royal majesty!
Duck. What say’st thou? majesty! I am but

grace. [advice,

Hume. But, by the grace of God and Hume’s
Your grace’s title shall be multiplied.

Duck. What say’st thou, man? hast thou as
yet conterr’d

With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch,
With Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer?
And will they undertake to do me good?
Hume, TMs they have promised,—to show

your highness
A spirit rais’d from depth of under-ground.
That shall make answer to such questions
As by your grace shall be propounded Mm.
Duck. It is enough; I’ll think upon the

questions:

When from Saint Albans we do make return
We’U see these things effected to the full.

Here, Hume, take tMs reward; make merry,
man,

With thy confederates in this weighty cause.

[Exii.

Hume, Hume must make merry with the
duchess’ gold;

Many, and shall. But, how now, Sir John
Humel

Seal np your lips, and give no words but mum:
The business asketh sdlent secrecy.
Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch:
Gold oannot come amiss were she a devil.

Yet have I gold flics from another coast:

—

I dare not say from the rich cardinal,
And from the great and new-made Duke of

Suffolk;

Yet 1 do find it so: for, to be plain,
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They, taowiag Dame Eleanor’^s aspiring hum-
our,

Have hired me to undermme the duchess,

And buzz these conjurations in her brain.

They say,—A crafty knave does need no broker;

Yet am I Suffolk and the cardmal’s broker.

Hume, if you take not heed, you shah go near

To cadi them both a pair of crafty knaves.

Well, so it stands; and thus, I fear, at last

Hume^s knavery will be the duchess’ wreck,

And her attainture will be Humphrey’s fall:

Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all.

[Exit

Scene III.

—

Londoit. A Room m the Palace.

Enter Peter and other Petitioners.

1 Pet. My masters, let’s stand close; my
lord 'protector will come this way by and by,

and tiien we may deliver our suppUcations in

the quill.

2 Pei. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he’s

a good man! Jesu bless him!
1 Pet Here ’a comes, methinks, and the

queen with him. I’ll be the first, sure.

Enter Suffolk and Queen Margaret.
3 Pet Come back, fool; this is the Duke of

Suffolk, and not my lord protector.

Suf. How now, fellow 1 wouldst anything
with me?

I Pet 1 pray, my lord, pardon me; I took
ye for my lord protector.

0. Mar. [Glancing at the sufierscriptions,] To
mg Lord Protector! Are your supphcatons to

his lordship? Let me see themi—what is thine?

1 Pet Mine is, an’t please your grace, against

John Goodman, ray lord cardinal’s man, for

keeping my house, and lands, and wife and all,

from me.
Suf. Thy wife too! that is some wrong in-

deed.—What’s yours?—^What’s here
» [i?eads.]

Against the Duke of Suffolk^ for enclosing the
commons of Melford .—How now, sir knave!

2 Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of
our whole township.

Peter. [Presenting his petition.] Against my
master, Thomas Homer, for saying that the
Duke of York was rightful heir to the crown.

Q. Mau What say’st thou? did the Duke of
York say he was rightful heir to the crown?

Peter. That my master was? no, forsooth;
my master said that he was; and that the kmg
was an usurper.

Suf. Who is there? [Enter Servants.]—Take
this fellow in, and send for his master wiffi a
pursuivant presently:—we’ll hear more of your
matter before the kmg.

[Exeunt Servants with Peter.
Q. Mar. And as for you, that love to be pro-

tected
Under the wings of our protector’s grace,
Begin your suits anew, and sue to h^.

[Jeers the petitions.

Away, base culHons!—Suffolk, let them go.

All. Come, let’s be gone.
[Exeunt Petitioners.

Q. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, say, is this the
guise,

Is this the fashion in the court of England?
Is this the government of Britain’s isle,

SOS

And this the royalty of Albion’s Mng?
What, shall King Henry be a pupil still.

Under the surly Gloster’s governance?
Am I a queen in title and in style,
And mu^ be made a subject to a duke?
I tell thee, Poole, when in the aty Tours
Thou rann’st a tilt m honour of my love.
And stol’st away the ladies’ hearts of Prance,
I thought King Henry had resembled thee
In courage, courtship, and proportion:
But all his mind is bent on holiness.
To number Ave-Maries on his beads:
His champions are, the prophets and apostles;
His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ;
His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves
Are brazen images of canoniz’d saints.
I would the college of the cardinals
Would choose bum pope, and carry to

Rome,
And set the triple crown upon his head;

—

That were a state fit for his holmess.
Suf. Madam, be patient: as I was cause

Your highness qame to England, so will I
In England work your grace’s full content.

Q. Mar. Beside the haughty protector, have
we Beaufort [ham.

The imperious churchman, Somerset, Buckmg-
And grumbling York; and not the least of these
But can do more m England than the king.

Suf. And he of these that can do most of all

Cannot do more in England than the Nevils:
Sahsbury and Warwick are no simple peers.

Q. Mar. Not all these lords do vex me half

so much
As that proud dame, the lord protector’s wife.
She sweeps it through the court with troops of

ladies, (wife:

More hke an empress than Duke Humphrey’s
Strangers m court do take her for the queen:
She bears a duke’s revenues on her back,
And in her heart she scorns our poverty:
Shall I not live to be aveng’d on her?
Contemptuous base-born callet as she is,

She vaunted ’mongst her minions t’ other day
The very train of her worst wearing gown
Was better worth than all my father’^ lands.
Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter.

Suf. Madam, myself have lim’d a bush for

her.

And plac’d a quire of such enticing birds
That she will hght to listen to the lays,

And never mount to trouble you again.

So, let her rest: and, madam, list to me;
For I am bold to counsel you m this.

Although we fancy not the cardinal.

Yet must we join with him and with the lords,

Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in dis-

grace.

As for the Duke of York,—^this late complaint
Will make but little for his benefit.

So, one by one, we’U weed them all at last,

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm.

Enter King Henry, York, and Somerset;
Duke and Duchess op Gloster, Car-
dinal Beaufort, Buckingham, Salis-
bury, and Warwick.

K.Hen. For my part, noble lords, I care

not which;
Or Somerset or York, all’s one to me.
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York, B York lm¥e lil demean’d himself m
France,

Then let him be denay’d the regentship.

Som. If Somerset be unworthy of the place,

Let York be regent; I will yield to him. !no,

War. Whether your grace be worthy, yea or

Dispute not that: York is the worthier.

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters

speak.

War. The cardinal’s not my better in the

field.

Buck. AH in this presence are thy betters,

Warwick.
War. Warwick may live to be the best of all.

Sal. Peace, son!—and show some reason,

Buckingham,
Why Somerset should be preferr’d m this.

Q. Mar. Because the kmg, forsooth, will

have it so.

Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself

To give his censure: feese are no women’s
matters, [grace

Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your

To be protector of his excellence?

Glo. Madam, I am protector of the realm;

And, at his pleasure, will resign my place.

Suf. Resign it then, and leave thine insolence.

Since thou wert king,—as who is kmg but

thou?—
The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck;

The Dauphin hath prevail’d beyond the seas.

And all the peers and nobles of the realm
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty.

Car. The commons hast thou rack’d; the

clergy’s bags
Are lank and lean with thy extortions.

Som. Thy sumptuous buildings and thy wife’s
attire

Have cost a mass of public treasury.

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution

Upon offenders hath exceeded law
And left thee to the mercy of the law.

Q. Mar. Thy sale of offices and towns in

France,

—

If they were known, as the suspect is great,

—

Would make thee quickly hop without thy
head.

[Fxif Gloster. The Queen drc^s
her fan.

Give me my fan: what, minion! can you not?
[GiVcs the Duchess a box on the ear.

I cry you mercy, madam; was it you?
Duck. Was’t I? yea, it was, proud French-

woman:
Could I come near your beauty with my nails,

Fd set my ten commandments in your face.

K. Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet; ’twas against
her will. [m time;

Duck. Against her will! good king, look to’t

She’ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a
baby;

Though in this place most master wear no
breeches.

She shall not strike Dame Eleanor unreveng’d.
[Exit.

Buck. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor,
And listen after Humphrey, how he procee'ds:
She’s tickled now; her fume needs no spurs.
She’ll gallop fast enough to her destruction.

[Exit.

Re-enter Gloster.

Glo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown
With walkmg once about the quadrangle,
I come to talk of commonwealth affairs.

As for your spiteful false objections,

Prove them, and I he open to the law:
But God m mercy so deal with my soul

As I m duty love my king and country!
But to the matter that we have m hand:

—

I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man
To be your regent m the realm of France.

Suf. Before we make election, give me leave
To show some reason, of no little force,

That York is most unmeet of any man. [meet:
York. I’ll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am un-

First, for I cannot flatter thee in pnde;
Next, if I be appointed for the place,

My Lord of Somerset will keep me here,
Without discharge, money, or furmture,
Till France be won into the Dauphin’s hands:
Last tune, I danc’d attendance on his will

Till Paris was besieg’d, famish’d, and lost.

War, That can I witness, and a fouler fact
Did never traitor m the land commit.

Su/. Peace, headstrong Warwick! [peace?
War. Image of pnde, why should I hold my
Enter Servants of Suffolk, bringing in

Horner and Peter.

Suf. Because here is amanjaccus’d oftreason

:

Pray God the Duke of York excuse himself!
York. Doth any one accuse York for a traitor?

K. Hen. What mean’st thou, Suffolk? tell

me, what are these?

Suf. Please it your majesty, this is the man
That doth accuse his master of high treason*
His words were these,—that Richard Duke of

York
Was rightful heir unto the English crown,
And that your majesty was an usurper.
K. Hen. Say, man, weie these thy words?
Hot. An’t shall please your majesty, I never

said nor thought any such matter: God is my
witness, I am falsely accused by the villain.

P?f. By these ten bones, my lords [holding
up his hands,] he did speak them to me in the
garret one mght, as we were scouring my Lord
of York’s armour.

York. Base dunghill villain and mechanical,
I’ll have thy head for this thy traitor’s speech.

—

I do beseech your royal majesty,
Let him have all the rigour of the law.
Hor. Alas, my lord, hang me if ever I spake

the words. My accuser is my prentice; and
when I did correct him for his fault the other
day, he did vow upon Ms knees he would be
even with me: I have good witness of this;

therefore I beseech your majesty, do not cast
away an honest man for a villain’s accusation.
K. Hen. Uncle, what shall we say to tMs in

law?
Glo. This doom, my lord, if I may judge;

Let Somerset be regent o’er the French,
Because in York this breeds suspicion;
And let these have a day appointed them
For single combat in convenient place,

For he hath witness of Ms servant’s malice:

TMs IS the law, and tMs Duke Humphrey’s
doom.
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K.Een. Tlien be it so*—-My lord of
Somerset,

We make your grace regent over the French.

Som. I humbly thank your royal majesty.

Hot. And I accept the combat willingly.

Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight; for God’s
sake, pity my case! the spite of man prevaileth

against me. O Lord, have mercy upon me!
I shall never be able to fight a blow: O Lord,

my heart! [bang’d.

Glo. Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be
K. Hen. Away with them to prison; and the

day [month.

—

Of combat shall be the last of the next

Come, Somerset, we’ll see thee sent away.
[Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene IV.—The same. The Dubie of
Gloster’s Garden.

Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, South-
well, and Bolingbroke.

Hume. Come, my masters; the duchess, I

tell you, expects performance of your promises.

Boling. Master Hume, we are therefore pro-

vided: will her ladyship behold and hear our
exorcisms?
Hume. Ay, what else? fear you not her

courage.
Boling. I have heard her reported to be a

woman of an invincible spirit: but it shall be
convenient, Master Hume, that you be by her

aloft, wliiie we be busy below; and so, I pray

you, go in God’s name, and leave us. [Exit

Hume.] Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate,

and grovel on the earth,—John Southwell, read
you;—and let us to our work.

Enter Duchess above, and presently Hume.

Duch. Well said, my masters; and welcome
aU.

To this gear,—the sooner the better.

Boling. Patience, good lady; wizards know
their times:

Deep night, dark night, the silent of the mi^t,
The time of night when Troy was set on fire;

The time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs
howl,

And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their

graves,—
That time best fits the work we have in hand.
Madam, sit you, and fear not: whom we raise

We will make fast within a hallow’d verge.

[Here they perform the ceremonies appertain-

ing, and make the circle; Bolingbroke
or Southwell reads, “Conjuro te,” &c.

It thunders and lightens terribly; then

the Spint riseth.

Spir. Adsum.
M. Jourd. Asmath.

By the eternal God, whose name and power
Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask;
For, tiU thou speak, thou shalt not pass from

hence- [and done!
Spir. Ask what thou wilt: that I had said
Boling. First of the king- what shall of him

become? [Reading out of a paper.
Spir. The duke yet lives that Henry shall

depose;
But him outlive, and die a violent death.

[As the Spirit ^aks, SOUXHWELL
writes the answers.

Boling. Whatfates await (he Duke of SuffoM
Spir. By water shall he die and take his end,
Boling. What shall befall the Duke of Somer-

set?

Spir. Let him shun castles;
Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains
Than where castles mounted stand.

—

Have done, for more I hardly can endure.
Boling. Descend to darkness and the burn-

ing lakwe!
False fiend, avoid!

[Thunder and lightning, Spirit descends.

Enter York and Buckingham hastily, with
their Guards and others.

York. Lay hands upon these traitors and
their trash.

—

Beldam, I think we watch’d you at an inch.

—

What, madam, are you there? the king and
commonweal

Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains:
My lord protedtor will, I doubt it not,
See you well guerdon’d for these good deserts.
Duch. Not half so bad as thine to England’s

king,

Injurious duke, that threatest where’s no
cause.

Buck. True, madam, none at all:—what call

you this? [Showing her the papers.
Away with them! let them be clapp’d up close,

And kept asunder.—You, madam, shall with
us.

—

Stafford, take her to thee.

—

We’ll see your trinkets here all forthcoming.

—

All, away!
[Exeunt, above, DuCHESS and Hume,

guarded, below. South., Bolin.,
&c., guarded.

York. Lord Buckingham, methinks you
watch’d her well:

A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon!
Now, pray, my lord, let’s see the devil’s writ.

What have we here? [ifearis.

The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose.
But him outlive, and die a violent death.
Why, this is just,

Aio, te, jEacida, Romanos virwere posse.
Well, to the rest:

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk?
By water shall he die and take his end.

—

What shall betide the Duke of Somerset?
Let him shun castles;

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains

Than where castles mounted stand.

Come, come, my lords;

These oracles are hardly attain’d,

And hardly understood. [Albans,

The king is now in process toward Saint

With him the husband of this lovely lady:

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can
carry them,

—

A sorry breakfast for my lord protector.

Buck Your grace shall give me leave, my
Lord of York,

To be the post, in hope of his reward.
York. At your pleasure, my good lord.—

Who’s within there, ho!
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Enter a Servant.

Ittfite my Lords of SaEsbtiry and Warwick
To sap witli me to-morxow night.—Awayi

[Erxunt

ACT n.

ScEFE L—Satnt Albans.

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret,
Owsrm, Cardinal, and Suffolk, mth
Falconers hoUamg.

Q. Mar. Believe me, lords, for flying at the

brook,

I saw not better sport these seven years’ day:

Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high;

And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out.

K. Ben. But what a point, my lord, your
falcon made.

And what a pitch she flew above the resti

—

To see how God in all his creatures works!
Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high.

Suf. No marvel, an it like your majesty,

My brd protector’s hawks do tower so well;

They know their master loves to be aloft,

And bears his thoughts above his falcon’s pitch.

Glo. My lord, ’tis but a base i^oble mmd
That mounts no higher than a bird can soar.

Car. I thought as much; he would be above
the clouds. [that?

Gh. Ay, my lord cardinal ,—bow think you by
Were it not good your grace could fly to heaven?

AT. Ben. The treasury of everlastmg joyl

Car. Thy heaven is on earth; thine eyes and
thoughts

Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart;

Pernicious protector, dangerous peer, [weall

That smooth’st it so with king and common-
Gio. What, cardinal, is your priesthood

grown peremptory?
Tantame am'mis aeksiibus iras? [malice

Churchmen so hot? good uncle, hide such
With such holiness can you do it? [comes

Suf. No malice, sir; no more than well be-
So good a quarrel and so bad a peer.

Glo. As who, my lord?

Suf. Why, as you, my lord,

An't like jrour lordly lord-protectorship.

Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine
insolence.

Q. Mar. And thy ambition, Gloster.

K. Hen. I pr’ythee, peace,
Good queen, and whet not on these funous

peers;

For blessed are the peacemakers on earth.

Car. Let me be blessed for the peace I make.
Against this proud protector, with my sword!

Glo. Faith, holy imcle, would ’twere come
to that’ [Aside to Car.

Car. Many, when thou dar’st.

[Aside to Glo.
Glo. Make up no factious numbers for the

matter;
In thine own person answer thy abuse.

[Aside to Car.
Car. Ay, where thou dar’st not peep: an if

thou dar’st,

This evening on the east side of the grove.
[Aside to Glo.

K. Ben. How now, my lords!

Car. Beheve me, cousin Gloster,
Had not yourm^ put up the fowl so suddcidy,
We had had more sport—Come with thy two-

hand sword. [Aside to Glo.
Glo. True, imcle.

Car, Are ye advis’d?-—the east side of the
grove? [Aside to Glo.

Glo. Cardinal, 1 am with you.

[Aside to Car.
K. Hen. Why, how now, uncle Gloster!
Glo. Talking of hawking; nothing else, my

lord.

—

Now, by God’s mother, priest, I’ll shave your
crown for this.

Or ail my fence shall fail. [Aside to Car.
Car. Mediae ieipsum;

Protector, see to’t well, protect yourself.

[Aside to Glo.
Jt. Hen. The winds grow high; so do your

stomachs, lords.

How irksome is this music to my heart!
When such strings jar, what hope of harmony!
I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife.

Enter a Townsman of Saint Albans, crying
“A Miracle!”

Glo. What means this noise?
FeDow, what miracle dost thou proclaim?

Towns. A miracle! a miracle!

Suf. Come to the king, and tell him what
miracle. [shrine,

Towrw. Forsooth, a bUnd man at St. Albans’
Withm this half hour hath receiv’d his sight;

A man that ne’er saw in his hfe before.

K. Hen. Now, God be prais’d that to believ-
mg souls

Gives light m darkness, comfort in despair!

Enter the Mayor of At. Albans and his brethren;
and SiMPCOX, borne between two persons in a
chair, his Wife and a multitudefollowing.

Car. Here come the townsmen on procession
To present your highness with the man.
K. Hen. Great is his comfort in this earthly

vale,

Although by his sight his sin be multiplied.

Glo. Stand by, my masters:—bring him near
the king;

His highness’ pleasure is to talk with him.
K. Hen. Good fellow, tell us here the cir-

cumstance.
That we for thee may glorify the Lord.
What, hast thou been long blind and now re-

stor’d?

Simp. Bom blind, an’t please your grace.

Wife. Ay, indeed, was he.

Suf. What woman is this?

Wife. His wife, an’t like your worship.
Glo, Hadst thou been his mother, thou

couldst have better told.

K. Hen. Where wert thou bom?
Simp. At Berwick in the north, an’t like your

grace.

K. Hen. Poor soul, God’s goodness hath
been great to thee:

Let never day nor night unhallow’d pass,
But still remember what the Lord hath done.
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Q. Mar. Tell me, good fellow, cam’st thou

'

here by chance,

Or of devotion, to this holy shrine? [call’d

Simp. God hnows, of pure devotion, being

A hundred times and oftener, m my sleep,

By good Saint Alban; who said, Simpcox^
come,

—

Come, offer at my shrine, and I will help thee.

Wife, Most true, forsooth; and many time
and oft

Myself have heard a voice to call him so.

Car. What, art thou lame?
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me!
Suf. How cam’st thou so?

Simp. A fall ofi a tree.

Wife. A plum-tree, master,

Glo. How long hast thou been bimd?
Simp. O, bom so, master.

Glo. What, and wouldst climb a tree?

Simp. But that m all my life, when I was a
youth. [very dear.

Wife. Too true; and bought his chmbmg
Glo. Mass, thou lov’dst plums weh that

wouldst venture so. [some damsons,
Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desir’d

And made me chmb, with danger of my hfe.

Glo. A subtle knave! but yet it shall not
serve.— [them:

—

Let me see thine eyes:—wink now;—now open

In my opinion yet thou see’st not well.

Simp. Yes, master, clear as day, I thank
God and Saint Alban.

Glo. Say’ st thou me so? What colour is this

cloak of?

Simp. Red, master; red as blood.

Glo. Why, that’s well said. What colour is

my gown of?

Sunp. Black, forsooth; coal-black as jet.

£. ffen. Why then, thou know’st what
coloui jet is of?

Suf. And yet, I think, jet did he never see.

Gh* But cloaks and gowns, before this day,

a many.
Wife. Never, before this day, in all his life.

Glo. Tell me, sirrah, what’s my name?
Simp, Alas, master, I know not
Glo. What’s his name?
Simp. I know not.

Glo. Nor his?

Simp. No, indeed, master.
Glo. What’s thine own name? [master.

Simp. Sauttder Simpcox, an if it please you,

Glo. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingest

knave in Christendom. If thou hadst been
bom blind, thou mightst as well have known aU
our names as thus to name the several colours

we do wear. Sight may distinguish of colours;

but suddenly to nominate them all, it is im-
possible.—My lords, Saint Alban here hath
done a miracle; and would ye not think his

cunning to be great that could restore this

cripple to his legs again?
Simp. 0 master, that ye could!

Glo. My masters of Saint Albans, hare you
not beadles in your town, and things caiied

whips?
May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace.

Gto. Then send for one presently.

Map. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither

strai^t. [Exit an Attendant.

Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by,
[A stool brought out.] Now, sirrah, if you mean
to save yourself from whippmg, leap me over
this stool and run away. [alone:

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand
You go about to torture me in vain.

Re-enter Attendant, with the Beadle,

Glo. WeU, sir, we must have you find your
legs.—Sirrah beadle, whip Mm till he leap over
that same stool.

Bead. I wMl, my lord.—Come on, sirrah; off

with your doublet quickly.
Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do? I am

not able to stand.

[After the Beadle has hit him once, he leaps
over the stool and runs away; and the
people follow and cry “A Miracle!”

K. Hen. 0 God, seest thou this, and bear’st
so long? [run.

Q. Mar. It made me laugh to see the villain

Glo. Follow the knave, and take tMs drab
away.

Wife, Alas, sir, we did it for pure need.
Glo. Let them be whipped through every

market town, till they come to Berwick, whence
they came. [Exeunt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, &c.

Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle
to-day.

Suf. True; made the lame to leap and fly

away.
Glo. But you have done more miracles than I;

You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly.

Enter Buckingham.

K. Hen. What tidmgs with our cousin Buck-
ingham? [fold.

Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to un-
A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent,

—

Under the countenance and confederacy
Of Lady Eleanor, the protector’s wife,

The rmgleader and head of all tMs rout,

—

Have practis’d dangerously agamst your state.

Dealing with witches and with conjurers:
Whom we have apprehended m the fact;

Raising up wicked spirits from under ground,
Demanding of King Henry’s life and death,
And other of your highness’ privy council,

As more at large your grace shah understand.
Car. And so, my lord protector, by tMs means

Your lady is forthcoming yet at London.
TMs news, I tMnk, hath turn’d your weapon’s

edge;
’Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour.

[Aside to Gloster.
Glo, Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict

my heart:

Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d allmy powers;
And, vanqmsh’d as I am, I yield to thee.

Or to the meanest groom. [wicked ones,

K. Hen. 0 God, what miscMefs work the
Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby!

Q. Mar. Gloster, see here the tainture of thy

nest;

And look thyself he faultless, thou wert best.

Glo, Madam, for myself to heaven I do
appeal,

How I have lov’d my Mng and commonweal:
And for my wife I know not how it stands:

Sorry I am to hear what I have heard:
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Noble she is; but if she have forgot

Honour and virtue, and convers’d with such

As, like to pitch, defile nobihty,

I bamsh her my bed and company,
And give her, as a prey, to law and shame.
That hath dishonour’d Gloster’s honest name

K. Hen. Weil, for this night we will repose

us here:

To-morrow toward London back again,

To look into this business thoroughly,

And call these foul offenders to their answers;

And poise the cause in justice’ equal scales,

Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause

prevails. [Flovrisk. Exeunt.

Scene IL—London. The Duke of Yorsi’s

Garden.

Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick.

York. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and
Warwick,

Our simple supper ended, give me leave,

In this close wiik, to satisfy myself.

In cravmg your opmion of my title,

Which IS infallible, to England’s crown.

Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full.

War. Sweet York, begin: and if thy claim

be good,

The Nevils are thy subjects to command.
York. Then thus:—

Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons;

The first, Edward the Black Pnnce, Pnnce of

Wales,
The second, William of Hatfield; and the third,

Lionel Duke of Clarence; next to whom
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster;

The fifth was Edmimd Langley, Duke of York;
The sixth was Thomas of Woodstock, Duke of

Gloster;

William of Wmdsor was the seventh and last.

Edward the Black Pnnce died before his father;

And left behind him l^chard, his only son.

Who, after Edward the Third’s death, reign’d

as king.

Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancaster,
The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt,
Crown’d by the name of Henry the Fourth,
Seiz’d on the realm, depos’d the nghtful
Sent his poor queen to France, from whence

she came,
And him to Pomfret,—where, as all you know,
Harmless Richard was murder’d traitorously.

War. Father, the duke hath told the truth;
Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown.

York. Which now they hold by force, and not
by right;

For Richard, the first son’s heir, being dead.
The issue of the next son should have reign’d.

Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an
heir. [from whose hne

York. The third son, Duke of Clarence,

—

I claim the crown,—^had issue Philippe, a
daughter, [March*

Who marned Edmund Mortimer, Earl of
Edmund had issue, Roger Earl of March;
Roger had issue, Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor.

Sal. This Edmund, m the reign of Bohng-
broke,

As I have read, laid claim, unto the crown;
And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king,

Who kept him in captivity till he died.

But, to the rest.

York. His eldest sister, Anne,
My mother, being heir unto the crown,
Marned Richard Earl of Cambridge, who was

son [son.
To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third’s fifth

By her I claim the kingdom* she was heir

To Roger Earl of March, who was the son
Of Edmund Mortimer; who married Philippe,
Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence:
So, if the issue of the elder son
Succeed before the younger, I am king.

War. What plain proceedings is more plain
than this? [Gaunt,

Henry doth claim the crown from John of
The fourth son, York claims it from the third.

Till Lionel’s issue fails, his should not reign:

It fails not yet, but flounshes in thee,

And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock.

—

Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together;
And m this pnvate plot be we the first

That shall salute our nghtful sovereign
With honour of his birthright to the crown.

Both. Long hve our sovereign Richard,
England’s king!

York. We thank you, lords. But I am not
your king [stain’d

Till I be crown’d, and that my sword be
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster;
And that’s not suddenly to be perform’d.
But with advice and silent secrecy.

Do you as 1 do m these dangerous days:
Wii:± at the Duke of Suffolk’s insolence,
At Beaufort’s pride, at Somerset’s ambition.
At Buckingham, and all the crew of them,
Till they have snar’d the shepherd of the flock,

That virtuous prince, the good Duke Hum-
phrey:

’Tis that they seek; and they, in seeking that.

Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy.
Sal. My lord, break we off, we know your

mind at full. [Warwick
War. My heart assures me that the Earl of

Shall one day make the Duke of York a king.
York. And, Nevil, this I do assure myself,

—

Richard shall live to make the Earl of Warwick
The greatest man in England but the king.

{Exeunt.

Scene III.—London. A Hall of Justice.

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Henry,
Queen Margaret, Gloster, York, Suf-
folk, and Salisbury; the Duchess of
Gloster, Margery Jourdain, Soutec-
well, Hume, and Bolingbroke, under
guard.

K. Hen. Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cob-
ham, Gloster’s wife:

In sight of God and us, your guilt is great:
Receive the sentence of the law, for sms
Such as by God’s book are adjudg’d to death.—
You four, from hence to prison hack again;

[To Jourdain, &c.
From thence unto the place of execution:
The witchm Smithfield shall be burn’d to ashes
And you three shall be strangled on the gal-

lows.

—

You, madam, for you are more nobly bom,
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Despoiled of your honour in your life,

Shall, after three days’ open penance done.
Live in your country here, in banishment,
With Sir John Stanley, in the Isle of Man.
Duck. Welcome is banishment; welcome

were my death. (judged thee;
Glo, Eleanor, the law, thou seest, ha&

I cannot justify whom the law condemns.

—

]Exeunt the Duchess and the other
Prisoners, guarded.

Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief.

Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground I~

I beseech your majesty, give me leave to go;

Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease,

K. Hen. Stay, Humphrey Duke of Gloster:
ere thou go,

Give up thy staff; Henry will to himself
Protector be; and God shall be my hope.
My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet:

And go in peace, Humphrey,—no less belov’d
Than when thou wert protector to thy king.

Q. Mar. I see no reason why a king of years
Should be to be protected like a child.

—

God and King Henry govern England’s helm!
Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm.

Glo. My stag! here, noble Henry, is my staff;

As willingly do I the same resign

As ere thy father Henry made it mine;
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it

As others would ambitiously receive it.

Farewell, good king; when I am dead and gone,

May honourable peace attend thy throne!

[Exit

Q. Mar. Why, now is Henry king, and
Margaret queen;

And Humphrey Duke of Gloster scarce himself,

That bears so shrewd a main; two pulls at

once,—
His lady banish’d and a limb lopp’d off;

This staff of honour raught, there let it stand
Where it best fits to be,—in Henry’s hand.

Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs
his sprays;

Thus Eleanor’s pride dies in her youngest days.

York. Lords, let him go.—Please it your
majesty,

This is the day appointed for the combat;
And ready are the appellant and defendant.

The armourer and his man, to enter the lists,

So please your highness to behold the fight.

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord; for purposely
therefore

Left I the court, to see this quarrel tned.

K. Hen. O’ God’s name, see the hsts and aU
things fit:

Here let them end it; and God defend the right!

York. I never saw a fellow worse bested,

Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant.

The servant of this armourer, my lords.

Enter^ on one side, Hortter and his Neighbours,
drinking to him so muck that he is drunk; and
he enters hearing his staf with a sarid-bag

fastened to if, a drum before him; at the other

side, Peter, with a drum and a similar staff;

accompanied by Prentices drinking to him.

1

Neigh. Here, neighbour Homer, I drink
to you in a cup of sack; and fear not, neighbour,
you shall do well enough.

2 Neigh. And here, neighbour, here’s a cup
of chameco.
3 Neigh. And here’s a pot of good double

beer, neighbour; drmk, and fear not your man-
Hor. Let it come, 1’ faith, and I’O pledge you

ail; and a fig for Peter!
1 Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee: and be

not afraid-

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy
master: fight for credit of the prentices.

Peter. I thank you all: dnnk, and pray for
me, I pray you; for I think I have taken my last

draughtm this world.—Here, Robin, an if I die,

I give thee my apron:—and, Will, thou shalt
have my hammer:—and here, Tom, take all the
money that I have.—O Lord bless me, I pray
God! for I am never able to deal withmy master,
he hath learnt so much fence already.

Sal. Come, leave your dnnking, and fall to
blows.—Sirrah, what’s thy name?

Peter. Peter, forsooth.

Sal. Peter! what more?
Peter. Thump.
Sal. Thump ! then see thou thump thy master

well.

Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were
upon my man’s instigation, to prove him a
knave and myself an honest man: and touching
the Duke of York, I wtU take my death, I never
meant him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen:
and therefore, Peter, have at thee with a down-
right blow!

York. Despatch:—this knave’s tongue begins
to double.

—

Sounds, trumpets, alarum to the combatants!
[Alarum. They fight, and Peter strikes

down Horner.
Hor. Hold, Peter, hold! I confess, I confess

treason. )i)ics.

York. Take away his weapon.—Fellow,

thank
God, and the good wine in thy master’s way.

Peter. 0 God, have I overcome mine enemy
m this presence? O Peter, thou hast prevailed

in right! [sight;

K. Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from our
For by his death we do perceive his guilt;

And God in justice hath reveal’d to us
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow,

Which he had thought to have murder’d wrong-
fully.

—

Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward.
[Exeunt.

Scene IV.—London. A Street

Enter Geoster and Servants, in mournmg
cloaks.

Glo. Thus sometimes hath the brighest day
a cloud;

And after summer evermore succeeds

Barren winter, with his wrathful mpping cold;

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet.—

Sirs, what o’clock?

Serv. Ten, my lord.

Glo. Ten in the hour that was appointed me
To watch the coming of my punish’d duchess;

TTneafli may she endure the ffinty streets,

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet.

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook
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T!ie tbiect people gaiing on tby face,

Witb envious looks, kugMng at tby sbame,
That erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels
When thou didst ride in triumph through the

streets.

Bat, soft! I think she comes; and 1*11 prepare

My tcar'-stamM eyes to see her miseries.

Enier the Duchess of Gloster in a white

sheet, With papers pinned iipon her back, her

feet Imre, and a taper burning m her hand;
Sir John Stajcley, <2 Shenff, and OfBcers.

Seri;, So please your grace, we’II take her
from the shenff. [by.

Clo. 2fo, stir not lot your lives; let her pass
Dwch. Come you, my lord, to see my open

shame? [gaze!

Bow thou dost penance too. Look how they
See how the giddy multitude do point, fine!

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on
Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks,

And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame
And ban mine enemies,—both mine and thine!

Glo, Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this grief.

Duch, Ah, Gloster, teachme to forget myself!

For whilst I think I am thy married wife

And thou a prince, protector of tMs land,

Methinks I should not thus be led along,

Mail*d up in shame, with papers on my hack,
And follow’d with a rabble that rejoice

To see my tears and hear my deep-fet groans.

The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet;

And when I start the envious people laugh,

And bid me be advised how I tread.

Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke?
Trow’’st thou that e’er I’ll look upon the world.

Or count them happy that enjoy the sun?
Ho; dark shall be my light and night my day;
To think upon my pomp shall he my hell.

Enter a Herald.

Her, I summon your grace to his majesty’s
Parliament, holden at Bury the first of this
next month. [before!

Glo. And my consent ne’er ask’d herein
This is close dealing.—Well, I will be there,

[Exit Herald.

I
My Nell, I take my leave:—and, master sheriff,

!

Let not her penance exceed the king’s commis*
sion. [mission stays;

Sim. An’t please your grace, here my com-
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now
To take her with him to the Isle of Man. [here?

Glo. Must you, Sir John, protect my lady
Sian. So am I given in charge, may’t please

your grace.

Glo. Entreat her not the worse in that I pray
You use her well: the world may laugh again;

1 And I may live to do you kindness, if

' You do it her: and so, Sir John, farewell.

Duck. "What, gone, my lord, and bid me not
farewelll

Glo. Witnessmy tears, Icannot stay to speak.
[Exeunt Gloster and Servants.

Duck. Art thou gone too? all comfort go
with thee!

For none abides with me; my joy is death,—
Death, at whose name I oft have been afeard.
Because I wish’d this world’s eternity.

—

Stanley, I pr’j^hee go, and take me hence;
I care not whither, for I beg no favour,
Only convey me where thou art commanded.

Sian, Why, madam, that is to the Isle of
Man;

There to be us’d according to your state.

Duch. That’s had enough, for I am but re-
proach,

—

And shall I, then, be us’d leproachfully?
Stan. Like to a duchess and Duke Hum-

Sometime I’ll say, Iam Duke Humphrey’s wife,

And he a prince, and ruler of the land:
Yet so he rul’d, and such a prince he was.
As he stood by whilst I, his forlorn duchess.
Was made a wonder and a pointing-stock

To every idle rascal follower.

But be &0U mild, and blush not at my shame;
Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death
Hang over thee as sure it shortly will;

For Suffolk,—he that can do all in all

With her that hateth thee and hates us all,

—

And York, and impious Beaufort, that false
priest,

phrey’s lady;

According to that state you shall be us’d.
Duch. Sheriff, farewell, and better than I

fare,

—

Although thou hast been conduct of my shame.
Sher. It is my ofiSce; and, madam, pardon me.
Duch. Ay, ay, farewell; thy office is dis-

charg’d.

—

Come, Stanley, shall we go? [this sheet,
Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off

And go we to attire you for our journey.
J>uch, My shame will not be shifted with my

sheet:
Have all lim’d bushes to betray fiiy wings,
And, fly thou how thou canst, they’ll tangle

thee:

But fear not thou, until thy foot be snar’d.

Nor never seek prevention of thy foes, [awry;
Gh. Ah, Nell, forbear! thou aimest all

I must offend before I be attainted:

And had I twenty times so many foes.

And each ofthem had twenty times their power,
AH these could not procure me any scathe,
So long as I am loym, true, and crimeless.

Wouldsthavemerescuetheefromthisreproach?
Why, yet thy scandal were not wip’d away.
But in danger for the breach of law.
Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell:
1 pray thee, sort thy heart to patience;

These few days’ wonder will be quickly worn.

No, it will hang upon my richest robes.
And show itseff, attire me how I can.

Go, lead the way; I long to see my prison.

[Exeunt.

ACT IIL

Scene I. -The Abheu at Bwt^.

Elouxisk, Enter to the Parliafneht King
Henry, Queen Margaret, Cakdinai.
Beaufort, Suffous:, York, Bucking-
ham,’’and others.

K. Hen. I muse my Lord of Gloster is not

come:
Tis not Ms wont to be the hindmost man.
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Wliate^er occasion keeps ium from ns now.

Q. Mar. Can yon not see? or will you not
observe

The strangeness of bis alter’d countenance?

With what a majesty he bears himself;

How insolent of late he is become, [self?

How proud, how peremptory, and unlike him-

Weknowthe time since he was mild and affable;

And if we did but glance a far-off look

Immediately he was upon his knee.

That all the court admir’d him for submission:

But meet him now, and be it in the mom,
When every one will give the time of day,

He knits his brow, and shows an angry eye,

And passeth by with stiff unbowed Jtoee,

Disdaimng duty that to us belongs.

curs are not regarded when they grin;

But great men tremble when the lion roars,

—

And Humphrey is no little man in England.

First note that he is near you m descent;

And should you fall he as the next will mount.

Me seemeth, then, it is no pohcy,

—

Respectmg what a rancorous mind he bears,

And his advantage following your decease,

—

That he should come about your royal person,

Or be adimtted to your highness’ council.

By flattery hath he won the commons’ hearts;

And when he please to make commotion,
’Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him.

Now ’tis the spring, and weeds are shallow-

rooted; [garden,

Suffer them now, and they’ll o’ergrow the

And choke the herbs for want of husbandry.
The reverent care I bear unto my lord

Made me collect these dangers in the duke.

If it be fond, call it a woman’s fear;

Which fear, if better reasons can supplant,

I will subscnbe, and say I wrong’d tihe duke.

My Loru of Suffolk,—Buckingham,—and
York,

—

Reprove my allegation if you can;

Or else conclude my words effectual, [duke;

Suf. Well hath your highness seen into this

And had I first been put to speak my mind,
I think I should have told your grace’s tale.

The duchess, by his subornation,

Upon my life, began her devilish practices:

Or, if he were not privy to those faults,

Yet, by reputing of his high descent,

—

As, next the king, he was successive heir.

And such high vaunts of his nobility,

—

Bid instigate the bedlam brainsick duchess
By wicked means to frame our sovereign’s fall.

Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep;
And in his simple show he harbours treason.

The fox barks not when he would steal the lamb
No, no, my sovereign; Gloster is a man
Unsounded yet, and full of deep deceit.

Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law.
Devise strange deaths for small offences done?

York. And did he not, in his protectorship,

Levy great sums of money through the realm
For soldiers’ pay in France, and never sent it?

By means whereof the towns each day revolted.

Buck. Tut, these are petty faults to faults

unknown, [Humphrey.
Which time will bring to li^t in smooth Duke
K. Hen. My lords, at once:—^the care you

have of us,
To mow down thorns that would annoy our feet.

Is worthy praise: but shall I speak my con-
science?

Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent
From meaning treason to our royal person
As is the sucMng lamb or hannless dove:
The duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given
To dream on evil or to work my downfall.

Q. Mar. Ah, what’s more dangerous than
this fond affiance?

Seems he a dove? his feathers are but borrowM,
For he’s disposed as the hateful raven:
Is he a lamb? his skm is surely lent him,
For he’s mclin’d as is the ravenous wolf.

Who cannot steal a shape that means deceit?

Take heed, my lord; the welfare of us aE
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man.

Enter Somerset.

Som. AU health tmto my gracious sovereigni

K. Hen. Welcome, Lord Somerset. What
news from France?

Som. That all your interest inthose teiiit<mes
Is utterly bereft you; all is lost.

K. Hen. Cold news, Lord Somerset: but
God’s will be done I [Franc®

York. Cold news for me; for I had hope of

As firmly as I hope for fertile England.
Thus axe my blossoms blasted in the bud.
And caterpillars eat my leaves away:
But I will remedy this gear ere long,

Or sell my title for a glorious grave. [isafe.

Enter Gloster.

Glo, All happiness unto my lord the kingl
Pardon, my liege, that I have stay’d so long.

Suf. Kay, Gloster, know that ihou art come
too soon,

Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art:

1 do arrest thee of high treason here. [blush
Glo. Well, Suffolk, thou shalt not see me

Nor change my countenance for this arrest:

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted.
The purest spring is not so free from mud
As 1 am clear from treason to my sovereign:
Who can accuse me? wherein am I guil^?

York. ’Tis thought, my lord, that you took
bnbes of France.

And, being protector, stay’d the soldiers’ pay;
Bymeans whereof hishighness hathlost France.

Glo. Is it but thought so? what are they that

think it?

I never robb’d the soldiers of their pay.
Nor ever had one penny bribe from Prance.
So help me God, as I have watch’d the ni^ht*—
Ay, night by night,—in studying good for Eng-

land!

That doit that e’er I wrested from the Mn&
Or any groat 1 hoarded to my use,
Be brought against me at my tnal-day!
No; many a pound of mine own proper store.

Because I would not tax the needy commons,
Have I dispursed to the garrisons,

And never ask’d for restitution, [much.
Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say so
Glo. 1 say no more than truth, so help me

God!
York. La your protectorship you did devise

Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of.

That England was defam’d by tyranny.
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Gh, Wily, *iis weU knowa tlmt, 'whiles I was
protector,

Hty w«s aii the fault that was in me;
For I should melt at an offender’s tears.

And lowfy words were ransom for their fault.

Unless it were a hloody murderer, [gers.

Or foul felonious thief that fieec’d poor passen-

I neyer gave them condign pmnshment:
Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur’d

Above the felon or what trespass else.

Sicf. My lord, these faults are easy, quickly

answer’d:

But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge,

^iereof you cannot easily purge yourself.

I do arrest you in his highness’ name;
And here commit you to my lord cardinal

To keep, until your further time of trial, [hope

JC. Hen. My Lord of Gloster, ’hs my special

Tlmt you will clear yourself from all suspect;

My conscience teEs me you are innocent [ous!

Glo, Ah, gracious lord, these days are danger-
Vhtue is chok’d with foul ambition,

And charity chas’d hence by rancour’s hand;
Foul subornation is predominant
And equity exil’d your highness’ land.

I know their complot is to have my life;

And if my death might make this island happy.

And prove the period of their tyranny,

I wohld expend it with all willingness:

But mine is made the prologue to their play;

For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril,

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy.

Beaufort’s red sparkling eyes blab his heart’s

mahce.
And Suffolk’s cloudy brow Ms stormy hate;

Sharp BucMngham unburdens with his tongue
The envious load that Ees upon his heart;

And dogged York, that reaches at the moon,
Whose overweening arm I have pluck’d back.

By false accuse doth level at my life:

—

And you, my soverei^ lady, with the rest.

Causeless have laid disgraces on my head,
And with your best endeavour have stirr’d up
My liefest liege to be mine enemy:

—

Ay, aE of you have laid your heads together,

—

Myself had notice of your conventicles,

—

And all to make away my guiltless life.

1 shaE not want false witness to condemn me.
Nor store of treasons to augment my gmlt:

The ancient proverb wiE be weE effected,

—

A staff is quickly found to beat a dog.

Car. My hege, his railing is intolerable:

K those that care to keep your royal person
From treason’s secret knife and traitors’ rage
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at,

And the offender granted scope of speech,
*TwiE make them cool m zeal unto your ^ace.

Suf. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady
here

Withignominiouswords,thoughclerkly couch’d,
As if she had suborned some to swear
False aEegations to o’ertfarow his state?

Q, Mar. But I can give the loser leave to
chide. [deed;

—

Glo, Far truer spoke than meant: I lose, in-
Beshrew the winners, for they play’d me Mse!
And weE such losers may have leave to speak.
Buck. He’E wrest the sense, and hold us

here aE day;—
Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner.

[act in.

Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard
him sure.

Glo. Ah, thus King Henry throws away Ms
crutch

Before his legs be firm to bear his body!
Thus IS the ^epherd beaten from thy side,
And wolves are gnarhng who shaE gnaw thee

first.

Ah, that my fear were false! ah, that it were I

For, good King Henry, thy decay I fear.

[Exeunt Attendants wUh Gloster.
K, Hen. My lords, what to your wisdoms

seemeth best

Bo or undo, as if ourself were here.

Q. Mar. What, will your Mghoess leave the
Parhament? [with grief,

K. Hen. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown’d
Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes;

My body round engirt with misery,

—

For what’s more miserable than discontent?

—

Ah, uncle Humphrey, in thy face I see
The map of honour, truth, and loyalty!

And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come
That e’er I prov’d thee false or fear’d thy faith.

What lowenng star now envies thy estate,

That these great lords, and Margaret our queen.
Bo seek subversion of thy harmless life?

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man
wrong:

And as the butcher takes away the calf,

And binds the wretch, and beats itwhen it strays,

Beanng it to the bloody salughter-house;
Evenso,remorseless,havetheyborneMmhence

:

And as the dam runs lowing up and down,
Looking the way her harmless young one went.
And can do nought but wail her darling’s loss;

Even so myself bewails good Gloster’s case
With sad unhelpful tears; and with dimm’d eyes
Look after him, and cannot do him good,

—

So mighty are Ms vowed enemies.
His fortunes I wiH weep; and ’twixt each groan,
Say, Who’s a traitor? Gloster he is none. [Exit.

Q. Mar. Free lords, cold saow melts with
the sun’s hot beams.

Henry my lord is cold in great affairs,

Too fuE of fooEsh pity: and Gloster’s show
Beguiles Mm, as the mournful crocodUe
With sorrow snares relentmg passengers;
Or as the snake, roE’d in a flowering bank,
With shining checker’d slough, doth sting a

child,

That for the beauty thinks it exceEent.
BeEeve me lords, were none more wise than I,

—

And yet herein I judge my own wit good,

—

TMs Gloster should be quickly rid the world,

To nd us from the fear we have of him.
Car. That he should die is worthy poEcy;

But yet we want a colour for his death:
’Tis meet he be condemn’d by course of law.

Suf, But, in my mind, that were no policy:

The kmg vuE labour stiE to save Ms life;

The commons haply rise to save Ms life;

And yet we have but trivial argument,
Morethaninistrast,thatshowsMmworthydeath.

York. So that, by tMs, you would not have
Mm die.

Sx^. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as II

York. ’Tis York that haiii more reason for

Ms death.— [Suffolk,

—

But, my lord cardinal, and you, my Lord of
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Say as you think, and speak it from your souls,

—

Wer’t not aE one an empty eagle were set

To guard the chicken from a hungry kite,

As place Duke Humphrey for the kmg’s pro-

tector? [death.

Q. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure of

Suf. Madam, ’tis true; and wer’t not mad-
ness, then,

To make the fox surveyor of the fold?

Who, being accus’d a crafty murderer,

His guilt should be but idly posted over

Because his purpose is not executed.

Ko; let him die, in that he is a fox,

By nature prov’d an enemy to the flock.

Before his chapsbe stain’dwithcrimsonblood,

—

As Humphrey, prov’d by reasons, to my liege.

And do not stand on qtuilets how to slay him:

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtlety,

Sleeping or wal^g, ’tis no matter how.

So he be dead; for that is good deceit

Which mates him first that first intends deceit.

Q. Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, ’tis resolutely

spoke.

Su/. Not resolute, except so much were done;

For things are often spoke and seldom meant:
But, that my heart accordeth withmy tongue,

—

Seeing the deed is meritorious,

And to preserve my sovereign from his foe,

—

Say but the word, and I will be his pnest.

Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord
of Suffolk,

Ere you can take due orders for a priest:

Say you consent, and censure well the deed,

And I’ll provide his executioner,

—

I tender so the safety of my liege.

Suf, Here is my hand, the deed is worthy
doing.

0. Mar. And so say I. [it,

fork. And I: and now we three have spoke

It skiils not greatly who impugns our doom.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come
flTtiain,

To signify that rebels there are up,

And put the Englishmen unto the sword:
Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime,

Before the wound do grow tmcurable;
For, being green, there is great hope of help.

Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient
stop!

What counsel give you in this weighty cause?
York. That^mersethe sentasregentthither:

’Tis meet that lucky ruler be employ’d;
Witness the fortune he hath had in France.
Som. If York, with aU his far-fet policy.

Had been the regent there instead of me.
He never would have stay’d in France so long.

York. No, not to lose it all, thou hast done:
I rather woMd have lost my life betimes
Than bring a burden of dishonour home.
By staying there so long till all were lost.

Show me one scar character’d on thy sMn:
Men’s flesh preserv’d so whole do seldom wia.

Q. Mar. Nay, then, this spark will prove a
ra^ng fire

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with:

—

No more, good York;—sweet Somerset, be
stiU:—

SIS

Thy fortune, York,hadstthoubeen regentthere,
Might happily have prov’d far worse than Ms.

York. What, worse than naught? nay, then,
a shame take all!

Som. And in the number, thee that wishest
shame!

Car. My Lord of York, try what your for-

tune is.

The uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arms.
And temper clay with blood of Englishmen:
To Ireland will you lead a band of men,
Collected choicely, from each county some,
And try your hap against the Irishmen?

York. I will, my lord, so please Ms majesty.
Suf. Why, our authority is his consent;

And what we do establish he confirms;
Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand.

York. 1 am content: provide me soldiers,

lords,

WMles I take order for mine own affairs.

Suf. A charge, Lord York, that I will see
perform’d. [phrey.

But now return we to the false Duke Hum-
Car. No more of him; for I will deal with

him,
That henceforth he shall trouble us no more.
And so break off; the day is almost spent:
Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of tbat event.

York. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen
days

At Bristol I expect my soldiers;

For there FU ship them all for Ireland.

Suf. I’ll see it truly done, my Lord of York.
[Exeunt all but Yoek.

York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fear-

ful thoughts,
And change misdoubt to resolution:

Be that thou hop’st to be; or what thou art

Resign to death,—it is not worth the enjoying:
Let pale-fac’d fear keep with the mean-bom

man,
And find no harbour in a royal heart.

Faster than spring-time showers comes thou^t
on thou^t;

And not a thought but thinks on dignity.

My bram, more busy than the labouring spider.

Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies.
Well, nobles, weU, ’tis politicly done,
To send me packing with an host of men:
I fear me pu but warm the starved snake,
Who, cherish’d in your breasts, will sting your

hearts.

’Twas men I lack’d, and you will give them
me:

I take it kindly; yet be well assur’d

You put sharp weapons in a madman’s hands.
Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band,
I will stir up in England some black storm
Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell;

And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage
Until the golden circuit on my head,

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams.
Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw.

And for a minister of my intent

I have seduc’d a headstrong Kentishman,
John Cade of Ashford,

To make commotion, as full well he can,

Under the title of John Mortimer.
In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade
Oppose himself against a troop of kerns,
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And fongiit so long tifi that his tiugJhs with darts

;

Were almost like a sharp-qnili’d porpentme;

And in the end being resoiM, I have seen him
Caper uimght like a wild Monsco,
Shaking the bloody darts as he his bells.

Full often, like a shag-hair’d crafty kern,

Hath he conversed with the enemy,
And, undiscovered, come to me again.

And given me notice of their vilianies.

This devil here shall be my substitute;

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead,

In face, m gait, in speech, he doth resemble:

By this I shall perceive the commons' mmd,
How they affect the house and claim of York.

Say he be taken, rack'd, and tortured,

I know no pain they can iafiict upon him
Will make him say I mov'd him to those arms.

Say that he thrive,—as 'tis great like he will,

—

Why,thenfrom IrelandcomeIwithmystrength,
And reap the harvest which that rascal sow’d;

For Humphrey bemg dead, as he shall be,

And Henry put apart, the next for me. [Exit

Scene II.—Btoy. A Room m the Palace,

Enter certain Murderers, hasWy,

1 Mur. Run to my Lord of Suffolk; let him
know

Wehave despatch'd the duke, as he commanded.
2 Mur. 0 that it were to do!—What have

we done?
Didst ever hear a man so penitent?

I Mur, Here comes my lord.

Enter Stjffoik.

Sitf, Now, sirs, have you despatch'd this

thing?

I JMTur, Ay, my good lord, he’s dead.

Sirf. Why, that's well said. Go, get you to

my house;
I will reward you for this venturous deed.
The king and all the peers are here at hand:

—

Have you laid fair the bed? axe all things well,

According as I gave directions?

I Mur. 'Tis, my good lord.

Suf, Away! be gone. [Fxeunf Murderers,

Trumpets sounded. Enter KmG Henry,
Queen Margaret, Cardinal Beaufort,
Somerset, Lords, and others.

K, Ben. Go, call our uncle to our presence
straight;

Say we intend to try his grace to-day.

If he be guilty, as 'tis published.

Suf. FH call him presently, my noble lord.

[Exit.

K,Ben. Lords, take your places; and, I
pray you ah,

Proceed no straiter 'gainst our uncle Gloster
Than from true evidence, of good esteem,
He be approv’d in practice ctdpable.

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice should pre-
vail

Thai faultless may condemn a nobleman!
Pray God he may acquitMm of suspicion!
K. Hen. 1 thank thee, Margaret; these words

content me miKM

—

Re-enter Suffolk.

How now! why look'st thou paie? why trem-
blest thou? [Suffolk?

Where is our uncle? what’s the matter,

Suf. Dead m his bed, my lord; Gloster is

dead.

Q. Mar. Marry, God forfend! [to-night

Car. God's secret judgment:—I did dream
The duke was dumb, and could not speak a

word. [The King swoons.
Q. Mar. How fares my lord?—Help, lords!

the kmg is dead. [nose.

Som. Rear up his body; wring Mm by the

Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help!—O Henry,
ope thine eyes! [patient.

Suf. He doth revive again:—madam, be
K. Hen. 0 heavenly God'
Q. Mar. How fares my gracious lord?

Suf, Comfort, my sovereign! gracious Henry,
comfort! [fort me?

K. Hen. What, doth my Lord of Suffolk com-
Came he right now to sing a raven’s note,

Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers;
And thinks he that the chirping of a wren,
By ciymg comfort from a hollow breast,

Can chase away the first conceived sound?
Hide not thy poison with such sugar'd words:

I

Lay not thy hands on me; forbear, I say;

! Their touch affrights me, as a serpent's sting,

Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight!

Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world.
Look not upon me, br thine eyes are wound-

ing:—
Yet do not go away:—come, basilisk.

And tall the innocent gazer with thy sight;

For in the shade of death I shall find joy,

—

In life but double death, now Gloster’s dead.
Q. Mar. Why do you rate my Lord of Suf-

folk thus?
Although the duke was enemy to Mm,
Yet he, most Christian-like laments Ms death:
And for myself,—foe as he was to me,

—

Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans,
Or blood-consuming sighs recall Ms life,

I would be blind wi& weeping, sick with groans.
Look pale as primrose with blood-drinking sighs,
And all to have the noble duke alive.

What know I how the world may deem of me?
For it is known we were but hollow friends;
It may be judg’d I made the duke away;
So shall my name with slander’s tongue be

wounded,
And princes' courts be fill'd with my reproach.
TMs get I by Ms death: ah me, unhappy!
To be a queen and crown’d with infamy!
K. Hen. Ah, woe is me for Gloster, wretched

man! [he is.

Q. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than
Wfeiat, dost thou turn away, and Mde thy face?
I am no loathsome leper,—^look on me.
What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf?
Be poisonous too, and kiH thy forlorn queen.
Is all thy comfort shut in Glosfer’s tomb?
Why, then, Dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy:
Erect Ms ^atua, and worship it,

And make my image but an alehouse sign.
Was I for tMs nigh wreck'd upon the sea,
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And twice hj awkward wind from England’s

bank
Drove back again unto my native clime?

Wbat boded this but weU-forewanuug wind

Did seem to say,—Seek not a scorpion’s nest,

Nor set no footing on tins unkmd shore?

What did I then but curs’d the gentle gusts.

And he that loos’d them forth their brazen
caves; [shore,

And bid them blow towards England’s blessed

Or turn our stem upon a dreadful rock?

Yet Aeolus would not be a murderer,

But left that hateful office unto thee;

The pretty-vaultmg sea refus’d to drown me;
Knowing that thou wouldst have me drown’d

on shore, [ness;

With tears as salt as sea, through thy unkind-

The splitting rocks cower’d in the sinkmg sands,

And would not dash me with their ragged sides;

Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they,

Might in thy palace perish Margaret.

As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs,

Whed from the shore the tempest beat us back,

I stood upon the hatches in the storm;

And when the dusky sky began to robe

My earnest-gapmg sight of thy land’s view,

I took a costly jewel from my neck!,

—

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,

—

And threw it towards thy land;—the sea re-

ceiv’d it;

And so I wish’d thy body mi^t my heart:

And even with this I lost fair England’s view,

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart.

And call’d them blind and dusky spectacles,

For losing ken of Albion’s wished coast.

How often have I tempted Suffolk’s tongue,

—

The agent of thy foul inconstancy,

—

To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did

When he to madding Dido would unfold

His father’s acts, commenc’d in burning Troy!

Am I not witch’d like her? or thou not false

like him?
Ah me, I can no more! flie, Margaret!
For Henry weeps that thou dost live so long.

Noise within. Enter Warwick and Salis-
bury. The Commons press to the door.

War. It is reported, mighty sovereign,

That good Duke Humphrey traitorously is

murder’d
By Suffolk and the Cardinal Beaufort’s means.
The commons, like an angry hive of bees
That want their leader, scatter up and down,
And care not who they sting in Ms revenge.
Myself have calmed &eir spleenful mutiny
Until they hear the order of Ms death,

K. Hen. That he is dead, good Warwick, ’tis

too true;

But how he died God knows, not Henry:
Enter Ms chamber, view Ms breathless corpse,

And comment then upon Ms sudden death.
War. That I shall do, my liege.—Stay, Salis-

bury,
With the rude multitude till I return.
[War. goes into an inner room; Sal. retires

to the Commons at the door,

K. Hen. 0 Thou that judgest all things, stay
my thouj^ts,

—

My thoughts that labour to persMde my soul

S17

Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey’s
life!

If my suspect be false, forgive me, God;
For judgment only doth belong to thee.
Fain would I go to chafe Ms paly lips

With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain
Upon Ms face an ocean of salt tears;

To tell my love unto Ms dumb deaf trunk.
And with my fingers feel Ms hand unfeeling:

But all in vam are these mean obsequies;
And to survey Ms dead and earthly image,
What were it but to make my sorrow greater?

[The folding doors of an inner Chamber axe
thrown open, and Gloster is discovered
dead in hts bed; Warwick and others
standing by it.

Wax. Come Mther, gracious sovereign, view
tMs body.

K. Hen. That is to see how deep my grave is

made;
For with his soul fled all my worldly solace;

For seeing Mm, I see my life in death.
War. As surely as my soul intends to live

With that dread Kong that took our state upon
Mm

To free us from Ms Father’s wrathful curse,

I do believe that violent hands were laid

Upon the Me of tMs thnce-famed duke.
Suf. A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn

tongue!
What instance gives Lord Warwick forMsvow?

War, See how the blood is settled in Ms facet
Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost.

Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless.
Being all descended to the labouring heart;

Who, in the conflict that it holds wi& death,

Attracts the same for aidance ’gamst the enemy;
WMch with the heart there cools, and ne’er re-

tumeth
To blush and beautify the cheek again.

But see, Ms face is black and full of blood;
His eye-balls further out than when he liv’d.

Staring full lastly like a strangled man:
His hair uprear’d, Ms nostrils stretch’d with

struggling;

His hands abroad display’d, as one that grasp’d
And tugg*d for life, and was by strengQi sub-

du’d:
Look, on the sheets Ms hair, you see, is sticking;

His well-proportioned beard made rough and
rugged.

Like to the summer’s com by tempest lodg’d.

It cannot be but he was murder’d here;
The least of all these signs were probable.

Suf. Why, Warwick, who should do the duke
to death?

Myself and Beaufort hadMm in protection;

And we, I hope, sir, are no murderers.
War. But both of you were vow’d Duke

Humphrey’s foes;

And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep:
’Tis Hke you would not feast Mm like a friend;

And ’tis well seen he found an enemy.
Q. Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these

noblemen
As guilty of Duke Humphrey’s timeless death.

War. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding
fresh,

And sees fast by a butcher with an axe,

Butwdllsuspect’twashethatmadetheslaughter?
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Who finds the partridge in the puttock^s nest,

But may imagine how the bud was dead*
Although the kite soar with tmbloodied beak?
Even so suspicious is this tragedy.

Q, Mar. Axe you the butcher, Sufiolk?

—

where’s your knife?

Is Beaufort termed a Mte?—^where are his

talons?

iSu/. I wear no knife to slaughter sleeping

men;
But here’s avengeful sword* rusted with ease,

That shall be scoured in his rancourous heart
That slanders me with murder’s cnmson

badge:

—

Say, if thou djix’st, proud Lord of Warwickshire,
That I am faulty in Duke Humphrey's death.

lExemt Car., Som., and others.

Fcr. What dares not Warwick, if false Suf-
folk dare him?

Q. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious
spirit,

Nor cease to be an arrogant controller,

Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand
times.

War, Madam, be still,—with reverence may
I say;

For every word you speak in his behalf
Is slander to your royal dignity.

*

Su/. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour!
If ever lady wrong’d her lord so much,
Thy mother took into her blameful bed
Some stem untutor’d churl, and noble stock
Was graft with crab-tree shp; whose fruit thou

art,

And never of the Nevils’ noble race. [thee,

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklem
And 1 should rob the deathsman of his fee,

Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames,
And that my sovereign’s presence makes me

nuld,

I would, false murderous coward, on thy knee
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech.
And say it was thy mother that thou meanf^
That thou thyself was bom in bastardy;
And, after all this fearful homage done,
Give thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell.

Pernicious blood-sucker of sleeping men!
Suf. Thou shait he waking while I shed thy

blood,

If from this presence thou dar’st go with me.
War. Away even now, or I will drag thee

hence:
Unworthy though thou art, I’ll cope with thee.
And do some service to Doke Humphrey's

ghost.

[Exeunt Suffolk: and Warwick.
K. Sen. What stronger breastplate tHan a

heart untainted!
Thrice is he armed that hath his quarrel just;
And he but caked, ^ough lock’d up in steel.
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted..

- , [A noise withiru
Q. Mar. What noise is this?

Re-enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their
weapons drawn.

K. Sen. Why, how now, lords! your wrath-

^
ful weapons drawn

Here in our presence! dare you be so bold?

—

Why, what tumultous clamour have we here?

Suf. The traitorous Warwick, with the men
of Bury,

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign.
Sal [To the Commons at the door.] Sirs,

stod apart; the king shall know your
mind.— [He comes forward.

Dread lord, the commons send you word by me,
Unless false Suffolk straight be done to death^
Or banished fair England’s territories,

They wiU by violence tear him from your palace.
And torture him with grievous lingering death.
They say, by him the good Duke Humphrey

died;

They say, in him they fear your highness’ death;
And mere instinct of love and loyalty,

—

Free from a stubborn opposite intent,

As being thought to contradict your hking,

—

Makes them thus forward in his banishment.
They say, m care of your most royal person,
That if your highness should mtend to sleep,
And charge that no man should disturb your

rest,

In pain of your dislike, or pain of death;
Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edict,

Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue,
That silly glided towrds your majesty.
It were but necessary you were wak’d;
Lest, being suffered in that harmful slumber.
The morti worm might make ike sleep eter-

nal:

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid,
That they will guard you, whe’r you wiU or no,
From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is;

With whose envenomed and fatal sting
Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth,
They say, is shamefully bereft of life.

Commons. [Withm.] An answer from the
king, my Lord of Salisbury!

Suf. ’Tis like the commons, rude unpolish’d
"hinds,

Could send suchmessage to their sovereign:
But you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d,
To show how quaint an orator you are:
But all the honour Salisbury hath won
Is, that he was the lord ambassador
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the ln‘n£.

Commons. [Within.] An answer from the
king, or we will all break in!

K. Hen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them aH
from me,

I thank them for their tender loving care;
And had I not been cited so by them.
Yet did I purpose as they do entreat;
For, sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk’s means:
And therefore,—^by His majesty I swear.
Whose far imworthy deputy I am,

—

He shall not breathe infection in this air
But three days longer, on the pain of death.

^ [Ertf Salisbury.
Q. Mar. O Henry, let me plead for gentle

Suffolk! [Suffolk!
K. Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle

No more, I say: if thou dost plead for Mm,
Thou wilt but add inaease unto my wrath.
Had I but said, I would have kept my word;
But when I swear, it is irrevocable.

—

If after three days’ space thou here be’st found
On any ground that I am ruler of,

The world shall not be ransom for thy life.—
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Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with

me;

I have great matters to impart to thee.

[Exeunt K. Hen., Wajr., Lords, &c,

Q, Mar. Mischance and sorrow go along

with you!

Heart’s discontent and sour affliction

Be playfellows to keep you company!
There’s two of you; the devil make a third!

And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps!

Suf. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations,

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave.

Q. Mar. Fie, coward woman and soft-hearted

wretch!

Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies?

Suf. A plague upon them! wherefore should

I curse them? [groan.

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s

I would invent as bitter-searching terms,

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear.

Deliver’d strongly through my fixed teeth,

With full as many signs of deadly hate

As lean-fac’d Envy in her loathsome cavet

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest
words;

Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint;

Mine hair be fix’d on end, as one distract;

Ay, every jomt should seem to curse and ban:
And even now my burden’d heart would break,

Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink!

Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they
taste

I

Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress trees!

Their chiefest prospect murdering basilisks!

Their softest touch as smart as lizard’s stingst

Their music frightful as the serpent’s hiss;

And bodmg screech-owls make the concert full!

AH the foul terrors in dark-seated heU

—

Q, Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk; thou tor-

raent’st thyself; [glass,

And these dread curses,—^like the sun ’gainst

Or like an overcharged gun,—recoil,

And turn the farce of them upon thyself.

Suf. You bade me ban, and wiU you bid me
leave?

Now, by the ground that I am banish’d from,
Well could I curse away a winter’s night,

Though standing naked on a mountain top.

Where biting cold would never let grass grow,

And think it but a minute spent in sport. .

Q. Mar. 0, let me entreat thed, cease! Give
me thy hand,

That I may dew it with my mournful tears;

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place.

To wash away my woeful monuments.
Of could this Mss be printed in thy hand,

[Kisses his hand.
That thou mightst think upon these by the seal.

Through whom a thousand sighs are breath’d
for thee!

So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief;

*Tis but surmis’d whilst thou art standing by.

As one that surfeits thinking on a want.
I wiU repeal thee, or, be well assur’d,

Adventure to be banished myself:
And banished I am, if but from thee.

Go; speak not to me; even now be gone.

—

0, go not yet!—Even thus two friends con-
demn’d [leaves,

Embrace, and a Mss, and take ten thousand

Loather a hundred times to part than die.

Yet now, farewell; and farewell life with thee!

Suf. Thus IS poor Suffolk ten times ban-
ished,

—

Once by the fang and three times thrice by thee.

’Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence;
A wilderness is populous enough,
So Suffolk had thy heavenly company:
For where thou art, there is the world itself,

With every several pleasure in the world;
And where thou art not, desolation.

I can no more:—hve thou to joy thy life;

Myself to joy m naught but that thou liv’st.

Enter Vaux.

Q, Mar. Whither goes Vaux so fast? what
news, I pr’ythee?

Vaux. To sigmfy unto Ms majesty
That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death;
For suddenly a grievous sickness took him, [air.

That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the
Blaspheming God, and cursing men on earth.

Sometime he talks as if Duke Humphrey’s
ghost

Were by his side; sometime he calls the Mag,
And whispers to his pillow, as to Mm,
The secrets of Ms overcharged soul:

And I am sent to tell his majesty
That even now he cries aloud for Mm. [Mng.

Q. Mar. Go tell tMs heavy message to the

Vaux.
Ah me! what is tMs world* what news are

these!

But wherefore gneve I at an hour’s poor loss,

Omitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure?
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee,

And with the southern clouds contend in

tears,

—

Theirs for the earth’s increase, mine for my
sorrows? [coming;

—

Now get thee hence: the Mng, thou know’st, is

If thou he found by me, thou art but dead.

Suf. If I depart from thee I cannot live;

And in thy sight to die, what were it else

But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap?

Here could I breathe my soul into the air,

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe
Dying with mother’s dug between its lips:

Wkere, from thy sight, I should be raging mad.
And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes,

To have thee with thy Kps to stop my mouth;
So shouldst thou either turn my flying soul,

Or I should breathe it so into thy body,
And then it liv’d in sweet Elysium.
To die by thee were but to die in jest;

From thee to die were torture more than death:

O, let me stay, befall what may befall!

Q. Mar. Away! though parting be a fretful

corrosive,

It is applied to a deathful wound, [thee;

To France, sweet Suffolk: let me hear from
For whereso’er thou art in this world’s ^obe
I’H have an Iris that shall find thee out.

Suf. 1 go.

Q. Mar. And take my heart with thee,

Suf. A jewel, lock’d into the woefuK’st cask
That ever did contain a thing of worth.
Even as a spKtted bark, so sunder we;
TMs way fall I to death. .

Q. Mar. TMsway for me. [Exeunt sevetdly.
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ScsiO! III.~Iohtoh:. Caidinal Beau—
fOET*s Bedchamber,

Enter Kur© Hehry, Salisbuey, Warwick,
and a&ers. The Cakdiwai. in hedi Attead-

aats with Mm,

K, Sen. How fares ay lord? speak, Beau-
fort, to thy sovereign.

Cot. If tlion be’st deatk 1*11 i^ve tkce
Eagkad’s treasure,

Eaottgk to parckase suck another island.

So thott wilt let me live and feel no pam.
K. Hen. Ah, what a sign it is of cvU life

Where death's approach is seen so temblel
War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to

thee.

Car. Bring me tiato my trial when you wiH.

Died he not in his bed? where should he die?

Can I make men live, whe’r they will or no?

0, torture me no more! I will confess.

—

Alive again? then show me where he is:

FE give a thousand pound to look upon him.

—

He hath no eyes, the dust bath Minded them.

—

Comb down Ins hair; look, look! it stands up>

right,

hike lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul!

—

Give me some drink; and bid the apothecary

Bring the strong poison that I bought of him.

K. Sen.0 thou eternal Mover of heavens,

look with a gentle eye upon this wretch!

0, beat away the busy meddling fend
That lays strong siege unto this wretch's soul.

And hrom his bosom purge this black despair!

War. See how the pangs of death do make
him gnn!

Sd. Disturb him not, let him ]e^ss peaceably.

K. Sen. Peace to his soul, if God's good
pleasure be!

Lord Cardinal, if thou think'st on heaven's
bliss,

Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope.

—

He dies, and makes no sign:—0 God, forgive

him!
War. So bad a death argues a monstrous life.

JS:. Sen. Forbear to judge, for we are sin-

ners all.

—

Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain close;

And let us all to meditation. [Exeimt.

ACT IV.

ScEiiE L—^SEinr. The Seashore near Dover

firmg heard at sea. Then enter, from a boat,

a Captain, a Master, a Master's Mate,
Walter Whitmore, and others; with
(hem Scefole, disguised, and other Gentle-
men, prisoners.

Cap, The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful
day

Is crept into the bosom of the sea;
And now loud-howEng wolves arouse the jades
That drag the tragic melancholy night;
Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings
Clip dead men’s graves, and from their misty

jaws
Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air.

^Therefore bring forth the soldiers of our prize;
For, whilst our pmnace anchors in the Dowim,

Here shall they make their ransom on the- sand,
Or with their blood stain this discolour'd

shore.

—

Master, this prisoner freely give I thee;

—

And thou that art Ms mate, make boot of this;

—

The other [poinfmy to SuffoleJ, Walter
Whitmore is thy share. [know.

I Genf. What is my ransom, master? let me
Mast. A thousand crowns, or else lay down

your head. [yours.

Mate. And so much shall you give, or oS goes
Cap. What, think you much to pay two

thousand crowns.

And bear the name and port of gentlemen?
Cut both the' villains’ throats;—for die you

shall:—
The lives of those wMch we have lost in fight

Cannot be counterpois’d with such a petty sum.
1 Gent. I’ll give it, sir; and therefore spare

my life. [straight.

2 Gent And so will I, and write home for it

Whit. I lost mine eye in laying the prize a-
board,

And therefore, to revenge it, shalt thou die;

[To Suffolk.
And so should these, if I might have my will.

Cap. Be not so rash; take ransom, let Mm
live.

Suf. Look onmy George,—1 am a gentleman:
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid.

Whit And so am I; my name is Walter
WMtmore. [afiright?

How now! why start'st thou? what, doth death
Sitf. Thy name affrights me, in whose sound

is death.

A cunning man did calculate my birth.

And told me that by Water I should ^e; .

Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded;
Thy name is Gaultier, being rightly sounded.

WAff. Gaultier or Walter, which it is I care
not:

Never yet did base dishonour bhir our name
But witb our sword we wip’d away the blot;

Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge,
Broke be my sword, my arms tom and defac’d,

And I proclaim’d a coward through the world!
[Lags hold on Suffolk.

Suf. Stay WMtmore; for thy prisoner is a
prince,

The Duke of Suffolk, William De-la-PooIe.
Whit The Duke of SuffolkmufBed up in rags!

Sz(f. Ay, but these rags are no part of ^e
duke:

Jove sometime went disguis’d, and why not P
Cap. But Jove was never sl^ as thou shall:

be. [blood,

Stff. Obscure and lowly swain, King Henry’s
The honourable blood of Lancaster,
Must not be shed by such a jaded groom.
Hast thou not kiss’d thy hand and held my

stirrup?

Bareheaded plodded by my foot-cloth mule.
And thought thee happy when I shook my

head? «

How often hast thou waited at my cup,
Fed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the

board,
When I have feasted with Queen Margaret?
Remember it, and let it make thee crest-fall’n;

Ay, and allay tMs thy abortive pride:
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How in onr voiding-Iobby bast thou stood.

And duly waited for my coming forth?

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf.

And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue.

Whit, Speak, captain, shall I stab the for-

lorn swain? [me.

Cap. First let my words stab him, as he hath
Su/, Base slave, thy words are blunt, and so

art thou. [boat’s side

Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-

Strike of Ms head.

Suf. Thou dar’st not, for thy own.

Cap. Yes, Poole.

Suf. Poole 1

Cap. Poole! Sir Poole! lord!

Ay, kennel, puddle, suik; whose filth and dirt

Troubles the silversprmgwhere England drinks.

Now wiS I dam up tMs thy yawning mouth
For swallowing the treasure of the realm:

Thy lips, that kiss’d the queen, shall sweep the
ground; [phrey’s death,

And thou, that smil’dst at good Di^e Hum-
Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain,

Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again:

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell,

For daring to affy a mighty lord

Unto the daughter of a worthless king,

Having neither snbject, wealth, nor diadem.
By devihsh policy art thou grown great,

And, like ambitious Sylla, overgorg’d

With goblets of thy mother’s bleeding heart.

By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France;
The false revolting Normans thorough thee
Disdain to call us lord; and Picardy
Hath slain their governors, surpris’d our forts.

And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home.
The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all,

—

Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in

vain,

—

As hating thee, are rising up in arms; [crown
And now the house of York,—^thrust from the
By shameful murder of a guiltless king
And lofty proud encroaching tyranny,

—

Bums with revenging fire; whose hopeful
colours

Advance our half-fac’d sun, striving to shine.

Under the which is writ Invitis nubibus.
The commons here in Kent are up in arms:
And, to conclude, reproach and beggary
Is crept mto the palace of our king.

And ail by thee.—Away! convey him hence.

Suf. O that I were a god, to shoot forth

thunder
Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges!
Small things make base men proud; this villain

here.
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more
Than Bargulus the strong Illyrian pirate.

Drones suck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee-
Mves:

It is impossible that I should die

By such a lowly vassal as thyself.

Thy words move rage and not remorse in me:
I go of message from the queen to France;
I charge thee, waftme safely cross the Channel.

Cap. Walter,

—

Whit. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to

thy death. [I fear.

Suf. GelMus timor occupat arfus.'—’tis thee

WUt, Thou shalt have cause to fear before

I leave thee.

What, are ye daunted now? now will ye stoop?

I G&iU My ^acious lord, entreat hmi, speak
Mm fair. (rough,

Suf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is stem and
Us’d to command, untaught to plead for favour.
Far be it we should honour such as these
With humble suit: no, rather let my head
Stoop to the block than these knees bow to any,
Save to the God of heaven and to my king;
And sooner dance upon a bloody pole

Than stand imcover’d to the vulgar groom.
Trae nobility is exempt from fear:

—

More can I bear than you dare execute.
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no

more. [can,

Suf. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye
That tMs my death may never be forgot!—
Great men oft die by vile bezonians:
A Roman sworder and banditto slave

Murder’d sweet Tully; Brutus’ bastard hand
Stabb’d Julius Caesar; savage islanders
Pompey the Great; and Suffolk dies by lurates.

[Exit Suf., with Whit. oM others.

Cap. And as for these, whose ransom we
have set,

It is our pleasure one of them depart:

—

Therefore come you with us, and let him go.

[Exeunt all but the first Gentleman.

Re-enter Whitmore with Suffolk’s body.

Whit. There letMs head and lifeless body lie.

Until the queen Ms mistress bury it. [Exit.

I Gent. 0 barbarous and bloody spectacle!

His body will I bear unto the king;

If he revenge it not, yet will Ms friends;

So will the queen, that, living, held him dear.

[Exit with ike body.

Scene U.-~~Blackkeath.

Enter George Bevis and John Hoixand.

Geo. Come, and get thee a sword, though
made of a lath; they have been up these two
-days. (now, then-

John. They have the more need to sleep

Geo. I tell ifliee, Jack Cade the clotMermeans
to dress the commonwealth, and turn it, and
set a new nap upon it.

John. So he had need, for ’tis threadbare
Well, I say it was never merry world in Eng-
land since gentlemen came up.

Geo. 0 miserable age! Virtue is not regarded
in handicraftsmen.

John. The nobility think scorn to go in

leather aprons.

Geo. Nay, more, the king’s council are no
good workmen.

John. True; and yet it is said,—labour in thy

vocation; wMch is as much to say as,—Let the

magistrates be labouring men; and therefore

should we be magistrates.

Geo. Thou hast Mt it; for there’s no better

^gn of a brave mind than a hard hand.
John. I see them! I see them! There^s

Best’s son the tanner of Wingham,

—

Geo. He shall have the skins of our enemies
to make dog’s leather of.

John. And Dick the butcher,

—
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Gto* Tliere is mn struck down like au oz,

and iniqmty’s throat cut like a calf.

John. And Smitli the weaver,

—

Geo. AigOf their thread of life is spun.

Jo^ Come, come, let’s fall in with them.
Dnm, Enter Cade, Dick the Butcher^

Smith the Weaver, and others in great

number.
Cade. We John Cade, so termed of our sup-

posed father,

—

JHck. Or, rather, of stealing a cade of her-

rings. [Asofe.

Cade. For our enemies shall fall Before us,

—

inspired with the spirit of putting down kings

and princes.—Command sileace.

Dick. Silencel

Cade. My father was a Mortimer,—
Dick. He was an honest man and a good

bricklayer. [Aside.

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet,

—

Dick. I knew her well; she was a midwife.
[Aszcfe.

Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies,

—

Dick. She was, indeed, a pedlar’s daughter,

and sold many laces. [Aside.

Smith. But now of late, not able to travel

with her furred pack, she washes bucks here at

home. [AsMe,

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable
house.

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honour-
able; and there was he horn under a hedge,

—

for his father had never a house but the cage.

[Aside.

Cade. Valiant I am.
Smith. *A must needs; for beggary is valiant.

[Aside.

Cade. I am able to endure much.
ZHck. Ho question of that; for I have seen

him whipped three market days together.

[AsMe.
Cade. I fear neither sword nor fire.

Smith. He need not fear the sword; for his

coat is of proof. [Asaie.

Dick. But methinks he should stand in fear

of fire, being burnt i’ the hand for stealing of

sheep. [Aside.

C^e, Be brave, then; for your captain is

brave, and vows reformation. There shall be
in England seven halfpenny loaves sold for a
penny: the three-hooped pot shall have ten
hoops; and I will make it felony to drink small
beer: all the realm shall he in common; and
in Cheapside shall my palfrey go to grass: and
when I am king,—as king I will be,

—

AH. God save your majesty!
Cade. I thank you, good people:—there shall

he no money; aU shiill eat and drink on my
score; and I will apparel them all in one
livery, that they may agree like brothers, and
worship me their lord. [lawyers.

Dick. The first thing we do, let’s kill all the
Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a

lamentable thing, that of the skin of an iono-
ctnt Iamb should he made parchment? that
parchmen

, being scribbled o’er, should undo a
man? Some say the bee stings; but I say ’tis

the bee’s wax; for I did but seal once to a thing,
and I was never mine own man smce.—How
now! who’s there?

Enter some, bringing in the Clerk of Chatham

Smith. The clerk of Chatham: he can write
and read and cast accompt.

Cade. 0 monstrous!
Smith. We took him setting of boys’ copies.

Cade. Here’s a villami

Smith. Has a book ia his pocket with red
letters m’t.

Cade. Hay, then, he is a conjurer,

Dick. Hay, he can make obligations and
write court-hand.

Cade. I am sorry for ’t: the man is a proper
man, on mine honour: unless I find him guilty,

he shall not die.—Come hither, sirrah, I must
examine thee: what is thy name?

Clerk. Emmanuel.
Dick. They use to write it on the top of

letters: ’twill go hard with you.

Cade. Let me alone.—Dost thou use to write

thy name? or hast thou a mark to thyself, like

an honest plain-dealing man?
Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been so weB

brought up that I can write my name.
All. He hath confessed: away with him! he’s

a villain and a traitor.

Cade. Away with him, I say! hang him with
his pen and iokhom about his neck.

[Exeunt some with the Clerk.

Enter Michael.

Mich. Where’s our general?

Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow.

Mtch. Fly, fly, fly! Sir Humphrey Stafford

and his brother are hard by, with the king’s
forces.

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I’ll fell thee
down. He shall be encountered with a man as
good as himself: he is but a knight, is ’a?

Mich. No.
Cade. To equal Mm, I will make myself a

knight presently. [Kneels.] Rise up, Sir John
Mortimer.. [Rises.] How have at Mm!

Enter Sm Humphrey Stafford and
William his Brother, with drum and Forces.

Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of

Kent,
Mark’d for the gallows, lay your weapons down;
Home to yovi cottages, forsake tMs groom:

—

The king is merciful if you revolt, [blood

W. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin’d to

If you go forward: therefore yield or die.

Cade. As for these silken-coated slaves, I

pass not:

It is to you, good people, that I speak.
O’er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign;

For I am rightful heir unto the crown.
Staf. Villain, thy father was a plasterer;

And thou thyself a shearman,—art thou not?
Cade. And Adam was a gardener,
W. Staf. And what of that?
Cade. Marry, tMs:—Edmund Mortimer,

Earl of March, [he not?
Married the Duke of Clarence’s daughter,—did

Staf. Ay, sir.

Cade, By her be had two cMldren at one
birth.
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W* Staf. That’s false. [’t!s true;

Cede. Ay, there’s the question* but I say

The elder of them being put to nurse,

Was by a beggar-woman stoi’n away;

And, ignorant of his birth and parentage,

Became a bricklayer when he came to age;

His son am I; deny it if you can.

Zheft. Hay, ’tis too true; therefore he shall

be king.

Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father’s

house, and the bricks are ahve at this day to

testify it; therefore deny it not. [words,

Staf. And will you credit these base drudge’s

That speaks he knows not what? [gone.

AIL Ay, marry, will we; therefore get ye

W. Staf. Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath
taught you this.

Cade. He lies, for I invented it myself.

[Aside.]—Go to, sirrah, tell the king from me,

that, for his father’s sake, Henry the Fifth, in

whose time boys went to span-counter for

French crowns, I am content he shall reign; but

FH be protector over him.

Dick. And furthermore, we’ll have the Lord

Say’s head, for selling the dukedom of Maine,
Cade. And good reason; for thereby is Eng-

land mained, and fain to go with a staff, but that

my puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell

you that that Lord Say hath gelded the common-
wealth, and m'ade it an eunuch: and more than

^at, he can speak French; and therefore he is

a traitor.

Staf. 0 gross and miserable ignorance I

Cade. Hay, answer if you can;—the French-

men are our enemies; go to, then, 1 ask but this,

—can he that speaks with the tongue of an
enemy be a good counsellor, or no? [head.

All. No, no; and therefore we’ll have his

W. Staf. Well, seemg gentle words will not
prevail,

Assail them with the army of the king, [town

Staf. Herald, away; and throughout every

Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade;
That those which fly before the battle ends
May, even in their wives’ and children’s sight,

^

Be hang’d up for example at their doors:

—

And you that be the king’s friends, follow me.
[Exeunt the two Staffords anrf Forces.

Cade. And you that love thecommonsfollow
me.

—

Now show yourselves men; ’tis for liberty.

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman;

Spare none but such as go in clouted shoon;

For they are thrifty honest men, and such
As would—but that they dare not—take our

parts. [wards us.

Dick. They are all in order, and march to-

Cade. But then are we in order when we are

most out of order. Come, march forward.
[Exeunt.

Scene 111.—Another pari of Blackheath.

Alamms. The two parties enter and fight, and
both the Staffords are slain.

Cade. Where’s Dick, the butcher of Ashford?
Dick. Here, sir.

Cade. They fell before thee-like sheep and
oxen, and thou behavedst thyself as if thou
hadst been in thine own slaughter-house;

m
therefore thus will I reward thee,

—

shall be as long again as It is; and thou shalt
have a license to kiU for a hundred lacking
one, a week.

XHck. I desire no more.
Cade, And, to speak truth, thou deservest

no less. This monument of the victory will I
bear [putting on part of Sir H. Stafford’s
armour]; and the bodies shall be dragged at
my horse’s heels till I do come to London,
where we will have the mayor’s sword home
before us.

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good,
break open the gaols, and let out the prisoners.

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee.—Come,
let’s march towards London. [Pxewnf

Scene IV.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, reading a supplication;

the Duke of Buckingham and Lord Say
with him: at a distance, Queen Margaret
mourmng over Suffolk’s head,

Q. Mar. Oft have I heard that grief softens
the mind,

And makes it fearful and degenerate;
Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep.
But who can cease to weep, and look on this?

Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast:
But where’s the body that I should embrace?
Buck. What answer makes your grace to the

rebel’s supplication?

K. Hen. I’i send some holy bishop to en-
treat;

For God forbid so many simjde souls

Should pensh by the sword 1 And I myself,
Rather than bloody war shall cut them short,

Will parley with Jack Cade their general:

—

But stay, I’ll read it over once again.

Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains ! hath this

lovely face

Rul’d, like a wandering planet, over me,
And could it not enforce them to relent
That were unworthy to behold the same?
K. Hen. Lord Say, Jack Cade hafli sworn to

have thy head. [his.

Say. Ay, but I hope your highness shall have
K. Hen. How now, madami

Still lamenting and mourning for Suflolk’s

death?
I fear, my love, if that I had been dead, [me.
Thou wouldst not have mourn’d so much for

Q. Mar. No, my love, I should not mourn,
but die for thee.

Enter a Messenger.

K. Hen. How now! what news? why com’st
thou in such haste? [lord;

Mess. The rebels are in Southwark; fly, my
Jack Cade proclaims himself Lord Mortimer,
Descended from the Duke of Clarence’ house;
And calls your grace usurper openly,

And vows to crown himself in Westminster.
His army is a ragged multitude
Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless:

Sir Humphrey Staford and his brother’s death
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed:

AH scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen,
They call false caterjullars, and intend their

death.
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Ben. O graceless meal they 3mow not

what they do. fwoith

Suck. My gracioas lord, retire to Kiliing-

tJatil a power he rais’d to pat them down.

Q, Mar. Ah 5 were the Date of Suffolk now
alive,

These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas’d.

K. Ben. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee;

Therefore away with us to Eillmgworth.

Say. So might your grace’s person be in

danger;

The sight of me is odious in their eyes;

And therefore in this city wii! I stay.

And Mve idone as secret as I may.

Fnier a second Messenger.

3 Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten London
Bridge;

The citizens fly and forsake their houses;

The rascal people, thirsting after prey,

Join with the traitor; and they jointly swear
To spoil the city and your royal court.

Buck. Then linger not, my lord; away, take

horse.

K. Hen. Come, Margaret; God, our hope,

will succour us. (deceas’d.

0- Mot. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is

K. Hen. Farewell, my lord [to Loud Say]:

trust not the Kentish rebels.

Buck, Trust nobody, for fear you be betray’d.

Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence.

And therefore am I bold and resolute.

Exeunt.

Scene V.—London. The Tower.

Enter Lord Scales and others, on the Walls.

Then enter certain Citizens, below.

Sccdes. How now I is Jack Cade slain?

1 Cit. No, my lord, not likely to be slain; for

they have won the bndge, killing all those that

withstand them: the lord mayor craves aid of

your honour from the Tower, to defend the city

from the rebels.

Scdes. Such aid as I can spare, you shall

command;
But I am troubled here with them myself,—
The rebels have assay’d to wm the Tower,
But get you to Smithfield, and gather head,
And thither I will send you Matthew Gough;
Fight for your Mng, your country, and your

lives;

And so, farewell, for I must hence again.

[Exetmt.

Scene VI.

—

London. Cannon Street.

Erder Jack Cade and his followers. He
strikes his staff on London stone.

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city.

And here, sitting upon London stone, I charge
and command that, ofthe city’s cost, the pissing-
conduit run nothing but claret wine tins first

year of our reign. And now henceforward it

shall be treason for any that calls me other than
Lord Mortimer.

Enter a Soldier, running.

SoM. Jack Cadel Jack Cade!
Code. Knock Mm down there.

(They Mil him.

,

Smith. If this fellow be wise, he’ll never
call you Jack Cade more; I think he hath a
very fair warning.

Dick. My lord, there’s an army gathered to-
gether in Smithfield.

Cade. Come, then, let’s go fight with them:
but first, go and set London Bndge on fire; and,
if you can, bum down the Tower too. Come,
let’s away. [Ercunt.

Scene VIL—London. Smithfield.

Alarums, Enter, on one side, Cade and his
Company; on the other, Citizens, and the
King’s Eorces, headed by Matthew Gough.
They fight; the Citizens are routed, and
Matthew Gough is slam.

Cade. So, sirs:—now go some and pull down
the Savoy; others to the inns of court; down
with them all.

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship.

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for
that word.

Dick. Only, that the laws of England may
come out of your mouth.

John. Mass, ’twill be sore law then; for he
was thrust in the mouth with a spear, and ’tis

not whole yet. [Aside-

Smith. Nay, John, it will be stinking law;
for his breath stmks with eating toasted cheese.

[Aside.

Cade. I have thought upon it, it shall be so.

Away, bum all the records of the realm: my
mouth shall be the Parliament of England.

John. Then we are like to have bitmg
statutes, unless his teeth be pulled out. [Aside.

Cade. And henceforward all things shall be
in common.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize! here’s the
Lord Say, which sold the towns in France; he
that made us pay one-and-twenty fifteens, and
one shilling to the pound, the last subsidy.

Enter George Bevis, with the Lord Say.

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten
times.—Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou
buckram lordl now art thou within point blank
of our jurisdiction regal. What canst thou
answer to my majesty for giving up of Nor-
mandy unto Monsieur Basimecu, the Dauphin
of France? Be it known unto thee by these
presence, even the presence of Lord Morbmer,
that I am the besom that must sweep the court
clean of such filth as thou art. Thou hast most
traitorously corrupted the youth of the realm in
erecting a grammar school: and' whereas, be-
fore, our forefathers had no other books but the
score and the tally, thou hast caused printing to

be used; and, contrary to the Mng, his crown,
and dignity, thou hast built a paper-mill. It

will be proved to thy face that thou hast men
about thee that usually talk of a noun and a
verb, and such abominable words as no Chris-
tian ear can endure to hear. Thou hast ap-
pointed justices of peace, to call poor men before
them about matters they were not able to

answer. Moreover, thou hast put them in

prison; and because they could not read, thou
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hast hanged them; when, indeed, only for that

cause they have been most worthy to live.

Thou dost ride in a foot-cloth, dost thou not?

Say. What of that?

Ccke. Many, thou oughtest not to let thy

horse wear a cloak, when honester men than

thou go in their hose and doublets.

Dick, And work in their shirt too; as my-
self, for example, that am a butcher.

Say. You men of Kent,

—

Dick. What say you of Kent?
Say. Nothing but this,

—
’tis bona ienaf mala

gem.
Cade, Away with Mm, away with Mml he

speaks Latm.
Say, Seal me but speak, and bear me where

you whi.

Kent, in the Commentaries Caesar writ.

Is term’d the civiil’st place of all this isle:

Sweet is the country, because full of riches;

The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy;

Which makes me hope you are not void of pity,

I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy;
Yet, to recover them, would lose my hfe.

Justice with favour have I always done;
Prayers and tears have mov’d me, gifts could

never.

When hav-e I aught exacted at your hands,
But to maintain the king, the realm, and you?
Large girts have I bestow’d on learned clerks,

Because my book preferr’d me to the king.

And seeing ignorance is the curse of God,
Knowledge the wing wherewith we Gy to

heaven.
Unless you be possess’d with devilish spirits,

You cannot but forbear to murder me:
This tongue hath parley’d unto foreign kings

For your behoof,— [the field?

Gafe. Tut, when struck’st thou one blow in

Say. Great men have reaching hands: oft

have I struck

Those that I never saw, and struck them dead.
Geo. O monstrous coward! what, to come be-

Mnd folks? [your good.
Say. These cheeks are riale for watching for

Cade. Give him a box o’ the ear, and that

will make ’em red again. [causes

Say. Long sitting to determine poor men’s
Hath made me full of sickness and diseases.

Cade, Ye shall have a hempen candle, then,

and the help of hatchet.

Dick. Why dost thoi quiver, man?
Say. The palsy, and not fear, provokes me.
Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who should say,

I’H be even with you: I’ll see if his head will

stand steadier on a pole, or no. Take him
away, and behead him.

Say. Tell me wherein have I offended most?
Have I affected wealth or honour,—speak?
Are my chests fill’d up with extorted gold?

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold?
Whom have I injur’d, that ye seek my death?
These hands are free from guiltless blood-shed-

ding, [thoughts.

This breast from harbouring foul deceitful

0 let me live!

Cade, I feel remorse in myself with his words;
but FU bridle it: he shall die, an it be but for

pleading so weU for his life. [Aside.] Away
with himl he has a familiar under his tongue;
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he speaks not o’ God’s name. Go, take Mm
away, I say, and strike off his head presently;
and then break into his son-in-law’s house, Sir

James Cromer, and strike off his head, and
bring them both upon two poles hither,!

All. It shall be done. [your prayers,
Say, Ah, countrymen! if when you make

God should be so obdurate as yourselves,
How would it fare with your departed souls?
And therefore yet relent, and save my life.

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command
ye. lExeuni iome with Lord Say.
The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear
a head on his shoulders, unless he pay me
tribute; there shall not a maid be married, but
she shall pay to me her maidenhead ere they
have it: men shall hold of me in capites and
we charge and command that our wives be as
free as heart can wish or tongue can tell.

Dick. My lord, when shall we go ro Cheap-
side, and take up commodities upon our biEs?

Cade. Many, presently.

AU. O brave!

Re-enter Rebels, with ike heads of Lord Saj
and his Son-in-law.

Cade. But is not this braver?—Let them Mss
one another, for they loved weE when they were
alive. Now, part them again, lest they consult
about the giving up of some more towns in

France. Soldiers, defer the spoil of the city

until night: for with these borne before us,

instead of maces, will we ride through the
streets; and at every comer have them kiss.—
Away! [Exeimi,

Scene Southwark.

Alarum. Enter Cad'S and all his Rabblement,

Cade. Up Fish Street! down Saint Magnus’
comer! MU and knock down! throw them into

Thames !—[A parley sounded, then a refreaf.]

What noise is tMs I hear? Dare any be so bold
to sound retreat or parley, when I command
them kill?

Enter Buckingham and Lord CnErORD,
with Forces,

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will

disturb thee: [king

Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the
Unto the commons whom thou hast misled;

And here pronounce free pardon to them all

That will forsake thee and go home in peace,
Clif. What say ye, countrymen? will ye

relent.

And 3deld to mercy whilst ’tis offer’d you;
Or let a rebel lead you to your deaths?
Who loves the tog, and will embrace Hs

pardon,
Fling up his cap, and say God save Ms majesty!
Who hateth him, and honours not Ms father,

Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quakes
Shake he Ms weapon at us and pass by.

All. God cave the Mng! God save the Mng!
Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford, are

ye so brave?—And you, base peasants, do ye
believe Mm? will you needs be hanged with
your pardons about your necks? Hath my
sword therefore bioke throu^ London gates,
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that yoti Aouid leave me at the White Hart hx

Southwark? I thought ye wottld never have
givea ont these anas tm you had recovered

your amcient freedom: but you are all recreants

and dastards, and delight to live in slavery to

the nobility. Let them break your backs VTith

burdens, take your houses over your heads,

ravish your wives and daughters before your
laces: for me, 1 will make shift for one; and
so, God’s curse light upon you all!

AU. We’ll follow Cade, we’ll follow Cade
Cl^, Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth,

That thus you do exclaim you’ll go with him?
Will he conduct you through the heart of

France,

And make the meanest of you earls and
dukes?

Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to;

Hot knows he how to live, but by the spoil,

Unless by robbing of your friends and us.

Were’t not a shame, that whilst you live at jar,

The fearful French, whom you late vanquished.

Should make a start o’er seas and vanquish
you?

Methinks already in this civil broil

I see them lording it in London streets.

Crying VUiaco! unto all they meet.

Better ten thousand base-bom Cades miscarry

Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman’s
mercy. [lost;

To France, to France, and get what you have
Spare England, for it is your native coast:

Henry hath money, you are strong and manly;
God on our side, doubt not victory.

M, A CliffordI a CUfiordI well Mow the

king and Clifford.

Cade, Was ever feather so lightly blown to

and fro as this multitude? The same of Henry
the Fifth hales them to an hundred mischiefs,

and makes them leave me desolate. 1 see

them lay their heads together to surprise me:
my sword make way for me, for here is no
staying. (As£de.]~-Ia despite of the devils and
hell, have through the very middest of you! and
heavens and honour be witness that no want of

resolution in me, but only my followers’ base
and ignominious treasons, mates me betake me
to my heels. [Exit,

Buck, Whail is he fled? go some and follow

him;
And he that brings Ms head unto the king
Shan have a thousand crowns for his reward.

—

[Exeunt some of them.
Follow me, soldiers; we’ll devise a mean
To reconcile you all unto the Mug. [Exeimt.

ScEiTB lX,-~KiUingworih Castle,

Tnmdieis sounded. Erder Kmo Hehry,
QxmEN Margaxubt, and Sombbset, on the
terrace of the Castle,

K, Sen, Was ever king that joy’d an earthly
throne,

And could command no more content than I?
No sooner was I crept out of my craffle

But I was made a king, at nine months old:
Wat never subject long’d to he a king
h» 1 do long and wish to be a subject.

*

Enter Buckingham and Lord Clifrord,

Buck. Healthand glad tidings to yourmajesty I

K.Sen. Why, Bucldagham, is the traitor
Cade surpris’d?

Or is he but retir’d to make him strong?
Enter, below, a number of Cade’s Followers,

unth haliers about their necks,

Clif. He is fled, my lord, and all his powers
do yield;

And humbly thus, with halters on their necks.
Expect your highness’ doom of life or death.
K, Sen, Then, heaven, set ope thy everlast-

ing gates,

To entertain my vows of thanks and praise!
Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives.

And show’d how well you love your prince and
coun^:

Continue still in this so good a mind,
And Henry, though he he infortunate,

'Assure yourselves, will never be unkind:
And so, with thanks and pardon to you aH,
I do dismiss you to your several countries.

AU, God save the king! God save the king!

Enter a Messenger.

Mess, Please it your grace to be advertised
The Duke of York is newly come from Ireland;
And with a puissant and a mighty power
Of Gallowglasses and stout kerns
Is marching Mtherward in proud array:

And still proclaimeth, as he comes along,

His arms are only to remove from thee
The Duke of Somerset, whom he terms a

traitor.

K, Sen, Thus stands my state, ’twixt Cade
and Ybrk distress’d;

Like to a ship that, having ’scap’d a tempest,
Is straitway calm’4 end boarded with a pirate:

Butnow is Cade driven back, Ms men dispers’d;
And now is York in arms to second Mm.

—

I pray thee, Buckingham, go thou and meet him;
And ask him what’s the reason of these arms.
TeHMm I’ll send Duke £dmund to the Tower;

—

And, Somerset, we will commit thee tM^er,
Until Ms army he dismiss’d from hM.
Som, My lord,

FlI yield myself to prison willingly,

Or unto deatb, to do my country good.
K.Sen, In any case be not too rough in

terms; [guage.
For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard 1^-

Buck. I will, my lord; and doubt not so to
deal

As ail things shall redound unto your good.
K. Ben. Come, wife, let’s in, and learn to

govern better;

For yet may England curse my wretched reign.

[Exeunt,

ScKSTE X.—Kent. Iden’s Garden,

Enter Cade.

Cade. Fie on ambition! fle on myself, that
have a sword, and yet am ready to famish!
These five days have I Md me in these woods,
and durst not peep out, for all the country is

laid for me; hut now am I so hungry that if I
might have a lease of my life for a thousand
years, I could stay no longer. Wherefore, on
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a brick Fall have I climbed into this garden,

to see if I can eat grass or pick a sallet another

while, which is not amiss to cool a man’s
stomach this hot weather. And I think this

word sallet was bom to do me good: for many
a time, but fw a sallet, my brain-pan had been
deft with a brown bill; and many a time, when
I have been dry, and bravely marching, it hath

served me instead of a quart-pot to drink in;

and now the word sallet must serve me to feed

on.

Enter Iden, with Servants behind.

Men. Lord, who would live tarmoiled in the
court,

And may enjoy such quiet walks as these?

This small inheritance my father left me
Contenteth me, end’s worth a monarchy.

I seek not to wax great by others’ waning.

Or gather wealth I care not with what envy;

Sufficeth that I have maintains my state,

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate.

Cade. Here’s the lord of the soil come to

seize me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple

without leave. [Aside.] Ah, villain, thou "^t
betray me, and get a thousand crowns of the
jftfig by carrying my head to him! but I’ll make
thee eat iron like an ostrich, and swallow my
sword like a great pin, ere thou and I part.

Men. Why, rude companion, whatso’er thou
be, {thee?

I know thee not; why, then, should I betray

Is’t not enough to break into my garden,

And Uke a thief to come to rob my grounds,

Climbing my walls m spite of me the owner.

But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms?
Cade. Brave thee! ay, by the best blood that

ever was broached, and beard thee too. Look
on me well: 1 have eat no meat these five days;

yet, come thou and thy five men, and if I do not

leave you all as dead as a door nail, I pray God
I may never eat grass more.
Men. Nay, it shall ne’er be said, while Eng-

land stands,

That Alexander Idea, an esquire of Kent,
Took odds to combat a poor famish’d man.
Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine.
See if thou canst outface me '^th thy looks:

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser;

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist;

Thy leg a stick compared with this truncheon;

My foot shall fight with all the strength thou
hast;

And if mine arm be heaved in the air.

Thy grave is digg’d already in the earn.
As for words, whose greatness answers words,
Let this my sword report what speech forbears.

Cade. By my valour, the most complete
champion that ever I heard.—Steel, if thou
turn the edge, or cut not out the burley-boned
clown in cmnes of beef ere thou sleep in thy
sheath, I beseech Jove, on my knees, thou
mayest be turned to hobnails. [They fight,

Cade falls.] 0, I am slainl famine and no
other hath slain me: let ten thousand devils

come against me, and give me but the ten meals
I have lost, and I’d defy them all- Wither,

garden; and be henceforth a buiying-place to

all that do dwell in this house, because the un-
conquered soul of Cade is fled.

Men. Is’t Cade that I have slain, that mon-
strous traitor?

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed,
And hang thee o’er my tomb when I am dead:
Ne’er shall this blood be wiped from thy point;
But thou shalt wear it as a herald’s coat.
To emblaze the honour that thy master got.

^
Cade. Iden, farewell; and be proud of thy

victory. Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her
best man; and exhort all the world to be
cowards,

—

for I, that never feared any, am
vanquished by famine, not by valour.
Men. Slow much thoii wrongst me, heaven be

my judge. [theel
Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare
And as I thrust thy body in with my sword,
So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell.
Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels
Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave.
And there cut off thy most ungracious Jiead;
Which I will bear in triumph to the Mag,
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon.

[Exeunt, dragging out the badg.

ACT V.

Scene L

—

Fields between Dartford and JSZacA-

heatk.

The King’s Camp on one side. On the other,
enter York attended, with drum and colours:
his Forces at some distance.

Yorh. From Ireland thus comes York to
claim his right,

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry’s head;
Bing, bells, aloud; bum, bonfires, clear and

bright;

To entertain great England’s lawful king.
Ah, sancta ma/estas I would not buy thee

dear?
Let them obey that know not how to rule;

This hand was made to handle nau^t but gold.
I cannot give due action to my words
Except a sword or sceptre balance it:

A sceptre shall it have,—^have I a soul,

—

On which I'll toss the flower-de-luce of France.

Enter Buckingham.

Whom have we here? Buckingham, to disturb

me?
The king hath sent him, sure: I must dissemble.

[Aside.

Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet

thee weU. [greeting.

York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept thy
Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure?

Buck. A messenger from Henry, our dead
liege,

To know the reason of these arms in peace;
Or why thou, being a subject as I am.
Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn,

Shouldst raise so great a power without his

leave,

Or dare to bring thy force so near the court.

York. Scarce can I speak, my choler is so

great:

0, 1 could hew up rocks and fight with flint,

I am so anpry at these ahjett terms;
And now, Kti:e Ajax Telamonius,
On sheep or oxen could I spend my furyl
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I am fsr better bom than is the Mng;
More like a Mng, more Mngl? in my thoughts;

But I must make fair weather yet awhile.

Till Henry he more weak and I more strong.

Buckingham, I pr*ythee, pardon me.
That I have given no answer all this while;

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy.

The cause why I have brought this army hither

Is to remove proud Somerset from the long,

Stoditioas to his grace and to the state, (part:

Buck, That is too much presumption on thy

But if thy arms be to no other end,

The Mng hath yielded unto thy demand;
The Duke of Somerset is in the Tower.

York, Upon thine honour, is he prisoner?

Buck, IJpon mine honour, he is prisoner.

York, Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my
powers,—

Soldiers, I thank you all; disperse yourselves;

Meet me to-morrow in Saint George’s field,

You shall have pay and everything you wish.

—

And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry,
Command my eldest son, nay, all my sons.

As pledges of my fealty and love;

Ffl send them all as willing as I live:

Bands, goods, horse, armour, anything I have,

Is his to use, so Somerset may die.

Buck. York, Icommend this kind submission:
We twain will go into his highness’ tent.

Enter Kmc HEioiy, attended,

X. Men. BucMngham, doth York intend no
harm to us,

That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm?
York. In all submission and humility

York doth present himself unto your highness.

Jt. Men. Then what intend these forces thou
dost bring? [hence,

York. To heave the traitor Somerset from
And fight agamst that monstrous rebel Cade,
Who since I heaffi to be discomfited.

Enter torn, mth Cade’s kead.

Men. If one so rude and of so mean condition
May pass mto the presence of a Mng,
Lo, I present your grace a traitor’s head.
The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew,
X.Men, The head of Cade!—Great God,

how just art thou!—
0, let me view his visage, being dead,
That living wrought me such exceeding

trouble.— [him?
Ten me, my friend, art thou the man that slew
Men, I was, an’t like your majesty.
K. Men. How art thou call’d? and what is

thy degree?
Men. Alexander Iden, that’s my name;

A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his Mng.
Buck, So please it you, my lord, ’twere not

amiss
He were created knight for his good service.
K.Men, Iden, kneel down. [JTe kneels.]

Rise up a knight
We give thee for reward a thousand marks;
And will that fhou henceforth attend on us.
Men, May Iden live to merit such a bounty.

And never live but true unto his liege!

K.Men. See, Buckingham! Somerset comes
writh the queen:

Go, bid her hide Mm quickly from the duke.

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerset.

Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not
hide his head,

But boldly stand and front him to the face.

York. How now! is Somerset at liberty?

Then, York, unloose thy long-imprison’d
thoughts,

And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart.

Shall I endure the sight of Somerset?— [me.
False Mng! why hast thou broken faith with
Knowmg how hardly I can brook abuse?
Kang did I call thee? no, thou art not king;

Not fit to govern and rule multitudes,

WMch dar’st not, no, nor canst not rule a
traitor.

That head of thine doth not become a crown;
Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer’s staff,

And not to grace an awful princely sceptre.

That goldmustround engirt these brows of mine,
Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles’ spear,

Is able with the change to MU and cure.

Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up,

And with the same to act controlling laws.

Give place: by beaven, thou shalt rule no
more

O’er him whom heaven created for thy ruler.

Som. 0 monstrous traitor!—I arrest thee,

York,
Of capital treason ’gainst the Mng and crown:
Obey, audacious traitor; kneel for grace.

York. Wouldst have me kneel? first let me
ask of these,

If they can brook I bow a knee to man.

—

Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail;

[Exit Atten.

I know, ere they will have me go to ward,
They’ll pawn their swords for my enfranchise-

ment. [amain,
Q. Mar. Call hither Clifford; bid him come

To say if that the bastard boys of York
Shall be the surety for their traitor father.

[Exit an Attendant.
York. O Mood-bespotted Neapolitan,

*

Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scourge!
The sons of York, thy betters in their birth,

Shall be their father’s bail; and bane to those
That for my surety will refose the boys!
See where they come: I’ll warrant they’ll make

it good. [bail.

Q. Mar. Andhere comes CHfiordto denytheir

Enter Edward and Richard Plantagenet,
with Forces, at one side; at the other, mth
Forces also, Lord Clifford end his Son.

Clif. Health and all happiness to my lord the
Mng! [Kneels.

York. I thank thee, Clifford: say, what news
with thee?

Nay, do not fright us with an angry look:
We are thy sovereign, Clifford, fcaeel again;
For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee, [talte;

Clif. This is my Mng, York, I do not mis-
But thou mistak’st me much to think 1 do:

—

To Bedlam vrith Mm! is the man grown mad?
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Hen. Ay, Clifford; a bedlam and ambi-
tions bumotur

Makes him oppose himself agamst his king.

CHf. He IS a traitor; let him to the Tower,

And chop away that factious pate of Ms.

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey;

His sons, he says, shall give their words forMm.
York. Will you not, sons?

Edw. Ay, noble father, if our words win serve.

Rich. And if words will not, then oar weapons
shall. [here!

CUf. Why, what a brood of traitors have we
York. Look in a glass, and call thy image so:

I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor.

—

Cali hither to the stake my two brave bears.

That With the very shaking of their chains

They may astomsh these fell-lurking curs:

Bid Sahsbury and Warwick come to me.

Drums. Enter Warwick and Salisbury,

with Forces.

CUf. Are these thy bears? we’ll bait thy bears
to death,

And manacle the bear-ward in their chains,

If thou dar’st bnng them to the baiting-place.

Rick. Oft have I seen a hot o’erweemng cur

Run back and bite, because he was withheld;

Who, bwng suffer’d with the bear’s fell paw.
Hath clapp’d his tail between his legs and cried:

And such a piece of service will you do.

Ifyouoppose yourselvestomatch LordWarwick.
CUf. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested

lump.
As crooked in thy manners as thy shape!

York, Nay, we shall heat you thorou^y
anon.

CUf. Take heed, lest by your heat you bum
yourselves. {to bow?

—

K. Hen. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot

Old Salisbury,—shame to thy silver hair,

Thou mad misleader of thy brainsick son!—
What, Wilt thou -on thy death-bed play the

ruffian.

And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles?

—

0, where is faith? 0, where ik loyalty?

If it be banish’d from the frosty head,
Where shall it find a harbour in the earth?

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war,
And shame thine honourable age with blood?
Why art thou old, and want’st experience?
Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it?

For shame! in duty bend thy knee to me.
That bows unto the grave with mickle age.

Sal. My lord, I have consider’d with myself
The title of this most renowned duke;
And in my conscience do repute his grace

The rightful heir to England’s royal seat.

K, Hen, Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto
me?

Sal. 1 have. [for such an oath?

K. Hen. Canst thou dispense with heaven
Sal. It is great sin to sw'ear unto a sin;

But greater sin to keep a sinful oath-

Who can be bound by any solemn vow
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man.
To force a spotless virgin’s chastity,

To reave the orphan of Ms patrimony,
To wring the widow from her custom’d ri^t;
And have no other reason for tMs wrong
But that he was bound by a solemn oath?
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Q. Mar. A subtle traitor needs no sopiiister*

K. Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm
himself. [thou hast,

York. Call Buckingham, and all ffie friends
I am resolv’d for death or digmty. [true,

CUf. The first I warrant thee, if dreams prove
War. You were best to go to bed and dream

agam.
To keep thee from the tempest of the field.

Chf. I am resolv’d to bear a greater storm
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day;
And that I’ll write upon thy burgonet,
Might I but know thee by thy household badp.

War. Now, by my father’s badge, old NevU’s
crest,

The rampant bear chain’d to the ragged staff.

This day I’ll wear aloft my burgqnet,

—

As on a mountam-top the cedar shows,
That keeps Ms leaves in spite of any storm,

—

Even to affright thee with the view thereof.

CUf. And from thy burgonet I’ll rend thy
bear,

And tread it under foot with all contempt.
Despite the bear-ward that protects the bear.

Y. CUf. And so to arms, victonous father.

To quell the rebels and their complices, [spite.

Rich. Fie! charity, for shame! speak not in
For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night.

Y. Chf. Foul stigmatic, that’s more than thou
canst tell.

Rich. If not in heaven, you’ll surely sup in

hell. [Exeunt severaUjf.

Scene IL—Smnf Albans.

Alarwnsi excursions. Enter Warwick.

War. Clifford of Cumberland, *tis Warwick
calls!

And if thou dost not Mde thee from the bear,

Now,—when the angry trumpet sounds alarum.
And dead men’s cries do fill the empty air,

—

Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with mel
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland,
Warwick is hoarse with, calling fhep to anns.

Enter York.

How now, my noble lord! what, all a-foot?

York. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my
steed;

But match to match I have encounter’d Mm,
And made a prey for carrion Mtes and crows
Even of the bonny beast he lov’d so welL

Enter Lord Clifford.

War. Of one or both of us the time is come
York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some

other chase.

For I myself must hunt tMs deer to death.

War. Then, nobly, York; ’hs for a crown
thou fight’st.

—

As I intend, Chfford, to thnve to-day,

It grieves my soul to leave thee unassailM.
^ [Exit.

CUf. What see’st thou in me, York? why
dost thou pause? ftoYC,

York. With thy brave bearing should"! be in

But that thou art so fast mine enemy.

CUf. Nor jshould thy prowess want praise

and' esteem,
But that ’tis shown ignobly and in treason.
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fork. So let it help me now against thy
sword.

As I in justice and true right express it!

Clif. My soul and body on the action both!

fork. A dreadful lay!~address thee instantly,

Qij. La fin couronne les osuvres.

[They fight, and Clifford falls and dies.

York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for

thou art sMi.

Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy willl

[JSxif.

j

Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence,

,
To give the enemy way; and to secure us

1
By what we can, which can no more but fly.

. [Alarum afar off,

^

If you be ta’en, we then should see the bottom
Of ail our fortunes: but if we haply scape,

—

i As weE we may, if not through your neglect,

—

' We shall to London get: where you are lov’d;

And where this breach, now in our fortunes
made,

May readily be stopp’d.

Enter YotjNO Clifford.

Y, Clif, Shame and confusion! all is on the

rout;

Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds
^ere it should guard. O war, thou son of hell,

Whom angry heavens do make their minister.

Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part

Hot coals of vengeance!—Let no soldier fly:

He that is truly dedicate to war
Hath no self-love; nor he that loves himself

Hath not essentially, but by circumstance.

The name of valour.—0, let the vile world end,

[Seeing his faiheds body.

And the premised flames of the last day

Knit earth and heaven together!

Now let the general trumpet blow his blast,

Particularities and petty sounds

To cease!—Wast thou ordain’d, dear father,

To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve

The silver livery of advised age,

And in thy reverence and thy chair-days thus

To die in ruffian battle?—Even at this sight

My heart is turn’d to stone, and while ’tis mine
It shall be stony. York not our old men spares:

No more will I their babes: tears virginal

Shall be to me even as the dew to fire;

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims,

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax.

Henceforth I will not have to do with pity;

Meet 1 an infant of the house of York^
Into as many gobbets will I cut it

As wild Medea young Absyitus did;

In cruelty will I seek out my fame.

—

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford’s house:
[Taking up the body.

As did ASneas old Anchises bear,

So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders;
But then iSneas bare a living load.

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. [£xi*f.

Enter Richard Plahtagehet and Somer-
set, fighting, and Somerset is killed.

Rich. So, He thou there;

—

For underneath an alehouse’ paltry sign.

The Castle in Saint Albans, Somerset
Hath made the wizard famous in Ms death.

—

Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathful stdl:

Priests pray for enemies, but princes MU, [Exit.

Alarums: excursions. Enter KmG HEifRY,
Queen Margaret, and others, retreating.

Q, Mar. Away, my lordl you are slow; for

shame, away!
X Sen. Can we outrun the heavens? good

Margaret, stay.

Q, Mar. What are you made of? you’ll nor
fight nor fliy:

Re-^nter Young Clifford.

Y. Clif. But that my heart’s on future mis-
chief set,

I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly;

But fly you must; uncurable discomfit

Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts.

Away, for your relief! and we wiU live

To see their day, and them our fortune give;

Away, my lord, away! [Exeunt,

Scene III.

—

Fields near Saint Albans,

Alarum: retreat. Flourish; then enter York,
Richard Plantageket, Warwick, end
Soldiers, with drum and colours.

York. Of SaHsbury, who can report of him,

—

That winter hon, who m rage forgets

Aged contusions and all brush of time,
And, hke a gallant in the brow of youth,
Repairs him with occasion? TMs happy day
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot,

If Salisbury he lost.

Rich. My noble father,

Three times to-day I holp him to his horse,
Three times bestrid him, thrice I led hirn off,

Persuaded him from any further act: [Mm;
But still, where danger was, still there 1 met
And like rich hangings in a homely house,
So was Ms will m Ms old feeble body.
But, noble as he is, look where he comes.

Enter Salisbury.

Sal. Now, by my sword, weU hast thou
fought to-day;

By the mass, so did we all.—I thank you,
Richard:

God knows how long it is I have to Uve;
And it hath pleas’d Mm that three times to-day
You have defendedme from imminent death.

—

Well, lords, we have not got that wMch we
have:

’Tis not enough our foes are tMs time fled,

Being opposites of such repairing nature.
York. I know our safety is to follow them;

For, as I hear, the king is fled to London,
To call a present court of Parliament.
Let us pursue him ere the writs go forth:—
What says Lord Warwick? shall we after them?

War. After them! nay, before them, if we
can.

Now, by my hands, lords, ’twas a glorious day;
Saint Albans battle, won by famous York,
Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come.— [aH:

Sound drums and trumpets;—and to London
And more such days as these to us befall!

[Exeunt
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ACT L
Scene L—London. The Parliament House.

Drums. Some Soldiers of Yomi^s Party break
in. Then enter the Duke or^o^, Ed-
ward, Richard, Norfolk, Montaiiue,
Warwick, and others, with wMte roses

their hats.

War. I wonder how the long escap’d our
hands.

-York. While we pursu’d the horsemen of the
north,

He slily stole away, and
Whereat the great Lord of Northumb
Whose waiffike ears could never brook retreat,

Cheer’d up the drooping army; and himself.

Lord Clifford, and Lord Stafford, all a-breast,

Charg’d our main battle’sfront, and,breaking in,

Were by the swords of common soldiers sUdn.

Edw. Lord Statford’s father, Duke of Buck-
ingham,
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Is either slain or wounded dangerous;

I cleft Ms heaver with a downright Wow:
That tWs is tme, father, behold Ms blood.

[Showing his bloody sword.

Mont And, brother, here’s the Earl of

Wiltshire’s blood,

[To York, showing his.

Whom I encoimter’d as the battles join’d.

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what
I did.

[Throzffmp down Somerset’s head.

York. Eichard hath best deserv’d of all my
sons.—

But, is your grace dead, my Lord of Somerset?

Norf. Such hope have all the hue of John of

Gaunt
Mch. Thus do I hope to shake King Henry’s

head.

Wm. And so do I.—^ctorioas Prince of

York,
Before 1 see thee seated in that throne

Which now the house of Lancaster usurps,

I vow by heaven these eyes shall never close-

TMs is the palace of the fearful kmg,
And tMs the regal seat; possess it, York;

For tMs is tMne, and not King Henry’s heirs*.

York. Assist me, then, sweet Warwick, and
IwiU;

For Mther we have broken in by force, [die.

Norf. We’ll all assist you; he that flies shall

York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk;—stay by me,
my lords;—

And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night

War, And when the king comes, offer him
no violence,

TTnless he seek to thrust you out per force.

[The Soldiers retire.

York. The queen tMs day here holds her par-

liament,

But little thinks we shall be of her council:

By words or blows here let us win our right
Rich. Arm’d as we are, let’s stay within this

house. [call’d.

War. The bloody parliament shall tMs be
Unless Plantagenet, Duke of York, be king.

And bashful Henry depos’d, whose cowardice
Hath made us by-words to our enemies.

York. Then leave me cot Biy lords; be re-

solute;

I mean to take possession of my right
War. Neither the king, nor he that loves

Mm best,

Ike proudest he ^at holds up Lancaster,
Dares stir a wing if Warwick shake Ms bells.

FU plant Plantagenet, rootMm up who dares;—
Resolve thee, Richard; claim the English

crown.
‘ [Warwick leads York to the throne*

who seats himself.

Flomish. Enter Knro Henry,' "Ch-iFFORD
NORTSUBCBEftXAlTO, WESTMORELAND, Ex-
WTEK, and others, with red roses in their
hats.

JET. Ben. My lords, look where the sturdy
rebel sits,

Even in the chair of stare! belike he means,

—

Back’d by the power of Warwick, that false
peer,—

To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king.

—

Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father;

And thine, Lord Clifford; and you both have
vow’d revenge

On him, Ms sons, Ms favourites, and Ms friends.

North. If I be not, heavens be reveng’d on
me!

Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn
in steel.

West What, shall we suffer tMs? let’s pluck
him down:

My heart for anger bums; I cannot brook it.

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle Earl of West-
moreland.

Clif. Patience is for poltroons, and such as
he;

He durst not sit there had your father liv’d.

My gracious lord, here in the parliament

Let us assail the family of York. [so.

North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin: be it

K. Hen. Ah, know you not the city favours
them,

And they have troops of soldiers at their beck?
Exe. But when the duke is slam they’U

quickly fly.

K. Hen. Far be the thought of tMs from
Henry’s heart,

To make a shambles of the parliament house!
Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats

Shall be the war that Henry means to use.
[They advance to the Duke.

Thou factious Duke of York, descend my
throne,

And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet;

I am thy sovereign.

York. I am thine.

Exe. For shame, come down: he made thee
Duke of York. [was.

York. It was my inheritance, as the earldom
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown.
War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown

In following tMs usurping Henry.
Clif, Whom should he follow but Ms natural

king?
War. Trae, Clifford; and that’s Richard

Duke of York.
K. Hen. And shall 1 stand, and thou sit in

my throne?
York. It must and shall be so: content thy-

self.

War. Be Duke of Lancaster; letMm he king.
West He is bothkingand Duke of Lancaster;

And that the Lord of Westmoreland shall main-
tain. ([forget

War. And Warwick shall disprove it. You
That we are those which chas’d you from the

field,

And slew your fathers, and with colours spread
March’d through the city to the palace-gates.

North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my
^ef;

And, by Ms soul, thou and thy house shall rue
it.

West Plantagenet, of thee, and these thy
sons,

Thy kinsmen, and thy friends, I’ll have more
lives

Than drops of blood were in my father’s veins.
Clif. Urge it no more: lest that, instead of

words,
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I send tiee, Warwick, suck a messenger

As skali revenge Ms death before I stir.

War. Poor CMordi how I scorn his worth-
less threa'tsi [crown?

York. Will yon we show onr title to the

If not, onr swords shall plead it in the field.

K. Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the
crown?

Thy father was, as thou art, Bufce of York;

Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, Earl of

March:
I am the son of Henry the Fifth,

Who made the Dauphin and the French to

stoop,

And seiz’d upon their towns and provinces.

War. Talk not of France, sith thou hast lost

it ail.

K. Hen. The lord protector lost if, and not I:

When I was crown’d I was but nine months old.

Rich. You are old enough now, and yet, me-
thinks, you lose.

—

Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s head.
Edw. Sweet father, do so; set it on your head.
Jkfonf. Good brother [fo York], as thou lov’st

and honour’st arms,
Let’s fight it out, and not stand cavilling ^us.
Rich. Sound drums and trumpets and the

king will fly.

York. Sons, peace!

K. Hen. Peace thou! and ^ve King Henry
leave to speak. [lords;

War. Plantagenet shall speak first: hear him,
And be you silent and attentive too,

For he that interrupts him shall not live,

K. Hen. Think’st thou that I will leave my
Mugly throne.

Wherein ray grandsire and my father sat?

No: first shall war unpeople this my realm;

Ay, and their colours,—often borne in France,
And now in England to our heart’s great

sorrow,— [lords?

Shall be my winding-sheet.—Why faint you,

My title’s good, and better far than his.

War* But prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be
king.

K. Hen. Henry the Fourth by conquest got
the crown.

York. ’Twas by rebellion against Ms king.

K. Hen. I know not what to say; my title’s

weak. [Aside.

TeE me, may not a Hng adopt an heir?

York. What then?
K. Hen. An if he may, then am I lawful Mng;

For Richard, in the view of many lords,

Resign’d the crown to Henry the Fourth,
Whose heir my father was, and I am Ms.

York. He rose against him, being Ms sov-
ereign,

And made Mm to resign Ms crown perforce.

War. Suppose, my lords, he did it uncon-
strain’d,

TMnk you ’twere prejudicial to Ms crown?
Exe. No; for he could not so resign Ms crown

But that the next heir should succeed and
reign.

K. Hen. Art thou against us, Duke of Exeter?
Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon

me.
York. Why wMsper you, my lords, and

answer not?

Exe. My conscience teEs me he is lawful
Mng.

K. Hen. All will revolt from me, end turn
to Mm. [Aside.

North. Plantagenet, for aE the claim thou
lay’st,

TMnk not that Henry shaE be so depos’d.
War. Depos’d he shaH be, in despite of aE.
North. Thou art deceiv’d: ’tis not tEy south-

ern power,
Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,
Which makes thee thus presumptuous and

proud,

—

Can set the duke up in despite of me,
Clif. Kmg Henry, be thy title nght or wrong,

Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence;
May that ground gape, and swaEow me alive.

Where I shaE kneel to Mm that slew my father!

K. Hen. O Clifford, how thy words revive
my heart! [crown.

—

York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy
What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords?

War. Do nght unto tMs princely Duke of

York;
Or I wiE fiE the house with armed men,
And o’er the chair of state, where now he sits.

Write up Ms tiEe with usurping blood.
[He stamps, and the Soldiers shoia themselves.
K. Hen. My Lord of Wanck, hear me but

one word;

—

Let me for tMs my life-time reign as king,

York. Confirm the crown to me and to mine
heirs,

And thou shalt reign in quiet wMle thou Ev’st.

K. Hen. X am content: Richard Plantagenet,

Enjoy the kingdom after my decease, [son?

Cltf. What wrong is tMs unto the prince your
War. What good is tMs to England and bim-

self!

West. Base, fearful, and despairing Henry?
Clif. Hcfw hast thou injur’d both thyself and

usl
West. 1 cannot stay to hear these articles.

North, Nor I.

Clif. Come, cousin, let us teE the queen these
news. [Mng,

West. FareweB, faint-hearted and degenerate
In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides.

North. Be thou a prey unto Ihe house of

York,
And die in bands, for tMs unmanly deed!

Clif. In dreadful war mayst thou be over-

come,
Or Eve in peace, abandon’d and despis’d!

[Exeunt North-, Clip., and West.
War. Turn tMs way, Henry, and regard

them not. [not yield.

Exe. They seek revenge, and therefore wEl
K. Hen. Ah, Exeter!
War. Why should you sigh, my lord!

K. Hen. Not for myself, Lord Warwick, but
my son.

Whom I unnaturaEy shaE disinherit

But be it as it may;—I here entaE
The crown to thee and to tMne heirs for ever!

ConditionaEy, that here thou take an oath

To cease tMs civil war, and, wMlst I live,

To honour me as thy Mng and sovereign,

And neither by treason nor hostility

To seek to put me down and reign thyself.
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Ymk. IHsoa&IwilBiig^ytalce.tndi^
form. {Commj? from the ihrone.

War. long live Ejbag Henry!—Plantagenet,
embrace Mm.

K. Hen. And tong Hto thou, and these thy

forward sons!

York. Now yorkand Lancaster are reconcil’d,
Exe. Accnrs’d be he that seeks to make them

foes!

I&emief. The Lords come forward.

York, Farewell, my gracious lord; FH to

my castle.

l^cr. And I’ll keep London with my soldiers.

Norf. And I to Norfolk widi my followers.

Jifonf. And I unto the sea, from whence I

came.
[Freunf York and Ms Sons, Wax., Noxf.,

Mont., Soldiers, and Attendants.

K, Hen. And I, with grief and sorrow to the

court.

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks

bewray her anger:

BI steal away. [Gomp.
K. Hen. Exeter, so will L [Going.

Enter Queen Margaxet and the Prince of
Wales.

Q. Mar, Nay, go not from me; I will follow

thee. [stay.

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will

Q. Mar. Who can he patient in such ex-

tremes?
Ahy wretched man! would I had died a maid,

And never seen thee, never bom thee son.

Seeing thou hast prov’d so unnatural a father!

Hath he deserv’d to lose his birthright thus?

Eadst thou but lov’d him half so well as I,

Or felt that pain which I did for him once,

Or nourish’d him as I did with my blood,—
Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood

there,

Father than made that savage duke thine heir,

And Msinherited thine only son.

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me:
If you be king, why should not I succeed?
K.Hen. Pardon me, Margaret;—pardon me,

sweet son:

—

The Earl of Warwick and the duke enforc’d me.
Q. Afar Enforc’d thee! art thou king, and

wilt be forc’d? [wretch!

X shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me;
And given unto the house of York such head
As thou Shalt reign but by their sufferance.
To entail him and his heirs unto the crown,
What is it, but to make thy sepulchre,
And creep into it far before thy time?
Warwick is chancellor and the lord of Calais;
Stem Falconbxidge commands the narrow seas;
The duke is made protector of the realm;
And yet shalt thou be safe? such safety ^ds
The trembling lamb environed with wolves.
Had I been there, wMch am a silly woman,
The soldiers should have toss’d me on their

pikes
Before I would have granted to that act.

But thou preferr^st thy life before thine honour:
And seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bec^,

Until that act of pwliament be repeal’d,

Whereby my son is disinherited.

The northern lords that have forsworn thy
colours

WiH follow mine, if once they see them spread;

And spread they shall be,—to thy foul disgrace,

And utter ruin of the house of York.
Thus do I leave thee.—Come, son, let’s away;
Our army is ready; come, we’ll after them.
X. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me

speak.

Q. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already;
get thee gone. [with me?

K. Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay

Q. Mar. Ay, to be murder’d by Ms enemies.
Prince. When I return with victory from the

field

I’U see your grace: till then I’ll follow her,

Q. Mar. Come, son, away; we may not finger

thus. [Exeunt Queen Margaret
and the Prince.

K. Hen. Poor queen! how love to me and
to her son

Hath made her break out into terms of rage!
Reveng’d may she be on that hateful duke.
Whose haughty spint, winged with desire,

Will cost my crown, and like an empty eagle
Tire on the flesh of me and of my son!

The toss of those three lords torments my
heart:

I’ll write unto them, and entreat them fair:

—

Come, cousin, you shall he the messenger.
Exe. And I, I hope, shall reconcile them alL

[Exeimf.

Scene IL—A Room in Sandal Castle, near
Wakefield, m Yorkshire.

Enter Edward, Richard, and Montague.

Rich. Brother, though I be youngest, give
me leave.

Edw. No, I can better play the orator.

Mont. But 1havereasons strongand forcible.

Enter York.

York. Why, how now, sons and brother! at
a stefe?

What is your quarrel? how began it first?

Edw. No quarrel, but a sli^t contentionu
York. About what?
Rich. About that wMch concerns your grace

and us,—
The crown of England, father, wMch is yours.

York. Mine, boy? not till King Henry be
dead. [deattu

Rich. Your right depends not on Ms fife or
Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it

now: [breathe,
By giving the house of Lancaster leave to
It will outrun you, father, in the end. [reign.

York. I took an oath that he should quietly

Edw. But, for a kingdom, any oath may be
broken: [year,

1 would break a thousand oaths to reign one
Rkh, No; God forbid your grace should be

forsworn.
York. I shall be, if I claim by open war.
Rich. I’ll prove the contrary, if you’ll hear

me speak.
York. Thou canst not, son; it is impossible.
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Rich, An oatli is of no moment, being not
took

Before a true and lawful magistrate,

That hath authority over Mm that swears:

Henry had none, but did usnrp the place;

Then, seeing ’twas he that made you to depose,

Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous.

Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but think

How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown;
Within whose circuit is Elysium,

And all that poets feign of bliss and joy.

Why do we hnger thus? I cannot rest

Xlnffl the white rose that I wear be dy’d

Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry’s heart.

fork, Richard, enough; 1 will be Idiig, or
die.-—

Brother thou shalt to London presently,

And whet on Warwick to this enterprise.

—

Thou, Richard, shalt to the Duke of Norfolk,

And tell him privily of our intent,—
You, Edward, shall unto my Lord Cobham,
With whom the Kendshmen will willingly rise:

In them I trust; for they are soldiers,

Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit.

—

WhUe you are thus employ’d, what resteth
more.

But that I seek occasion how to rise.

And yet the king not privy to my drift,

Nor any of the house of Lancaster?

Enter a Messenger.

But, stay: what news? Why com’st thou in
such post? [and lords

Mess. The queen with all the northern earls

Intend here to besiege you in your castle;

She is hard by with twenty thousand men;
And therefore fortify your hold, my lord.

York. Ay, with my sword. Whatl think’st

thou that we fear them?

—

Edward and Richard, you shaU stay with me;

—

IVIy brother Montague shall post to London:
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest,

Whom we have left protectors of the king,

With powerful policy strengthen themselves.
And trust not simple Henry nor his oaths.

Mont. Brother, 1 go; I’ll win them, fear it

not:

And thus most humbly I do take my leave.

[Ejdt.

Enter Sir John and Sir Hitgh Mortimer.

York. Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer,
mine uncles!

You are come to Sandal in a happy hour;

The army of the queen mean to besiege us.

Sir John. She shall not need, we’ll meet her
in the field.

York. What, with five thousand men?
Rich, Ay, with five hundred, father, for a

need:
A woman’s general; what should we fear?

[A march afar off.

Edw, I hear their drums: let’s set our men
in order,

And issue forth, and bid them battle straight.

York. Five men to twenty!—though the odds
be great,

I doubt not, tmcle, of our victory.

Many a battle have I won in France,

Whenas the enemy hath been ten to one:
Why should I not now have the like success?

[Exemt

Scene III.—Pkrins near Sanded Castle.

AUman. Enter Rutland and his Tutor.

Rut. Ah, whither shall I fiy to ’scape their

hands?
Ah, tutor, look where bloody Clifford comesi

Enter Clifford and Soldiers.

Clif. Chaplain, away! thy priesthood saves
thy Hfc.

As for the brat of this accursed duke,
Whose father slew my father,—he shall die.

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company.
Clif. Soldiers, away with him! [child,

Tut. Ah, Clifford, murder not this innocent
Lest thou be hated both of God and man.

[Entfjorced off by Soldiers.

Clif. How now! is he dead already? or is it

fear

That makes him close his eyes?— I’ll open
them.

Rut, So looks the pent>up lion o’er the
wretch

That trembles under his devouring paws;
And so he walks, insulting o’er his prey.

And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder.

—

Ah, gentle Clifford, Mil me with thy sword,
And not with such a cruel threat’ning look!

Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die!—
I am too mean a subject for thy wrath:
Be thou reveng’d on men, and let me live.

Cltf. In vain thou speak’st, poor boy; my
father’s blood [enter.

Hathstopp’dthepassage wherethywords should
Rut. Then letmy father’s blood open it again:

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him.
Ciif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives and

thine

Were not revenge sufficient for me;
No, if I digg’d up thy forefather’s graves,

And hung their rotten coffins up in chains,

It could not slake mine ire nor ease my heart
The sight of any of the house of York
Is as a fury to torment my soul;

And till I root out their accursed line

And leave not one alive, I live in hell.

Therefore,— [Lifting his hand.
Rut. 0 let me pray before 1 take my death!

To thee I pray; sweet Clifford, pity me!
Clif. Such pity as my rapier’s point affords.

Rut. I never did thee harm: why wilt thou
slay me?

CUf. Thy father hath.

Rut. But ’twas ere I was bom.
Thou hast one son,—for his sake pity me;
Lest in revenge thereof,—sith God is jus^—
He be as miserably slam as I.

Ah, let me live in prison all my days;

And when I give occasion of offence

Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause.

CUf, No cause!

Thy father slew my fatter; therefore, die.

[Clifford stabs him.

Rut. DUfadantt taudis summa sit isia iusd
[Dies.
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€Uf, Hantugenetl I come, 'Plaatagenctt

And tMs thy son’s hiood cleaving to my blade

ShaJi rast upon my weapon, till thy blood,

Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both.

SCEMB lY,—Another j&arf of the Flains near

Sandd Castle.

Alarum, Enter Yoius:.

fork. The anay of the queen hath got the

field;

My tmcles both are slain in resoiing me;
And al! my foOowers to the eager foe

Turn back, and fiy, like ship« before the wind.

Or lambs pursu’d by hunger-starved wolves.

My sonSj—God knows what hath bechanced
them. [selves

But this I know,—they have demean’d them-
JUke men bora to renown by life or death.

Three times did Richard make a lane to me;
And thnee cned, Courage^ father! fight it out!

jtod full as oft came Edward to my side,

With purple falchion, painted to the hilt
^

In blood of those that had encounter’d him:

And when the hardiest wamors did retire,

Richard cned, Charge! and give no foot of
ground!

And cried, A c'^own, or else a glorious tomb!
A sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre!

With this we charg’d again: but, out, alas!

We bodg’d agam; as I have seen a swan
With bootless labour swim against the tide,

And spend her strength wifii over-matching
waves, [A short alarum within.

Ah, hark! the fatal followers do pursue;

And 1 am faint, and cannot fly then: fury:

And were I strong, I would not shun their fury:

The sands are number’d that make up my life;

Here must I stay, and here my life must end.

Enter Queen Margaset, Cuffosd, Nor-
THDMBERlAND, and Soldiers.

Come, bloody Clifford.—rough Northumber-
land,

—

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage:

1 am your butt, and I abide your shot.

North. Yield to ourmercy, proud Plantagenet.
Clif. Ay, to such mercy as his ruthless arm.

With downright payment, show’d unto my
father,

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car,

made an evening at the noontide prick.

fork. My ashes, as the phoenix, may brmg
forth

A bird that will revenge upon you ail:

And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven.
Scorning whate’er you can afflict me with.

Why come you not? what! multitudes, and fear?

Clif. So cowards fight when they can fly no
further;

So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talons;
So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their Eves,
Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officers.

York. 0 Clifford, but bethink thee once
again,

And in thy thought o’ernin my former time;
And, if thou canst, for blushing, view this face,

And bite thy tongue, that slandem him wifli

cowardice [this!

Whose frown hath made thee faint and fiy ere
Clif. I wEI not bandy with thee word for

word,
But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one.

[ihaws.
Q. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford! for a thou-

sand causes
I would prolong awhile the traitor’s Efe.

—

Wrath makes him deaf:—speak thou, Nor-
thumberland. [much

North. Hold, CEfford! do not honour him so
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart:
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin,

Por one to thrust his hand between his teeth.

When he might spurn him with his foot away?
It is war’s prize to take aU ’vantages;

And ten to one Ls no impeach of valour.

[They lay hands on Yosk, who struggles.

Clif. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with
the gin.

North. So doth the cony struggle in the net
[York is taken prisoner,

fork. So triumph tiiieves upon their con-
quer’d booty;

So true men yield, with robbers so o’ermatch’d.
North. What would your grace have done

unto him now? [thumbcrland,
Q. Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Nor-

Come, make him stand upon this molehiU here,
That raught at mountains with outstretched

arms,
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand.

—

What, was it you that would be England’s king?
Was’t you that revell’d in our parhament,
And made a preachment of your high descent?
Where are your mess of sons to back you now?
The wanton Edward and the lusty George?
And where’s that vaEant crook-back prodigy,
Dicky your boy, that with his grumbEng voice
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies?
Or, with the rest, where is your darEng Rut-

land?
Look, York: I stain’d this napkin with the blood
That vahant CEfford, with his rapier’s point,
Made issue from the bosom of the hoy;
And if thme eyes can water for his death,
I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal,
Alas, poor York! but that I hate thee deadly,
I should lament thy miserable state.

I prifthee, grieve, to make me merry, York.
Wtat, hath thy fiery heart so parch’d thine

entrails

That not a tear can faE for Rutland’s death?
Why art thou patient, man? thou shouldst be

mad;
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus.
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may ring and

dance.
Thou wouldst be fee’d, I see, to make me sport;
York cannot speak unless he wear a crown.

—

A crown for York!—and, lords, bow low to
him;—

Hold you his hands whilst I do set it on.
[Putting a paper crown on his head.

Ay, many, sir, now looks he Eke a king!
Ay, this is he that took King Henry’s chair;
And this is he wa^ Ws adopted heir.

—

But how is it that great Plantagenet
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Is crown’d so soon, and broke Ms solemn oath?

As I bethink me, you should not be king

Till our King Henry had shook hands with

dea^.
And will you pale your head in Henry’s glory,

And rob Ms temples of the diadem

Now in his life, against your holy oathi

O, ’tis a fault too, too impardonable!—

Off with the crown; and, with the crown, his

head; [dead.

And whilst we breathe take time to do him
Clif. That is my office, for my father’s sake.

Q. Mar. Nay, stay; let’s hear the orisons he
makes.

York. She-wolf of France, but worse than
wolves of France, [tooth!

Whose tongue more poisons than the adder’s

How ill-seeming is it in thy sex

To triumph, like an Amazonian trull,

Upon their woes whom fortune captivates!

But ffiat thy face is, visard-like, unchanging,

Made impudent with use of evil deeds,

I would assay, proud queen, tomake thee blush:

To teU thee whence thou cam’st, of whom
deriv’d,

W'ere shame erfough to shame thee, wert thou
not shameless.

Thy father bears the type of Kmg of Naples,

Of boUi the Sicils, and Jerusalem:
Yet not so wealthy as an Enghsh yeoman.
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult?

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen;
Unless the adage must be verified,—

That beggars mounted run their horse to death.

’Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud;
But, God he knows, thy share thereof is small:

’Tis virtue that doth make them most admir’d;

The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at:

’Tis government that makes them seem divine;

The want thereof makes thee abominable:
Thou art as opposite to every good
As the antipodes are unto us.

Or as the south to the septentrion.

O tiger’s heart wrapp’d in a woman’s Hde!
How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the

cMld,
To bid the father wipe Ms eyes withal,

And yet be seen to bear a woman's face?

Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible:

Thou stem, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorse-
less. •

Bidd’st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy
wish: [will:

Wouldst have me weep? why, now thou hast thy
For raging wind blows up incessant showers.
And when the rage allays, the rain begins.

These tears are my sweet Rutland’s obsequies;
And every drop cries vengeance for Ms death
’Gainstthee, fell Clifford, and thee, false French-

woman. [me so
North. Beshrew me, but Ms passions, move

That hardly can I check my eyes from tears.

York. That face of Ms the hungry cannibals
Would not have touch’d, would not nave stain’d

with blood:
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,

—

O, ten times more,—than tigers of Hyrcania.
See, ruthless queen, a hapless father’s tears:

TMs cloth thou dipp’dst in blood of my sweet
boy,

And I with tears do wash the blood away.
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of tius:

[Be gives back the handkerchief.
And if thou teli’st the heavy story right.
Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears;
Yea, even my foes will shed fast-faBing tears,
And say, Alas, it was a piteous deed!

—

There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my
curse; [Giving hack the paper crown.

And in thy need such comfort come to thee
As now I reap at thy too cruel handI—
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world:
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads!

North. Had he been slaughter-man to all my
km,

I should not for my life but weep with Mm,
To see how inly sorrow ^pes his soul.

Q. Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my Lord
Northumberland?

Think but upon the wrong he did us all,

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears.

CUf. Here’s for my oa^, here’s for my
father’s death. [Stabbing him.

Q. Mar. And here’s to right our gentle-

hearted king, [iSfobbrnp him.
York. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God!

My soul flies through these wounds to seek out
thee. [Dies.

Q. Mar. Off with Ms head, and set it on
York gates;

So York may overlook the town of York.
[Flourish. Exeunt

ACT 11.

Scene L—A plain near Mortimers Cross in

Herefordshire.

Drums. Enter Edward and Richard, with
•• their Forces, marching.

Edw. I wonder how our princely father
’scap’d,

Or whether he be ’scap’d away or no
From Clifford’s and Northumberland’s pursuit:

Had he been ta’en we should have heard the
news; [news;

Had he been slain we should have heard the
Or had he ’scap’d, methinks we should have

heard
The happy tidings of Ms good escape.—
How fares my brother? why is he so sad?

Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resolv’d

Where our right valiant father is become.
I saw Mm in the battle range about;
And'Watch’d him how he singled Clifford forth.

Methought he bore him in tiie tMckest troop

As doth a lion in a herd of neat;

Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs,—
Who having pinch’d a few, and made them cry,

The rest stand all aloof and bark at Mm.
So far’d our father with Ms enemies;
So fled Ms enemies my warlike father:

MetMnks ’tis prize enough to be Ms son.—
See how the morning ope’s her golden gates,

And takes her fareweB of the glorious sun!

How well resembles it flie prime of youth,

Tiimm’d like a younker prancing to Ms love!

Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three

suns?
Rich. Three ^orious suns, each one a perfect

sun;



538
mmm PAET OF KING HBNEY ¥I [act a

Not separtted willi the nicMag clowds,

Bttt mrtfd in a pale clear-shining sky.

See, see! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss,

As if they vow'd some league inviolable:

Ifow are they but one lamp, one light, one sun.

In this the heaven figures some event

Edw. 'Tis wondrous strange, the like yet

never heard of.

I thmk it cites ns, brother, to the field,—

That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet,

Each one already blazing by our meeds,

Should, • notwithstanding, join our lights to-

gether.

And overshine the earth, as this the world.

Whatever it bodes, henceforward will I bear

Upon my target three fair shining suns.

i&A. Hay, bear three daughters:—by your

leave I speak it,

Yott love the breeder better than the male.

Enter a Messenger.

But what art thou, whose heavy looks foretell

Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue?

Mess, Ah, one that was a woeful looker-on

Whenas the noble Duke of York was slain,

Your princely father and my loving lord!

Edw. 0, speak no more! for I have heard

too much.
Sick. Say how he died, for I will hear it all.

Mess. Environed he was with many foes;

And stood against them as the hope of Troy

Against the Greeks that would have enter'd

Troy.

But Hercules himself must ^eld to odds;

And many strokes, though with a httle axe,

Hew down and fell the hardest-timber'd oak.

By many hands your father was subdu’d;

But only slaughter'd by the ireful arm
Of unrelenting Clifiord, and the queen,

—

Wio crown’d the gracious duke in high de-

spite,— [wept,

Laugh’d in his face; and when with grief he

The ruthless queen gave him to dry his cheeks

A napkin steeped in the harmless blood

Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford

slam:

And alter many scorns, many foul taunts.

They took his head, and on the gates of Ymk
They set the same; and there it doth remain,

"nie saddest spectacle that e’er I view'd.

Edw. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean

upon,

—

How thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay!

—

0 Clifford, boisterous Clifford, thou hast slain

The flower of Europe for his chivalry;

And treacherously hast thou vanquish’d him,

For hand to hand he would have vanquish'd

thee!—
How my soul's palace is become a prison;

Ah, would she break from hence, that this my
body

Might in the ground be closed up in resti

For never henceforth shall I joy again,

Hever, 0 never shall I see more joy.

Mich. I cannot weep; for aE my body's

moisture [heart:

Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning

Hor can my tongue unload my heart’s great

burden;

For self-same wind that I should speak withal
Is kindUng coals, that fire all my breast,

And bum me up with flames, that tears would
quench.

To weep is to make less the depth of grief:

Tears, then, for babes; blows and revenge for
me!—

Richard, I bear thy name; I’ll venge thy death,
Or die renowned by attempting it.

Edw. Bis name that valiant duke hath left

with thee;

His dukedom and his chair with me is left.

-Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely ease’s
bird,

Show thy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun:
For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom

say;

Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his.

March. Enter Warwick and Montague
with Forces.

War. Bow now, fair lords! What fare?
what news abroad? [recount

Sick. Great Lord of Warwick, if we should
Our baleful news, and at each word’s deliver-

ance
Stab poniards in our flesh tifl all were told,

The words would add more anguish than the
wounds.

0 valiant lord, the Duke of York is slain!

Edw. 0 Warwick, Warwick! that Plan-
tagenet

Which held thee dearly as his soul’s redemp-
tion

Is by the stem Lord Clifford done to death.

War. Ten days ago I drown’d these news in
tears;

And now, to add more measure to your woes,
1 come to tell you things smee then befall’n.

-After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought,

Where your brave father breath’d his latest

gasp,

Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run,

Were brought me of your loss and his depart.

I,then in London, keeper of the Mng,
muster’d my soldiers, gatheridflocks offriends.

And very well appointed, as I thought,

March’d towards Saint Albans to intercept the
queen,

Bearing the king in my behalf along;

For by my scouts I was advertised

That she was coming with a full intent

To dash our late decree in parliament

Touching King Henry’s oath and your suc-
cession.

Short tale to make,—we at St. Albans met,
Our battles jom’d, and both sides fiercely

fought:

But whether 'twas the coldness of the Mng,
Who look’d fuU genfly on his warlike queen,

That robb’d my soldiers of their heated spleen;

Or whether ’twas report of her success;

Or more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour,

Who thunders to his captives, Blood and death,

I cannot judge: but, to conclude with truth,

Their weapons like to lightning came and
went;

Our soldiers’—fike the night-owl’s lazy flight,.

Or like a lazy thrasher wi& a flail,—

,
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Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends.

I cheer’d them up with justice of our cause,

With promise of high pay and great rewards:

But all in vain; they had no heart to fight,

And we in them no hope to win the day;

So that we fled; the kmg unto the queen;

I/ord George, your brotiier, Norfolk, and my-
self,

In haste, post-haste, are come to join with you;

For in the marches here we heard you were
Making another head to fight again.

JEdw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle
Warwick? [land?

And when came George from Burgundy to Eng-
War. Some six miles off the duke is with the

soldiers;

And for your brother, he was lately sent

From your kind aunt, Duchess of Burgundy,

With aid of soldiers to this needful war.

Jiic/i, ’Twas odds, belike, when valiant War-
wick fled:

Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit,

But ne’er till now his scandal of retire.

War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost
thou hear; [mine

For thou shalt know this strong right hand of

Can pluck the diadem from faint He^’s head,
And wring the awful sceptre from his fist,

Were he as famous and as bold in war
Ajb he IS fam’d for mildness, peace, and prayer.

Hich. I know it well, Lord Warwick; blame
me not;

’Tis love I bear thy glories makes me speak.

But in this troublous time what’s to be done?
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel,

And wrap our bodies in black mourning-gowns,
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads?

Or shah we on the helmets of our foes

TeH our devotion with revengeful arms?
If for the last, say Ay, and to it, lords.

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to seek
you out;

And therefore comes my brother Montague.
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen,
With Clifford and the haught Northumberland,
And of their feather many more proud birds.

Have wrought the easy-meltiug king like wax.
He swore consent to your succession,

His oath enrolled in the parliament;
And now to London all the crew are gone,

To frustrate both his oath and what beside
May make against the house of Lancaster.

Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong;

Now if the help of Norfolk and myself,

With all the friends that thou, brave Earl of

March,
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure,
Will but amount to five-and-twenty thousand.
Why, Vial to London win we march amain;
And once again bestride our foaming steeds.

And once again cry. Charge upon our foesl

But never once again turn back and fly.

Sich. Ay, now methinks I hear great War-
wick speak;

Ne’er may he live to see a sunshine day
That cries Retire, if Warwick bid him stay.

£dw. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder I
lean; [hourl

—

And when thou fail’st,—as God forbid the
Must Edward fafl, which peril heaven forefendl

S39

War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of
York;

Hie next degree is England’s royal throne;
For King of England shalt thou be proclaim’d
In every borou^ as we pass along;
And he that throws not up his cap for joy,

Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head.
KingEdward,—valiant Richard,—Montague,

—

Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown,
But sound the trumpets and about our task.

Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard
as steel,

—

As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds,—
I come to pierce it,—or to give thee mine.
Edw. Then strike up drums:—God and Saint

George for usl

Enter a Messenger.

War. How now! what news?
Mess. The Duke of Norfolk sends you word

by me,
The queen is coming with a puissant host;
And craves your company for speedy counseL

War, Why, then it sorts, brave warriors:
let’s away. lExeimi.

Scene II.—Before York.

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Queen Mar-
garet, the Prince of Wales, Clifford,
and Northumberland, with Forces.

Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave
town of York.

Yonder’s the head of that arch-enemy
That sought to be encompass’d with your crown:
Doth not the object cheer your heart, my lord?
K. Hen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that

fear their wreck:—
To see this sight, it irks my very soul.

—

Withhold revenge, dear God! ’tis not my fault,

Nor wittingly have I infring’d my vow.
Clif. My gracious liege, this too much lenity

And harmful pity must be laid aside.

To whom do Bons cast their gentle looks?
Not to the beast that would usurp their den.
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth hck?
Not his that spoils her young before her face.

Who scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting?

Not he that sets his foot upon her back.
The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on.

And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood.
Ambitious York did level at thy crown.
Thou smiling while he knit his angry brows:
He, but a duke, would have Ms son a km&
And raise his issue, like a loving sire;

Thou, being a king, bless’d with a goodly son,

Didst yield consent to diMuherit him,
Which argu’d thee a most unloving father.

Unreasonable creatures feed their young;
And though man’s face be fearftd to their eyes,
Yet, in protection of their tender ones,
Who hath not seen them,—even with those

wings
Which sometime they have us’d with fearful

flight,— [nest,
Make war with him that climb’d unto their
Offering their own lives in &eir young’s de-

fence?
For shame, my Hege, make them your prece-

dent!
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W«r« it not pit? tlwt tbis goocUf Imj
SkraM kse Ms birlMriglit by Ms lather’s fault,

Ajod img iiereafter say mto jMs cMld,

What mu ffreai-grtmdfatker and grandsire got

My cmdtssjaiker jawily gave amy?
Jkhf wliat a shame were this! look on the boy;
iod let Ms manly fact, trMch promseth
SticcessM fortune, steel thy melting heart
To hoM tMne own, and leaye thine own with

Mm- [orator,

ILNen.M weS hath Clifford play’d the

Meriing m^gnmente of mighty force.

But, Clifford, teH me, didst thou never hear
That things 21 got had ever bad success?

And happy always was it for that son

Whose fatter for his hoarding went to he2?
PH leave my son my virtuous deeds behind;

And would my fatter had left me no morel
For al tte rest is held at such a rate

As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep
Than in possession any jot of pleasure.—

^

Jtt, cousin Yorkl would thy best friends did

know
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here!

Q. Mar, My lord, cheer up your spirits; our

foes are nigh,

And this soft courage makes your followers

faint

You promis’d knighthood to our forward son:

TTnsheatteyoursword, anddubhimpreseutly.

—

Edward, toeei down.
K, Edw. Edward Plantagent, arise a knight;

And leicm this lesson,—draw thy sword in right.

Prince. My gracious fatter, by your kingly

leave,

Pd draw it as apparent to the crown.

And in that quarrel use it to tte death.

Cdf. Wby, that is spoken like a toward
prince.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Royal commanders, be in readiness:

For with a baud of tti^ thousand men
Comes Warwick, backing of tte Duke of York;

And in the towns, as they do march along,

Proclaims Mm king, and many fly to him:
Darraign your baffle, for they are at hand.

CiCf. I would your highness would depart tte

fleld: [absent.

The queen hath best success when you are

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to

our fortune.

K, Sen. Wky, that’s my fortune too; there-

fore ril stay.

N<iirth. Be it with resolution, tten, to fight.

Prince, My royal fatter, cheer these noble
lords,

And hearten ttose ttat fight in your defence:

Dnsheatte your sword, good fatter; cry. Saint
George!

March. Enter Edward, George, Richard
Warwick, Horeoik, Montague, and
Soldiers.

Edm, Now, perjur’d Eeaiyl wilt thou kneel
for grace,

And set tty madem upon my bead;
Or Mde tte mortal foitune m tte fidd?

Q, Mar. Go, rate tty minions, proud insult-
ing boy!

Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms
Before tty sovereign and tty lawful king?

Edio. 1 am Ms Mug, and he should bow Ms
knee;

I was adopted heir by Ms consent:
Since when, Ms oath is broke; for, as I hear,
You, that are king, though he do wear tte

crowm
Have caus’d him, by new act of parliament,
To blot out me and put his own son in.

Clif. And reason too:

Who should succeed tte fatter but tte son?
Pick. Are you there, butcher!—0, 1 cannot

speak! [thee,

CUf. Ay, crook-back, here I stand to answer
Or any he the proudest of thy sort,

PicTu ’Twas you that kill’d young Rutland,
was it not?

Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied.

Pkh. For God’s sake, lords, give signal to
the fight. [the crown?

War. What say’st thou, Henry, wiltthou yield
Q. Mar. Why, how now, long-tongu’d War-

wick! dare you speak?
When you and I met at Saint Albans last.

Your legs did better service than your hands.
War, Then ’twas my turn to fly, and now

’tis tMne. [fled.

CUf. You said so much before, and yet you
War. ’Twas not your valour, Chfford, drove

me thence. [you stay.

North. No,Eoryourmanhoodttatdurstmake
Pkk. Northumberland, 2 hold thee rever-

ently.—
Break off tte parley; for scarce I can refrain
The execution of my big-swoln heart
Dpon ttat Chfford, that cruel child-killer.

Clif. I slew thy father,—call'st thou him a
child? [coward,

Rich. Ay, like a dastard and a treacherous
As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland;
But ere sunset I’ll make thee curse the deed.
K. Hen. Have done with words, my lords,

and hear me speak. (tty lips.

Q. Mar. Defy them, then, or else hold dose
K. Hen. I pr’ythee give no limits to my

tongue:
X am a king, and privileg’d to speak.

Clif. My liege, tte wound ttat bred tMs
meeting here

Cannot be cur’d by words; therefore be still.

Rich. Then, executioner, unsheatte tty
sword:

By him that made us all, I am resolv’d
That Clifford’s manhood lies upon his tongue.
Edm. Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or

no?
A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day
That ne’er shall dine unless thou yield tte

crown. [head;
War. If thou deny, their blood upon tty

For York in justice puts Ms armour on.
Prince. If that be right wMch Warwick says

is right,

There Is no wrong, but everything is ri^t
Rich. Whoever got ttee, there thy mother

stands;

For, wen I wot, ttou hast thy mother’s tongue*
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Q. Mar. But thou art neither like thy sire

nor dam;
But like a foul misshapen stigmatic,

Mark'd by the destinies to be avoided.

As venom toads, or lizards’ dreadful stings.

Rich. Iron of Naples hid with English gilt.

Whose father bears the title of a king,

—

As if a channel should be call'd the sea,

—

Sham’ St thou not, knowmg whence thou art

extraught,

To ler thy tongue detect thy base-born heart?

Edw. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand
crowns,

To make this shameless callet know herself.

—

Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou.

Although thy husband may be Menelaus;
And ne’er was Agamemnon's brother wrong’d
By that false woman as this king by thee.

HjiS father reveU’d m the heart of France,

And tam'd the king, and made the dauphin
stoop;

And had he match’d according to his state.

He might have kept that glory to this day;

But when he took a beggar to his bed,

And grac'd thy poor sire with his bridd-day,

Even then that sunshme brew’d a shower for

him [France,

That wash’d his father’s fortunes forth of

And heap’d sedition on his crown at home.
For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy

pnde?
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept;

And we, in pity of the gentle king,

Had slipp’d our claim until another age.

Geo. But when we saw our sunshme made
thy sprmg,

And that thy summer bred us no increase.

We set the axe to thy usurping root; [selves.

And through the edge hath something fait our-

Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike.

We’ll never leave till we have hewn thee down,
Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods.

Edw. And in this resolution I defy thee;

Not willing any longer conference.

Since thou deniest the gentle king to speak.

—

Sound trumpets!—let our bloody colours
wave!

—

And either vicfory or else a grave.

0. Mar. Stay, Edward.
Edw. No, wrangling woman, we’H no longer

stay:

These words will cost ten thousand lives this

day. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—^ Field of Battle between Tow-
ton and Saxton, m Yorkshire.

Alarums: excursions. Enter Warwick,

War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a
race,

I lay me down a little while to breathe;
For strokes receiv’d and many blows repaid

Have robb’d my strong-knit sinews of their

strength,

And, spite of spite, needs must I rest awhile.

Enter Ebward, running.

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven! or strike, un-
gentle death!

Fox this world frowns, and Edward’s sun is

clouded.
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War. How now, my lord! what hap? what
hope of good?

Enter George.

Geo. Ou rhap is loss
,
ourhope but sad despair;

Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us:
What counsel give you, whither shall we fiy?

Edw, Bootless is fbght,—they follow us with
wings;

And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit

Enter Richard.

Rick, Ah, Warwick, why hast thou with-
drawn thyself?

Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath
drunk,

Broach’d with the steely point of Clifford’s

lance;

And in the very pangs of death he cried.

Like to a dismal clangor heard from fax,

Warwick, revenge ^ brother, revenge tny death!
So, underneath the belly of their steeds,
That stain’d their fetlocks m his smoking blood.
The noble gentleman gave up the ghost.

War. Then let the earth be drunken with
our blood:

I’ll kill my horse, because I will not fly.

Why stand we like soft-hearted women here.
Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage;
And look upon, as if the tragedy
Were play’d in jest by counterfeiting actors?

Here on my knee I vow to God above
I’ll never pause again, never stand stiSl,

Till either death hath clos’d these eyes of mine
Or fortune pven me measure of revenge,
Edw. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with

thine;

And in this vow do chain my soul to thine!—
And ere my knee rise from the earth’s cold face

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee.

Thou setter-up and plucker-down of kmgs,

—

Beseeching thee, if with thy will it stanch
That to my foes this body must be prey,

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope,

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul!

—

Now, lords, take leave until we meet again.

Where’er it be, in heaven or in earth.

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand;—and,
gentle Warwick,

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms:
I, that did never weep, now melt with woe
That winter should cut off our spring-time so.

War. Away, away! Once more, sweet lords,

farewell.

Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops.

And give them leave to fiy that will not stay;

And call them pillars that will stand to us;
And if we thrive, promise them such rewards
As victors wear at the Olympian games:
This may plant courageintheir quailing breasts;

For yet is hope of life and victory.

—

Forslow no longer, make we hence amain.
[Exeunt

Scene IV.—Another part of the Field.

Excursions. Enter Richard and Clifford.

Rich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee

alone:
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Suppose this arm is for the Duke of York,
And this for Rutland; both bound to revenge,

Wert thou environ’d with a brazen wall.

Clif, Now, l^chard* I am with thee here
alone:

This is the hand that stabb’d thy father York;
And this the hand that slew thy brother Rut-

land;

And here’s the heart that triumphs m their

death.

And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and
brother

To execute the like upon thyself;

And so, have at thee!

[They fight War. enters; CiXP. flies.

Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other

chase;

For I myself will hunt this wolf to death.
[Exexffit.

Scene 1.—Another part of the Field.

Alarum. Enter King Henry.

K. Hen. This battle fares like to the mom-
mg’s war,

When dying clouds contend with growing light.

What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails,

Can neither call it perfect day nor night-

How sways it this way, like a mighty sea
Forc’d by the tide to combat with the wind;

Now sways it that way, like the selfsame sea

Forc’d to retire by fury of the wind:
Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind;
Now one the better, then another best;

]Bk>th tugging to be victors, breast to breast.

Yet neither conqueror nor conquered:
So is the equal j^ise of this fell war.

Here on this molehill will I sit me down.
To whom God will, there be the victoryl

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too,

Have cMd me from the battle; swearing both
They prosper best of all when I am thence.

Woifld I were dead! if God’s good will were so;

For what is in this world but gnef and woe?
O God! methinks it were a happy life

To be no better than a homely swain;

To sit upon a hill, as I do now.
To carve out dials quaintly, point by point,

Thereby to see the minutes how they run,

—

How many make the hour full complete;

How many hours bring about the day;

How many days will ]^sh up the year;

How many years a mortal man may live.

When this is known, then to divide the times,

—

So many hours mu^ I tend my flock;

So many hours must I take my rest;

So many hours must I contemplate;
So many hours must 1 sport myself;
So many days my ewes have been with young;
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean;
So many years ere I sh^ shear the fleece:

So minutes, hours, days, months, and years,

Pass’d over to the end they were created.
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave.

Ah, what a life were this! how sweet! how
lovely!

Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep,
Than doth a rich embroider’d canopy
To kings that fear subjects’ treachery?

O, yes, it doth; a thousand-fold it doth.
And to conclude,—the shepherd’s homely

curds,

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle.
His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shade,
AH which secure and sweetly he enjoys.

Is far beyond a prince’s delicates,

His viands sparkling m a golden cup,
His body couched m a curious bed,
When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him.

Alarum. Enter a Son that has killed hi^
Father, bringing in the dead body.

Son. Ill blows the wind that profits nobody.
This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight.

May be possessed with some store of crowns;
And I, that haply take them from him now,
May yet ere night yield both my life and them
To some man else, as this dead man doth me.

—

Who’s this?—O God! it is my father’s face,

Whom in this conflict I tinwares have kill’d.

O heavy times, begetting such events!
From London by &e kmg was I press’d forth;
My father, being the Earl of Warwick’s man,
Came on the part of York, press’d by his

master;
And I, who at his hands receiv’d my life.

Have by my hands of life bereaved him.

—

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did!

—

And pardon, father, for I knew not thee!

—

My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks;
And no more words till they have flow’d their

fiU.

K. Hen. 0 piteous spectacle! 0 bloody times!
Whilst lions war, and battle for their dens.
Poor harmless Iambs abide their enmity.

—

Weep, wretched man, I’ll aid thee tear for tear;
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war,
Be blind with tears, and break o’ercharg’d with

grief.

Enter a Father that has killed his Son, mth
the body in his arms.

Faih. Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me.
Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold;
For I have bought it with an hundred blows.

—

But let me see: is this our foeman’s face?
Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son!
Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, [arise.

Throw up thine eye! see, see what showers
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart,
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and

heart!—
O pity, God, this miserable age!

—

What stratagems, how feU, how butcherly.
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural,
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget!

—

O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon,
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late!

K.Hen. Woe above woe! grief more than
common grief! [deeds!

—

0 that my death would stay these ruthM
0 pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity!—
The red rose and the white are on his face,

The fatal colours of our striving houses:
Thp one his purple blood right well resembles;
The other his pale cheeks, metiunks, pre-

senteth:



SCENE V.J THIED PAET OF KING HINEY ?I 543

one rose, and let the other flourish;

If you contend, a thousand lives must wither.

Son. How will my mother for a father’s death

Take oU with me, and ne’er be satisfied! [son

Fath. How will my wife for slaughter of my
Shed seas of tears, and ne’er be satisfied!

K. Hen. How will the country for these woe-
ful chances

Mjsthmk the Wing, and not be satisfied!

Son. Was ever son so rued a father’s death?

Fath. Was ever father so bemoan’d his son?

K. Hen. Was ever Mng so griev’d^for sub-
jects’ woe?

Much is your sorrow; mine ten times so much.
Son. I’ll bear thee hence, where I may weep

my fill. [Eyit with the body.

Fath. These arms of mine shall be thy wind-
ing-sheet;

My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre,

—

For from my heart thine image ne’er shall go;

My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell;

And so obsequious wiU thy father be,

E’en for the loss of thee, having no more.

As Priam was for all his valiant sons, [will,

Pil bear thee hence; and let them fight that

For I have murder’d where I should not kill.

[Exit with the body.

K.Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone
with care.

Here sits a king more woeful than you are.

Alarums: excursions. Enter Queen Mar-
garet, Prince of Wales, and Exeter.

Prince. Fly, father, fly! for all your friends

are fled,

And Warwick rages like a chafed bull:

Away! for death hold us in pursuit.

Q. Mar. Motmt you, my lord; towards Ber-
wick post amain:

Edwardand Richard, like abrace ofgreyhounds
Having the fearful flying hare in sight.

With fiery eyes sparkling for very wrath,

And bloody steel grasp’d in their ireful hands,
Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain.
Exe. Away! for vengeance comes along with

them:
Hay, stay not to expostulate,—make speed;

Or else come after: I’ll away before.

K. Hen. Hay, take me with thee, good sweet
Exeter:

Hot that I fear to stay, hut love to go
Whither the queen intends. Forward; away!

[Exeunt.

Scene VI.—Another part of the Field.

A loud Alarum. Enter Clifford, wounded.

Clif. Here bums my candle out,—ay, here it

oies,

Which, whiles it lasted, gave King Henry lig^t.

0 Lancaster, I fear thy overthrow
More than my body’s parting with my soul!

My love and fear ^u’d many friends to thee;

And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt.
ImpairingHenry, strengtheningmisproud York,
The common people swarm like summer flies;

And whither fly the gnats but to the sun?
And who shines now but Henry’s enemies?
O Phoebus, hadst thou liever given consent

That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds,
Thiy bummg car never had scorch’d the earth!
And, Henry, hadst thou sway’d as kings should

do,

Or as thy father and his father did.

Giving no grouad unto the house of York,
They never then had spimg like summer flies;

I and ten thousand in this luckless realm
Had left no mourning widows for our death;
And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace.
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air?

And what makes robbers bold but too much
lenity? [wounds;

Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my
Ho way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight:

The foe is merciless, and will not pity;

For at their hands I have deserv’d no pity.

The air hath got into my deadly wounds.
And much efluse of blood doth make me faint.

Come, York and Richard, Warwick and the
rest;

I stabb’d your fathers* bosoms,—split my
breast. [He faints.

Alarum and retreat Enter Edward, Georg]^
Richard, Montague, Warwick, and Sol-
diers.

Edw. Now breathe we, lords: good fortune
bids us pause, [looks.—

And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful
Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen,
That led calm Henry, though he were a Mng,
As doth a sail, fill’d with a fretting gust.

Command an argosy to stem the waves.
But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with

them?
War. Ho, ’tis impossible he should escape;

For, though before his face I speak the words,
Your brolher Richard mark’d him for the grare:
And, whereso’er he is, he’s surely dead.

[Clifford groans, and dies.

Edw. Whose soul is that which takes hear

heavy leave? [departing.

Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death’s
Edw. See who it is; and, now the battle’s

ended,
If friend or foe, let him be gently us’d.

Rick. Revoke that doom of mercy, for *tis

Clifford;

Who not contented that he lopp’d the branch
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth.

But set his murdering knife unto the root

From whence that tender spray did sweetly
spring,—

I mean pur princely father, Duke of York.
War. From off the gates of York fetch down

the head.
Your father’s head, which Clifford placed there:

Instead whereof let this supply the rooip:

Measure for measure must be answered.
Edw, Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to

our house.
That nothing sung but death to us and ours:

How death shall stop his dismal threatening

sound.

And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak.

[Soldiers bring the body forward.
War, I think his- understanding is bereft.—

Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to

thee?—
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Dirk cloudy death o'^ershades his beams of life,

And he nor sees nor hears us %hat we say.

Rick. O, would he did! and so, perhaps, he
doth:

*Tis hut his iwlicy to counterfeit,

Because he would a?oid such bitter taunts

Which m the time of death he gave our father.

Geo. If so thou thmk’st, vex him with eager

words.

R^k. Clifford, ask mercyand obtain no grace.

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence.

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults.

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy

faults. iYork.

Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to
^

Edw, Thou pitiedst Rutland, I will pity thee.

Geo. Where’s Captain Margaret, to fence
|

you now? 1

War. They mock thee, Clifford: swear as
]

thou wast wont. hard
I

Rich. What, not an oath? nay, then the v/orld

When Chllord cannot spare his fnends ani

oath.—
I know by that he’s dead; and, by my soul,

If this nght hand would buy two hours* Me,
That I in ah despite might rail at him,

This hand should chop it off, and with the

issuing blood

Stifle the villian whose unstaunched thirst

York and young Rutland could not satisfy.

War. Ay, but he’s dead: oS with the traitor’s

head,

And rear it in the place your father’s stands.

—

And now to London with triumphant march,
There to be crowned England’s royal king.

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to

France,

And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen:

So shalt thou sinew both these lands together;

And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not

dread
The scatter’d foe that hopes to rise again;

For fliough they cannot greatly stmg to hurt,

Yet look to have them buzz to offend thine ears.

First will I see the coronation;

And then to Bnttany I’ll cross the sea,

,

To effect this marriage, so it please my lord.

Edw Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let

it be;

For in thy shoulder do I btdld my seat.

And never will I undertake the thing

Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting.

—

Richard, I will create thee Duke of Gloster;—
And George, of Clarence;—Warwick, as our-

self,

Shdi do and undo as him pleaseth best.

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George
of Gloster;

For Glosteris dukedom is too ominous.
War. Tut, that’s a foolish observation:

Richard, be Duke of Gloster. Now to London,
To see these honours in possession. [Bxeimt.

ACT III.

ScEJjns I,—i Chase in the North of England.

Enter two Keepers, with cross-bows in then
hands.

1 Keep. Under this thick-grown brake we’U
shroud ourselves;

,
For through this iaund anon the deer will come-

: And m this covert will we make our stand,
*

Culling the pnncipal of ail the deer, [shoot.
2 Keep. I’ll stay above the hill, so bo^ may
1 Keep. That cannot be, the noise of thy

cross-bow
\ Will scare the herd, and so my shot is lost.

Here stand we both, and aim we at the best:
And, for the time shall not seem tedious,

( I’ll tell thee what befell me on a day
i In this seif-place where now we mean to stand,

j
2 Keep. Here comes a man, let’s stay tiU he

I

be past.

! Enter King Henry, disguised, with a prauer-
book.

i K. Hen. From Scotland am I stol’n, even of

I

pure love,

1 To greet mine own land with my wishful sight.

I No, Harry, Harry, *tis no land of thme;
i Thy place is fill’d, tby sceptre wrung from thee,
‘ Thy balm wash’d off wherewith thou wast

anointed:

No bending knee will call thee Caesar now.
No humble suitors press to speak for nght,
No, not a man comes for redress of thee;
For how can I help them, and net myself?

1 Keep. Ay, here’s a deer whose skin’s a
keeper’s fee.

This IS the quondam king; let’s seize upon him.
K. Hen. Let me embrace these sour adver-

sities:

For wise men say it is the wisest course.
2 Keep Why linger we? let us lay hands

upon him. [more.
1 Keep. Forbear awhile; we’ll hear a little

K. Hen My queen and son axe gone to
France for aid;

And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick
Is thither gone, to crave the French king’s sister

To wife for Edward: if this news be true,
Poor queen and son, your labour is but lost;

ForWarwick is a subtle orator.

And Louis a pnnee soon won with moving
words.

By this account, then, Margaret jnay win him;
For she’s a woman to be pitied much:
Her sighs will make a battery in his breast;
Her tears will pierce into a marble heart;
The tiger will be mild while she doth mourn;
And Nero will be tainted with remorse,
To hear and see her plaints, her brinish tears.

Ay, but she’s come to beg, Warwick, to give;

She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry;
He, on his right, asking a wMe for Edward.
She weeps, and says her Henry is depos’d;
He smiles, and says his Edward is install’d;

That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no
more; [wrong,

Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the
Inferreth arguments of mighty strength,

And in conclusion wins the king from her,

With promise of his sister, and what else,

To strengthen and support Kmg Edward’s
place.

0 Margaret, thus ’twill be; and thou, poor soul,

Art then forsaken, as thou went’st forlorn!

2 Keep. Say, what art thou, that talk’st of

kings and queens?
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K, Hen. More than I seem, and less than I
was bom to;

A at least, for less I should not be;

And men may talk of kings, and why not I?

3 Keep. Ay, but thou talk’st as if thou wert
a kmg. [enough.

K. Hen. Why, so I am—in mind; and that’s

2 Keep. But, if thou be a king, where is thy
crown? [head;

K. Hen. My crown is in my heart, not on my
Hot deck’d with diamonds and Indian stones,

jR'or to be seen: my crown is call’d content,

—

A crown it is that seldom Mngs enjoy.

2 Keep. Well, if you be a king crown’d with
content,

Your crown content and you must be contented

To go along with us; for, as we think,

You are the king King Edward hath depos’d;

And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance.

Will apprehend you as his enemy.
K. Hen. But did you never swear, and break

an oath? [now.

2 Keep. No, never such an oath; nor will not
K. Hen. Where did you dwell when I was

King of England? [remain.

2 Keep. Here in this coimtry, where we now
K. Hen. 1 was anointed king at nine months

old;

My father and my grandfather were kings;

And you were sworn true subjects unto me:
And tell me, then, have you not broke your

oaths?

1 Keep. No;
For we were subjects but while you were king.

K. Hen. Why, am I dead? do I not breathe

a man?
Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear!

Look, as I blow this feather from my face,

And as the air blows it to me again,

Obeying with my wind when I do blow,

And yielding to another when it blows,

Commanded always by the greater gust;

Such is the lightness of you common men.
But do not break your oaths; for of that sin

My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty.

Go where you will, the king shall be com-
manded;

And be you kmgs; command, and I’ll obey.

I Keep. We are true subjects to the king.

King Edward.
K. Hen. So would you he again to Henry,

If he were seated as King Edward is.

I Keep. We charge you, in God’s name and
in the king’s.

To go with us unto the officers.

K. Hen. In God’s name, lead; your king’s

name be obey’d:
And what God will, that let your king perform;
And what he will, I humbly yield unto.

[Exetmf.

ScEm II.—London. A Room in the Palace

Enter King Edwaed, Gloster, Clarence,
and Lady Grey.

K. Edw. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Albans’
field

This lady’s husband. Sir John Grey, was slain.

His lands then seiz’d on by the conqueror:

Her suit is now to repossess those lands;

Which we in justice cannot well deny,
Because in quarrel of the house of York
The worthy gentleman did lose Ms life, [suit;

Glo. Your highness shall do well to grant her
It were dishonour to deny it her. [a pause,
K. Edw. It were no less; but yet I’ll make
Glo. Yea, is it so?

I see the lady hath a thing to grant,
Before the king will grant her humble suit

[Aside to Clarence.
Clar. He knows the game: how true he keeps

the wmdl [Aside to Gloster.
Gto. Silence! [Aside to Clarence.
K. Edw. Widow, we will consider of your

suit;

And come some other time to know our mind.
L. Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook

delay:

May it please your highness to resolve me now;
And what your pleasure is shall satisfy me.

Glo. Ay, widow? then I warrant you all your
lands.

An if what pleases him shall pleasure you.
Fight closer, or, good faitb, you’ll catch a blow.

[Aside.

Clar. I fear her not, unless she chance to falL

[Aside to Gloster.
Gto. God forbid that! for he’ll take vantages.

[Aside to Clarence.
K. Edw. How many children hast thou,

widow? tell me.
Clar. 1 think he means to beg a cHId of her.

[Aside to Gloster.
Gto. Kay, whip me, then; he’ll rather give

her two. [Aside to Clarence.
L. Grey. Three, my most ^acious lord.

Glo. You shall have four if you’ll be ruled
by him. [Aside.

K. Edw. ’Twere pity they should lose their

father’s lands. [thmi.

L. Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant
K. Edw. Lords, ^ve us leave: I’ll try this

widow’s wit. [have leave,

Glo. Ay, good leave have you; W you win
Till youth take leave, and leave you to the

crutch.

[Aside, and retires with Clarence.
K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love

your cMldren?
L. Grey. Ay, full as dearly as I love myself.

K. Edw. And would you not do much to do
them good? [some harm.

L. Grey, To do them good I would sustain

K. Edw. Then get your husband’s lands, to

do'them good.

L. Grey. Therefore Icameuntoyourmajesty.
K. Edw. I’ll tell you how these lands are to

he got. [ness’ service.

L. Grey. So shall you hind me to your Mgh-
K. Edw. What service wilt thou do me if I

give them? [to do.

L. Grey. Whatyoucommand, thatrestsinme
K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my

boon. 00 it.

L. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot

K. Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I mean
to ask. [commands.

t. Grey. Why, then, I will do what your grace
Glo. He plies her hard; and much rainwears

the marble. [Aside to Clarence.



dor. As red as fire! nay, then her wax must
melt. [Aside to Gloster.

L Greff. Why stops my lord? shall I. not

hear my tasic?

AT. JEHio. An easy task; 'tis bnt to love a king.

L. Greff, That’s soon perform’d, because I

am a subject.

H £dw. Why, then, thy husband’s lands I

freely give thee. [thanks.

L Greff. Itake my leave withmanythousand
Gio. The match is made; she seals it with a

curtsy, [Aside.

K, Mm. But stay thee,—’tis the fruits of

love I mean. [Kege.

JL Greff. The fruits of love I mean, my loving

K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense.

What love, tiunkst thou, I sue so much to get?

L. Greff. My love till death, my humble
thanks, my prayers;

That love which virtue begs and virtue grants.

K. Mw. No, by my troth, I did not mean
such love.

L. Greff. Why, then, you mean not as I

thought you did. [my mind.
K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive

A. Grey. My mind will never grant what I

perceive

Your highness aims at, if I aim aright, [thee.

K. Edw. To tell thee plain, 1 aim to lie with

L. Greff. To tell you plain, I had rather he
in prison.

K. Edw. Why, then, thou shalt not have thy
husband’s lands. [my dower;

L. Greff, Why, then, mine honesty shall be
Bor by that loss I will not purchase them.
K. Mw. Therein thou wxong’st thy children

mightily.

I, Greff. Herein your highness wrongs both
them and me.

But, mighty lord, this merry inclination

Accords not with the sadness of my suit:

Hease you dismiss me, either with ay or no.

K. Mw. Ay, if thou^t say ay to my request;

Ho, if thou dost say no to my demand.
L Grey. Then, no, my loid. My suit is at

an end.

Gh. The widow likes him not, she knits her
brows. [Aside to Clarence.

Ckr. He is the bluntest wooer in Christen-
dom. [Aside to Gloster.

K. Mw. Her looks do argue her replete with
modesty;

Her words do show her wit incomparable;M her perfections challenge sovereignty;
One way or other, she is for a king;
And she shall he my love, or else my queen.

—

^ ,
[Aside.

Say that King Edward take thee for his queen?
L. Grey. ’Tis better said than done, my

. gracious lord.

I am a subject fit to jest withal,

But far unfit to be a sovereign.

K. Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear
to thee

I speak no more than what my soul intends;
And that is to enjoy thee for my love.

L. Grey. And tiiat is more than I will yield
unto;

I know I am too mean to he your queen,
And yet too good to be your concubine.

K. Mw. You cavil, widow: I did mean my
queen.

L. Grey. ’Twill grieve your grace my sons
should call you father,

K. Edw. No more than when my daughters
call thee mother.

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children;

And, by God’s mother, I, bemg but a bachelor,
Have other some: why, ’tis a happy thing
To be the father unto many sons.

Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen.
Glo. The ghostly father now hath done his

shnft. [Aside to Clarence.
Clar. When he was made a shriver, ’twas for

shift. [Aside to Gloster.
K. Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we

two have had. [very sad.
Glo. The widow likes it not, for she looks
K. Edw. You’d think it strange if I should

marry her.

Clar. To whom, my lord?

K, Edw. Why, Clarence, to myseH.
Glo. That would be ten days’ wonder at the

least.

Clar. That’s a day longer than a wonder lasts.

Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes.
AT. Edw. Well, jest on, brothers: I can tell

you both
Her suit is granted for her husband’s lands.

Enter a Nobleman.

Nob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is

t^en,
And brought your prisoner to your palace gate.
K. Edw. See that he be convey’d unto the

Tower:—
And go we, brothers, to the man that took birtij

To question of his apprehension.—
Widow, go you along:—lords, use her honour-

able.

[Exeunt King Edward, Lady Grey
Clarence, and Nobleman.

Glo. Ay, Edward will use women honour-
ably.—

Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all,

That from his loins no hopeful branch may
spring!

To cross me from the golden time I look fori

And yet, between my soul’s desire and me,—
The lustful Edward’s title buried,—
Is Clarence, Henry, and Ms son young Edward,
And all the unlook’d-for issue of their bodies,
To take their rooms, ere I can place myself;
A cold premeditation for my purpose!
Why, then, I do but dream on sovereignty;
like one that stands upon a promontory,
And spies a far-off shore where he would t

,

Wishing his foot were equal with his eye;
And chides the sea that sunders him from

thence
Saying he’ll lade it dry to have his way;
So do I wish the crown, being so far off;

And so I chide the means that keep me from it:

And so I say I’ll cut the causes off,

Flattering me with impossibilities.— [much,
My eye’s too quicks my heart o’erweens too
Unless my hand and strength could equal

them. [Richard;
WeH, sty there Is ae Iriagdom, then, for
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What other pleasure can the world afiord?

I’ll make my heaven m a lady’s lap,

And deck my body in gay ornaments,

And witch sweet ladies with my words and
looks.

0 miserable thought! and more unlikely

Than to accompli^ twenty golden crowns!

Why, love forswore me in my mother’s womb:
^d, for I should not deal in her soft laws,

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe.

To mine arm up like a wither’d shrub;

To make an envious mountain on my back,

Where sits deformity to mock my body;

To shape my legs of an unequal size;

To disproportion me in every part,

like to a chaos, or an unlick’d bear-whelp

That carries no impression hke the dam.
And am I, then, a man to be belov’d?

0 monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought!

Then, since this earth affords no joy to me
But to command, to check, to o’erbear such

As are of better person than myself,

m make my heaven to dream upon the crown,

And whiles I live to account this world but hell,

Until my misshap’d trunk that bears this head
Be round empaled with a glorious crown.

And yet I know not how to get the crown,

For many lives stand between me and home:
And I,—like one lost in a thorny wood.
That rents the thorns, and is rent with the

thorns,

Seekiag a way, and straying from the way;
Not knowing how to find the open air.

But toiling desperately to find it out,—
Torment myself to catch the English crown:

And from that torment I will free myself.

Or hew my way out with a bloody axe.

Why, 1 can sn^e, and murder whiles I smile;

And cry content to that which grieves my heart;

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,

And frame my face to all occasions,

m drown more sailors than the mermaid shall;

I’ll slay more gazers than the basilisk;

I’ll play the orator as well as Nestor;

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could;

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy:

1 can add colours to the cameleon;
Change shapes with Proteus for advantages;

And set the murderous Machiavel to school.

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown?
Tut, were it further off, I’ll pluck it down!

[Ejrff.

Scene III.—France, A Room in the Palace.

Plowish. Enter Loms, the French King, and
Lady Bona, attended; the King takes his

state. Then enter Queen Margaret,
Prince Edward her Son, and the Earl of
Oxford.

K.Lou. Fair Queen of England, worthy
Margaret,

Sit down with us: it ill befits thy state

And birth, that thou shouldst stand while

Lotus doth sit. [Margaret

<?. Mar. No, mighty Ejing of France: now
Must strike her sail, and learn awhile to serve

Where Mugs command. I was, I must confess,

Oreat Albion’s queen in former golden days:
But now mischance hath trod my title down,

And with dishonour laid me on the ground;
Where I must take like seat unto my fortmie.
And to my humble seat conform myself.
K. Lou. Why, say, fair queen, whence

springs this deep despair?

Q. Afar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes
with tears, [in cares.

And stops my tongue, while heart is drown'd
K. Lou. Whate’er it be, be thou stUi like

thyself,

And sit thee by our side: yield not thy jieck

[Seafe her bg Mm.
To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind
StiH nde in tnumph over all mischance.
Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief;

It shall be eas’d, if France can yield relirf.

Q. Mar. Those gracious words revive my
drooping thoughts,

And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to
speak.

Now, therefore, be it known to noble Louis
That Henry, sole possessor of my love.

Is, of a kmg, become a banish’d man.
And forc’d to live in Scotland a forlorn;

While proud ambitious Edward Duke of Turk
Usurps the regal title and the seat

Of England’s true-anointed lawful king.
This is the cause that I, poor Margaret,—
With this my son, Prmce Edward, Henry’s

heir,

—

Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid;

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done:
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help;
Our people and our peers are both misled,

Our treasure seiz’d, our soldiers put to fii^t.

And, as thou see’st, ourselves in heavy plight.

.

K. Lou. Eenowned queen, with patience
calm the storm,

While we bethink a means to break it off.

Q, Mar. The more we stay the stronger
grows our foe, [cour thee.

K. Lou. The more 1 stay the more I’ll suc"

Q. Mar. 0, but impatience waiteth on true

sorrow:

—

And see where comes the breeder of my
sorrow!

Enter Warwick, attended.

K.Lou. What’s he approacheth boldly to

our presence?

Q. Mar. Our Earl of Warwick, Edward’s
greatest friend.

K. Lou. Welcome, brave Warwick! What
brings thee to France?

[Descending from his state. Q. Mar. rms.
Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to

rise;

For riiis is he that moves both wind and tide.

War. From worthy Edward. King of Albion,

My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed hiend,

I come, in Irindness and unfeigned love,

—

First, to do greetings to thy royal person;

And then to crave a league of amity;

And l^tly, to confirm that amity
With nuptial knot, if thou vou^safe to grant

That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair sister.

To England’s tnng in lavriul marriage, [done.

Q. Jlfdr. If that go forward, Henry’s hope is

War. And, gracious madam [fo Bona], m
our king’s behalf,
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I ftffl. commanded, with yotir leave and favour,

HumMy to Sriss your hand, and with my tongue

To tett the passion of my sovereign’s heart;

Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears,

Hath plac’d thy beauty’s image and thy virtue.

Q. Man King Toms,—and Lady Bona,—
hear me speak.

Before you answer Warwick. His demand
Springs not from Edward’s weU-meaiit honest

love,

But from deceit bred by necessity;

For how can tyrants safely govern home
Unless fbroad they purchase great alliance?

To prove him tyrant, this reason may suffice,—

That Henry liveth stiH; but were he dead,

y«t here I^ce Edward stands, Kmg Herd’s
son* [marriage

Look therefore, Louis, that by this league and
Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour;

For though usurpers sway the rule awhile.

Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth

wrongs.
War. Injurious Margaret!
JPrince. And why not queen?
War. Because thy father Henry did usurp;

And thou no more art prince than she is queen.

Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of

Gaunt,

Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain;

And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth,

'V^ose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest;

And, after toat wise prince, Henry the Fi^,
Who by his prowess conquered all France:

From these our Henry lineally descends.

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth
discourse,

You told not how Henry the Sixth hath lost

AH that which Henry the Fifth had gotten?

Methinks these peers of France should smile at

that*

But for the rest,—you teH a pedigree
Of threescore and two years; a s^y time
To m^e prescription for a kingdom’s worth.

Oj<^. Why, Warwick, canst thou speak
against thy liege,

Whom thou obey’dst thirty and six ycaiu.

And not bewray thy treason with a blush?
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the

right,

Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree?
For shame! leave Henry, and call Edward king.

Oxf. Call Mm my king hy whose mjurious
doom

My eider brother, ffie Lord Aubrey Vere,
Was done to death? and more than so, my

father,

Even in the downfall of his mellow’d years.
When nature brought him to the door of death?
No, Warwick, no; while fife upholds this arm,
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster.

War. And I the house of York.
K.lcu. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward,

and Oxford,

\ Is Edward your true Mug? for I were loth

To link with him that were not lawful chosen.
War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine

honour. [eye?
K. Lou. But is he gracious in the people’s
War. The more that Henry was unfortunate.
K. Lou. Then further,—all dissembling set

aside,

—

Tell me for truth the measure of his love
Unto our sister Bona.

War. Such it seems
As may beseem a monarch like himself.
Myself have often heard him say, and swear,
That tMs love was an eternal plant,

Whereof the root was fix’d m virtue’s ground.
The leaves and frmt maintain’d with beauty’s

sun;

Exempt from envy, but not from disdain.

Unless the Lady Bona quit his pain. [solve.

K. Lou. Now, sister, let us hear your firoi re-
Bona. Your grant or your denial shall be

mine:

—

I

Yet I confess [to War.] that often ere this day,
When I have heard your king’s desert re-

! counted,
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire.

X. Lou. Then, Warrick, thus,—Our sister
shall be Edward’s;

And now forthwith shall articles be drawn
Touching the jomture that your kmg must make
Which with her dowry shall be counterpois’d.—
Draw near, Queen Margaret, and be a witness
That Bona shall be wife to the English Mng.
Frmce. To Edward, but not to the English

Q.Mar. deceitful Warwick! it was thy
device

By this alliance to make void my suit:

Before thy coming, Louis was Henry’s friend.

K. Lou. And still is friend to him and
Margaret:

But if your title to the crown be weak,

—

As may appear by Edward’s good success,—
Then ’tis but reason that I be releas’d

From giving aid which late I promised.
Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand
That your estate requires and mine can yield.

War. Henry now hves in Scotland atMs ease.
Where having nothing, notMng can he lose.

And as for you yourself, our quondam queen,
You have a father able to maintain you;
And better ’twere you troubled him than

France.

Q. Mar. Peace, impudent and shameless
Warwick,—

Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings!
I will not hence till, with my talk and tears,

Both full of truth, I made King Louis behold
Thy sly conveyance, and thy lord’s false love;

For both of you are birds of seU-same feather,

[A horn sounded within.
K. Lou. Warwick, this is some post to us or

thee.
Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside
While I use further conference with Warwick.

Q. Mar. Heavens grant that Warwick’s
words bewitch him not!

[Retirmff with the Prince and OxF.

!

K. Lou. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon
thy conscience*

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters are
for joa,

Sent from your brother. Marquis Montague:—
These from our king unto your majesty:

—
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And, madam, tiiese for yon; from whom I know
not.

[To Mar. They all read iheir letters.

I iike it well that our fair (lueen and
mistress [his.

Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at

Prince. Nay, mark how Louis stamps, as he
were nettled:

I hope all’s for the best.

K. Lou. Warwick, what are thy news?—and
yours, fair queen? [hop’d joys.

Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with un-

War. Mine, full of sorrow and heart’s dis-

content. [Lady Grey?

K. Lou. What, has your king married the

And now, to soothe your forgery and his,

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience?

Is this the aihance that he seeks with France?

Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner?
Q. Mar. 1 told your majesty as much before:

This proveth Edward’s love and Warwick’s
honesty. [heaven,

War. King Louis, I here protest, in sight of

And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss,

That I am clear from this misdeed of Ed-
ward’s,

—

Ro more my king, for he dishonours me
But most himself, if he could see his shame.
Did I forget that by the house of York
My father came untimely to his death?

Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece?

Did I impale him with the regal crown?
Did I put Henry from his native right?

And am I guerdon’d at the last with shame?
Shame on himself! for my desert is honour:

And, to repair my honour lost for him,

I here renounce him, and return to Henry.

—

My noble queen, let former grudges pass,

And henceforth I am thy true semtor:
I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona,
And replant Henry in his former state.

Q. Mar. Warwick, these words have turn’d

my hate to love;

And I forgive and quite forget old faults,

And joy that thou becom’st King Henry’s
friend.

BV. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned
friend,

That if King Louis vouchsafe to furnish us
With some few bands of chosen soldiers,

i’ll undertake to land them on our coast.

And force the tyrant from his seat by war.

’Tis not his new-made bnde shall succor him:

And as for Clarence,—as my letters tell me,—
He’s very hkely now to fall from him,
For matching more for wanton lust than honour,

Or than for strength and safety of our country.

Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be re-

veng’d
But by thy help to this distressed queen?
Q.Mar. Renowned prmce, how shall poor

Henry live,

Dnless thou rescue him from foul despair?

Bona. My quarrel and this English queen’s
j

are one. [yours.

'

War. And mine, fair Lady Bona, joins with
|

K. Lou. And mine with hers, and thine, and
Margaret’s.

Therefore, at last, I firmly am resolv’d

You shall have aid.

<?. Mar. Let me ^ve humble thanks for all

at once. [in post,

K. Lou. Then, England’s messenger, return
And tell false Edward, thy supposed king,

That Louis of France is sending over masquers
To revel it with him and his new bride:

Thou see’st what’s past,—go fear thy Mng
withal.

Somi.Teli him, in hope he’ll prove a
widower shortly,

rU wear the willow-garland for his sake.
Q. Mar. Tell him, my mourning-weeds are

laid aside,

And I am ready to put armour on.

War. Tell him from me, that he hath done
me wrong;

And therefore I’ll uncrown Mm ere’t be long.
There’s thy reward: be gone. [Exit Mess.
K. Lou. But, Warwick,

Thou and Oxford, with five thousand men,
Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward

battle;

And, as occasion serves, this noble queen
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply.
Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt,

—

What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty?

War. This shall assure my constant loy-

alty,—
That if our queen and this young prince agree
I’ll join mine eldest daughter, and my joy,

To him forthwith in holy wedlock-bands.
Q. Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for

your motion.

—

Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous,

Therefore delay not,—give thy hand to War-
wick;

And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable,

That only Warwick’s daughter shall be thine.

Prince. Yes, I accept her, for she well de-
serves it;

And here to pledge my vow, I give my hand.
[He gives his hand to Warwick.

K. Lou. Why stay we now? These soldiers

shall be levied,

And thou, Lord Bourbon, our high-admiral.
Shall waft them over with our royal fleet,

—

I long till Edward fall by war’s mischance.
For mocking marriage with a dame of France.

[Exeunt all but "Warwick.
War. I come from Edward as ambassador.

But I return his sworn and mortal foe:

Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me.
But dreadful war shall answer his demand.
Had he none else to make a stale but me?
Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow.
I was the chief that rais’d him to the crown.
And I’ll be chief to bring him down again:
Not that I pity Henry’s misery,
But seek revenge on Edward’s mockery.

[Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I,—Loudon. A Room in ike Palace.

Enter Gloster, Clarence Somerset,
Montague, and others.

Glo. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what
think you

Of this new marriage with the Lady Grey?
Hath not our brother made a worthy choice?
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CioT, Alfts, yoa kaow, far from hence to

France;

How could he stay till Warwick made return?

Som. My lords, forbear this talk; here comes
the king.

Gh, And his weH-chosen bride.

CktT. I mind to tell Mm plainly what I think.

Flmaish, Enter King Edwajud, attended;

Lady Grey, a& <Queen; Pembroke, Staf-
EORD, Hastings, and others.

K. Edw. How, brother of Clarence, how like

yon onr choice,

That yon stand pensile, as half malcontent?

Clar. As well as Lonis of France or the Earl
of Warwick;

WMch are so weak of courage and in judgment
Hmt they*H take no offence at our abuse.

K. Edw, Suppose they take offence without
a cause, [Edward,

They are but Louis and Warwick: I am
Your iMg and Warwick’s, and must hare my

will. [Mug:
Glo. And shall have your will, because our

Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well.

K.Edw. Yea, brother JEUchard, are you
offended too?

Glo. Not I:

No, God forbid that I should wish them sever’d

Whom God hath join’d together; ay, and
’twere laty

To sunder them that yoke so well together.

K, Edw. Setting your scorns and your mis-
like aside.

Ten me some reason why the Lady Grey
Should not become my wife and En^and’s

queen:—
And you too, Somerset and Montague,
Speak freely what you think. [Louis

Clar, Then this is mine opinion,—that Kong
Becomes your enemy for mocking him
About the marriage of the Lady Bona.

Glo, And Warwick, doing what you gave in

charge,

la now dishonoured by this new marriage.

K, Edw. What if both Louis and Warwick
be appeas’d

By such invention as I can devise?
Mont. Yet to have join’d with France in such

alliance [wealth

Wouldmorehave strengthen’dthisourcommon-
’GaiESt foreign storms than any home-bred

marriage. [itself

Hast Why, knows not Montague that of

England is ^e, if true within itself?

Mont, But the safer when ’tis back’d with
France.

Hast. *Tis better using France than trusting
France:

Let us be back’d with God, and with the seas
Which he hath given for fence impregnable,
And with their helps only defend ourselves;
In them and in ourselves our safety lies.

Clar. For this one speech Lord Hastings
well deserves

To have the heir of the Lord Hungerford.
K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my will

. and grant;

And for this once my will shall stand for law.

[ACT IV.

Glo. And yet methinks your grace hath not
done well,

To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales
Unto the brother of your loving bnde;
She better would have fitted me or Clarence:
But iu your bride you bury brotherhood.

Clar. Or else you would not have bestow’d
the heir

Of the Lord BonviUe on your new wife’s son,
And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere.
K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence! is it for a wife

That thou art mMcontent? I will provide thee.
Clar. In choosing for yourself you show’d

your judgment,
Which being iihallow, you shall give me leave
To play the broker in mine own behalf;

And to that end I shortly mind to leave you,
Z. Edw. Leave me or tarry, Edward will be

Iring
,

And not be tied unto his brother’s will.

Q. Eliz. My lords, before it pleas’d his
majesty

To raise my state to title of a queen,
Bo me but right, and you must all confess
That I was not ignoble of descent;
And meaner than myself have had like fortune.
But as this title honours me and mine,
So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing,

Bo cloud my joys with danger and with sorrow.
K. Edw, My love, forbear to fawn upon their

frowns:
What danger or what sorrows can befall thee,
So long as Edward is thy constant friend
And their true sovereign, whom they must

obey?
Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too,
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands;
Which if they do, yet will I keep thee safe,

And they sh^ feel the vengeance of my wrath.
Glo. I hear, yet say not much, but think the

more. [Asicfe,

Enter a Messenger.

K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters or
what news

From France? [words
Mess. My sovereign liege, no letters; and few

But such as I, without your special pardon,
Bare not relate.

K. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee: therefore,

in brief, [them.

Tell me their words as near as thou const guess
What answer makes Fong Louis unto our

letters?

Mess. At my depart, these were his very
words;

Go ten false Edward, thy supposed king.

That Louis of France is sending over masquers
To revel it with fdm and his new bride.

K. Edw. Is Louis so brave? belike he thinks

me Henry.
But what said Lady Bona to my marriage?
Mess, These were her words, utter’d with

mild disdain:

Tell him, in hope heUl prove a widower shortly,

PU wear the wtUow-garland for his sake.

K, Edw. 1 blame not her, she could say little

less; [queen?

She had the wrong. But what said Henry’s
For I have heard that she there in place.
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Mess. Tell him, quoth she, mj/ mourmng-
weeds axe done.

And I am ready to put armour on. [zon-

K. Sdw. Belike she mmds to play the Ama-
But what said Warwick to these injuries?

Mess. He,more incens’d against yoiirmajesty

Tta ail the rest, discharg’d me with Ikese

words:

fell himfrom me, that he hath done me wrong;

And therefore Pll uncrown him ereH be long.

K. Edw. Hal durst the traitor breathe out

so proud words?

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn’d:

They shall have wars, and pay for their pre-

sumption.

But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret?

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign; they are so

link’d in friendship

That young Prince Edward marries Warwick’s
daughter.

Clar. Belike the elder; Clarence will have
the younger.

Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast,

For I will hence to Warwick’s other daughter;

That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage

I may not prove inferior to yourself.

—

You that love me and Warwick, follow me.
[Exit, and Soumsiei follows.

Glo. Not I:

My thoughts aim at a further matter; I

Stay not for the love of Edward, but the crown.
[Aside.

K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone
to Warwick!

Yet am I arm’d against the worst can happen;

And haste is needful in this desperate case.—
Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf

Go levy men, and make prepare for war;

They are dready, or quickly will be landed:

Myself in person will straight follow you.

[Exeunt Pem. and Staf.

But ere I go, Hastings and Montague,
Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest,

Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance;

Tell me if you love Warwick more than me?
If it be so, then both depart to him;

I rather wish you foes than hollow friends:

But if you mind to hold your true obedience.

Give me assurance with some friendly vow,

That I may never have you in suspect, [trael

Mont. So God help Montague as he proves

Hast. And Hastmgs as he favours Edward’s
cause! [by us?

K. Edw, Now, brother Richard, willyou stand
Glo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand

you.
K. Edw. Why, sol then am I sure of victory.

Now therefore let us hence; and lose no hour
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—A Plain in Warwickshire.

Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French
and other Forces.

War. Trust me, my lord, aH hitherto goes

well;

The common people by numbers swarm to

us.—
But see where Somerset and Clarence come!

Enter Clarence and Somerset.

Speak suddenly, my lords,-are we all friends?
Clar. Fear not that, my lord.

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto
[Warwick;

—

And welcome, Somerset—I hold it cowardice
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart
Hath pawn’d an open hand in sign of love
Else might I think that Clarence, Edward’s

brother,

Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings:
But welcome, sweet Clarence; my daughter

shall be thine.

And now, what rests bul^ in night’s coverture.
Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d.
His soldiers lurking in the towns about^
And but attended by a simple guard,
We may surprise and take him at our pleasure?
Our scouts have found the adventure very easy;
That as Ulysses and stout Diomede
With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus’

tents,

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal

steeds, [mantle,
So we, well cover’d with the night’s black
At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard
And seize himself; I say not, slaughter him,
For I intend but only to surprise him.
You that will follow me to this attempt,
Applaud the name of Henry with your leader.

[They alt cry “Henryl”
Why, then, let’s on our way in silent sort;

For Warwick and his friends, God and: Saint
George! [Exeunt

Scene III.—Edward’s Camp, near Warwick*

Enter certain Watchmen, before the King’s
tent.

1 Watch. Come on, my masters, each man
take his stand:

The king by this has set him down to sleep.

2 Watch. What, will he not to bed?
1 Watch. Why, no; for he luith made a

solemn vow
Never to lie and take his natural rest

Till Warwick or himself be quite suppress’d.

2 Watch. To-morrow then, belike, shall be
the day.

If Warwick be so near as men report

3 Watch, But say, I pray, what nobleman is

that

That with the king here resteth in his tent?

1 Watch. ’Tis the Lord Hastings, the king’s
chiefest friend. [the kmg

3

Watch. 0 , IS it so? But why commands
That his cMef followers lodge in towns about

Tiirrij

While he himself keeps in the cold field?

2 Watch. ’Tis the more honour, because
more dangerous. [ness;

3 Watch, Ay, but give me worship and quiet-

I like it better than a dangerous honour.
If Warwick knew in what estate he stands,

’Tis to be doubted he would waken Mm.
X Watch, Unless our halberds did shut up

his passage. [tent,

2 Watch. Ay,whereforeelseguardwehisroyal
But to defend Ms person from mght-foes?
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Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford,
Somerset, and Forces.

Wctr. TMs is his tent; and see where stand

his guard.

Courage, my masters! honour now or never!

But folow me, and Edward shall be ours.

1 Watch. Who goes there?

2 Watch. Stay, or thou diest.

[Warwick and the rest cry o??—“Warwick!
Warwick!” and set upon the Guard, who
fly, crying, “Arm! Arm!” Warwick and
the rest following them.

The drum beating and trumpets sounding, re-

enter Warwick and the rest, bringing the

King out in his gown, sitting in a chair;

Gloster and Hastings are seen flying.

Som. What are they that fiy there?

IFcr. Richard and Hastings: let them go;

here is the duke.

K. Edit. The duket Why, Warwick, when
we parted last

Thou call’dst me king?

War. Ay, but the case is altcrM:

When you disgrac’d me m my embassade,

Then I degraded you from being king,

And come now to create you Duke of York.

Alas, how should you govern any kingdom,

That know not how' to use ambassadors;

Nor how to be contented with one wife;

Nor how to use your brothers brotherly;

Nor how to study for the people’s welfare;

Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies?

K. Edw. Yea, brother qf Clarence, art thou

here too?

Nay, then I see that Edward needs must
down.—

Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance.

Of thee thyself and all thy complices,

Edward wiE always bear himself as feng:

Though fortune’s mahce overthrow my state.

My mind exceeds the compass of her wheeL
War. Then, for his mind, be Edward Eng-

land’s long; [Takes off hts crown.
But Henry now shdl wear the English crown
And be true king indeed; thou but the sha-

dow.

—

My Lord of Somerset, at my request,

See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey’d
Unto my brother. Archbishop of York.
When I have fought with Pembroke and his

fellows,

ITi follow you, and tel! what answer
l/Ouis and the Lady Bona send to Wm.—
Now, for awhile farewell, good Duke of York,

K. Edw. What fates impose, that men must
needs abide;

It boots not to resist both wind and tide.

[Exit, led out; Som. with him.
Ox/- What now remains, my lords, for us to

do.

But march to London with our soldiers?
Wor. Ay, that’s the first thing that we have

to do;
To free 3King Henry from imprisonment,
And see him seated in the regal throne-

[Exemt.

[
Scene IV.—London. .4 Room in the Palace.

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers.

Riv. Madam, what makes you in this sudden
change? Peam

Q. EUz Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to
What late misfortune is befali’n King Edward?

Ri V. What, loss of some pitch’d battle against
Warwick?

Q. Eliz. No, but the loss of his own royal
person.

Riv. Then, is my sovereign slain?

Q.Eln. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken
prisoner;

Either betray’d by falsehood of Ms guard,
Or by his foe surpris’d at unawares:
And, as I further have to understand,
Is new committed to the Bishop of York,
Fell Warwick’s brother, and by that our foe.

These news. I must confess, are full of
grief;

Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may:
Warwick may lose, that now hath won ihe day.

Q. Eliz. Till then, fair hope must hmder hfe’s
decay.

And I the rather wean me from despair,
For love of Edward’s offspring in my womb:
This IS it that makes me bridle passion.
And bear with mildness my misfortune’s cross:
Ay, ay, for this I draw m many a tear,

And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs,

Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown
Kmg Edward’s fruit, true heir to the English

crown.
Riv. But, madam, where is Warwick, then,

become?
Q. Eliz. I am inform’d that he comes to-

wards London.
To set the crown once more on Henry’s head:
Guess thou the rest; King Edward’s friends

must down.
But to prevent the tyrant’s violence,—
For trust not him that hath once broken faith,—
I’ll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary,
To save at least the heir of Edward’s right:

There shall I rest secure from force and fraud.

Come, therefore, let us 0y while we may fiy:

If Warwick take us, we are sure to die.

[Exeunt

Scene V.—A Park near Middleham Castle in

Yorkshire.

Enter Gloster, Hastings, Sir William
Stanley, end others.

Glo. Now, my Lord Eastings and Sir

Wilham Stanley,

Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither
Into this chiefest thicket of the park, [brother.

Thus stands the case: you know our king, my
Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands
He hath good usage and ^eat liberty;

And often, but attended with weak guard,

Comes hunting this way, to disport himself.

I have advertis’d Mm by secret means
That if about this hour he make this way.
Under the colour of his usual game, [men.

He shall here find his friends, with hors© and
To set him free from Ms captivity.
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Enter King Edward and a Himtsman.

Hunt. This way, my lord; for this way Ees

the game. [huntsmen stand.—

K. Edw. Nay, this way, man: see where the

How, brother of Gloster, Lord Hastmgs, and
the rest,

Stand you thus close to steal the bishop’s deer?

Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth

haste:

Your horse stands ready at the park-comer.

K. Edw. But whither shall we then?

Hast. To Lynn, my lord; and ship from
thence to Flanders. [my meaning.

Glo. Well guess’d, believe me; for that was

H. Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forward-

ness. [talk.

Glo. But wherefore stay we? ’ds no time to

K. Edw. Huntsmen, what say’st thou? wilt

thou go along?

Hunt. Better do so than tarry and be hang’d.

Glo. Come then, away; let’s ha’ no more ado.

K. Edw. Bishop, farewell: shield thee from
Warwick’s frown;

And pray that I may repossess the crown.
[Exeunt.

Scene VI.—A Room in the Tower.

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick
Somerset, Young Richmond. Oxford
Montague, Lieutenant of the Tower, and
Attendants.

K. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God
and fnends

Have shaken Edward^ from the regal seat,

And turn’d my captive state to libe^,

My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys,

—

At our enlargement what are thy due fees?

Ueut. Subjects may challenge nothing of

their sovereigns;

But if an humble prayer may prevail, •

I then crave pardon of your majesty.

K. Hen. For what, lieutenant? for well-

using me?
Nay, be thou sure I’ll well requite thy kindness.

For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure;

Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds

Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts.

At last, by notes of household harmony,
They quite forget their loss of liberty.

—

But, Warwick, after God, thou sett’st me free.

And chiedy therefore I thank God and thee;

He was the author, thou the instrument.

Therefore, that 1 may conquer fortune’s spite,

By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me,
And that the people of this blessed land
May not be punisdi’d with my thwarting stars,

—

Warwick, ^though my head still wear the
crovra,

1 here resign my government to thee,

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds.
War. Your grace hath still been fam’d for

virtuous;

And now may seem as wise as virtuous
By sp^ng and avoiding fortune’s malice.

For few men rightly temper with the stars;

Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace
For choosing me vidien Clarence is in place.

Cfor. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the
sway.

To whom the heavens, in thy nativity,

Adjudg’d an olive-branch and laurel-crown,

As likely to be blest in peace and war;
And therefore I yield thee my free consent

War. And I choose Clarence only for pro-
tector.

K. Hen. Warwick and Clarence, give me
both your hands:

Now join your hands, and with your hands your
hearts,

That no dissension hinder government:
I make you both protectors of this land;
While I myself vnll lead a private life.

And in devotion spend my latter days.
To sin’s rebuke and my Creator’s praise.

War. What answers Clarence to his sov-
ereign’s will? [sent;

Clar. That he consents if Warwick yield con-
For on thy fortune I repose myself.

War. Why, then, though loth, yet must I be
content:

We’ll yoke together, like a double shadow
To Henry’s body, and supply his place;

I mean, in bearing weight of government.
While he enjoys the honour and his ease.
And Clarence, now then it is more than

need^
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a traitor.

And all his lands and goods be confiscate.

Clar. What else? and that sucession be
determin’d. [part.

War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his
K. Hen. But, with the first of all your chief

affairs,

Let me entreat,—^for I command no more,—
That Margaret your queen, and my son Ed-

ward,
Be sent for, to return brom France with speed;
For till I see them here, by doubtful fear
My joy of liberty is half eclips’d.

Clar. It shall be done, my sovereigi^ with
all speed. [is that,

K. Hen. My Lord of Somerset, what youth
Of whqm you seem to have so tender care?
Som. My liege, it is young Henry, Earl of

Richmond.
K. Hen. Come hither, England’s hope.—If

secret powers
[Inys his hand on Ms head.

Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts,
This pretty lad will prove our country’s bliss.

His looks are full of peaceful majesty;
His head by nature fram’d to wear a crown,
His hand to wield a sceptre; and himself
Likely in time to bless a regal throne.

Make much of him, my lords; for this is he
Must help you more than you are hurt by me.

Enter a Messenger.

War.' What news; my friend? [brother,

Mess. That Edward is escaped from your
And Bed, as he hears since, to Burgundy.

War. tTnsavoury news! but how made he
escape? [Gloster

Mkss. He was convey’d by Richard Duke of
And the Lord Hastings, who attended him
In secret ambush on tilie forest-side.

And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescu’d him;
For hunting was his daily exercise.
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War. My brother was t<>0 careless of 3^
charge.—

Bat let as heace, my sovereign, to provide

A salve for any sore that amy betide.

[£xeimt King Heksy, War., Clar..

Lieat, and Attendants.

S<mh My lord, I like not of this flight of

Edward^s:
For doubtless Bargtmdy will yield him help,

And we shall have more wars before’t be long.

As Henry’s late presaging prophecy
Did glad my heart with hope of this young

Richmond,
So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts,

What may befall him, to his harm and ours:

Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worst,

Forthwith we’E send him hence to Brittany,

'M storms be past of dvil enmity,

O:^. Ay, for if Edward repossess the crown,
’Tis like that Richmond with the rest shall

down.
Soto. It shall be so; he shall to Brittany.

Come, therefore, let’s about it speedily.

[Exeunt.

Scene VII.—B^ore York.

Enter King Edwaed, Glosier, Hastings
and Forces.

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, Lord Hast-
ings, and the rest.

Yet thus far fortune make^ us amends.
And says that once more I shall interchange

My waned state for Henry’s regal crown.

Well have we pass’d, and now repass’d the seas

And brought desired help from Burgundy.
What^ then, remains, we being thus arriv’d

From Raveusporg toen before the gates of

York,

But that we enter, as into our dukedom?
Glo. The gates made fasti—Brother, I like

not this;

For many men that stumble at the threshold

Are wefl foretold that danger lurks within.

K. Edw. Tush, man, abodements must not
now a&ight ns:

By fair or foul means we must enter in,

For hither will our friends repair to us.

Hast. My hege, I’ll knock once more to
gfiTTi-mftn them.

Enter, on the Watts, the Mayor of York and
Aldermen.

MaU‘ My lords, we were forewarned of your
coming.

And shut the gates for safety of ourselves;

For now we owe allegiance unto Henry.
K. Edw. But, master mayor, if Henry be

your Mng,
Yet Edward at the least is Duke of York.
May. True, my good lord; I know you for

no less.

K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but
my dukedom,

As being well content with that alone, [nose,

Glo. But when the fox hath once got in his
He’ll soon find means to make flie body follow.

[Aside.

Bast. Why, master mayor, why stand you
in a doubt?

Open the gates, we are King Henry’s friends.
May. Ay, say you so? the gates shall then

be open’d. [Exeunt from above.
Glo. A wise stout captain, and soon per-

suaded I [were well,
Hast. The good old man would fain that all

So ’twere not ’long of him; but bemg enter’d,
I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade
Both him and all his brothers unto reason*

Re-enter the Mayor and Aldermen, below.

K. Edw. So, master mayor: these gates must
not be shut

But in the night or m the time of war.
What! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys;

[Ynhes his keys.
For Edward will defend the town and thee.
And all those friends tfiat deign to follow me.

Drum. Enter Montgomery and Forces,
marching.

Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery,
Our trusty friend, unless I be deceiv’d.

K. Edw. Welcome, Sir Johnl But why come
you in arms? [storm,

Mont. To help King Edward in his time of
As every loyal subject ought to do.

K.Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery; but
we now forget

Our title to the crown, and only claim
Our dukedom till God please to send the rest.

Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence
again:

I came to serve a king, and not a duke.—
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away.

[A march begun.
K. Edw. Nay, stay, Sir John, awhile; and

we’ll debate
By what safe means the crown may be recov’d.
Mont. What talk you of debating? in few

words,

—

If you’ll not here proclaim yourself our king,

FH leave you to your fortune, and be gone
To keep them back that come to succour you:
Why should we fight, if you pretend no title?

Glo. Why, brother, wherefore stand you on
nice points?

K. Edw. When we grow stronger, tihen we*11

make our claim:

Till then, ’tis wisdom to conceal our meaning.
Hast. Away with scrupulous wit! now arms

must rule.

do. And fearless minds climb soonest unto
crowns.

Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand;
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends.

K. Edw. Then be it as you will; for ’tis my
right,

And Henry but usurps tiie diadem.
Mont. Ajj now my sovereign speaketh like

himself;

And now will I be Edward’s champion.
Hast. Sound trumpet; Edward shall be here

proclaim’d:—
Come, fellow-soldier, make thou prodaniation.

[Gfm him a paper. Flourish*
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Sold. [Reads,] Edward the Fourth, by the

grace of God, King of England and France, and

Lord of Ireland, &c.

Mont. And whoso’er gainsays King Ed-
ward’s nght,

By this I challenge him to single fight.

[Throws down his gauntlet.

All. Long live Edward the Fourth!

K. Edw Thanks, brave Montgomery;—and
thanks unto you all;

If fortune serve me, I’ll requite this kindness.

Ifow, for this night, let’s harbour here in York;

And when the mormng sun shall raise his car

Above the border of this horizon,

We’ll forward towards Warwick and his mates;

For well I wot that Henry is no soldier.

—

Ah, forward Clarence! how evil it beseems
thee

To flatter Henry and forsake thy brother!

Yet, as w^e may, we’ll meet both thee and War-
wick.

—

Come on, brave soldiers: doubt not of the day.

And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay.

[Exeunt.

Scene VIIL

—

London. A Room in the

Palace.

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Warwick,
Montague, Clarence, Exeter, and Ox-
ford.

War. What counsel, lords? Edward from
Belgia,

With hasty Germans and blunt Hollanders,

Haii pass’d in safety through the narrow seas,

And With ,his troops doth march amain to

London;
And many giddy people flock to him.

04. Let’s levy men, and beat him back
agam.

Clar. A httle fire is quickly trodden out;

Which, bmng suffer’d, rivers cannot quench.

War. In Warwickshire I have true-hearted
friends,

Not mutinous m peace, yet bold in war;
Those will I muster up:—and thou, son

Clarence,

Shalt stir up, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent,
The kmghts and gentlemen to come with

thee:—
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham,
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt find

Men well inclin’d to hear what thou com-
mand’st'—

And tkou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d,

In Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends.

My sovereign, with the loving citizens,

—

Like to his island girt in with the ocean,

Or modest Dian circled with her nymphs,

—

Shall rest in London till we come to him.

—

Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply.

—

Farewell, my sovereign.
K. Hen. Farewell, my Hector, and my

Troy’s true hope. [hand.

Clar. In sign of truth, I Idss your highness’

K. Hen. Well-minded Clarence, be thou
fortunate! [leave.

Mont. Comfort, my lord;—and so I take my
Oxf. And thus [Mssmg Henry’s hcnd] I seal

my truth, and bid adieu.

K. Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Mon-
tague,

And all at once, once more a happy farewell.

War. Farewell, sweet lords; let’s meet at
Coventry.

[Exeunt War., Clar., Oxf., and Mont.
K Hen. Here at the palace will I rest awhile.

Cousm of Exeter, what thinks your lordship?
Methinks the power that Edward hath in field

Should not be able to encounter mine. [rest.

Exe. The doubt is, that he will seduce the
K Hen. That’s not my fear; my meed hath,

got me fame:
I have not stopp’d mine ears to their demands.
Nor posted off their suits with slow delays:
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds,
My mildness hath allay’d their swelling griefs,

My mercy dried their water-fiowmg tears;

I have not been desirous of their wealth,
Nor much oppress’d them with great subsidies.
Nor forward of revenge, though they much

err’d: [me?
Then why should they love Edward more than
No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace;
And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb,
The lamb will never cease to follow him.
[Shout within, “A Lancaster! A Lancaster!”
Exe. Hark, hark, my lord! what shouts axe

these?

Enter King Edward, Gloster, and Soldiers

Edw. Seize on the shame-fac’d Henry, bear
him hence:

And once again proclaim us king of England.

—

You are the fount that makes small brooks to

flow: [dry,

Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck them
And swell so much the higher by their ebb.

—

Hence with him to the Tower; let him not
speak.

[Exeunt some with King Henry.
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we oux

course,

Where peremptory Warwick now remains:
The sun shines hot; and, if we use delay,

Cold biting winter mars our hop’d-for hay.
Glo. Away betimes, before Ins forces join,

And take the great-grown traitor unawares:
Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry.

[Exeunt
ACT V.

Scene I.—Coventry.

Enter upon the Walls, Warwick, the Mayor
of Coventry, two Messengers, and others.

War. Where is the post that came from
vahant Oxford?

How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow?

I, Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching
hitherward. ;

War. How far off IS our brother Montague?

—

Where is the post that came from Montague?
2 Mess. By this at Daintry, with a puissant

troop.

Enter Sir John Somerville.

War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving

son?
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now?
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Som. At Southam I did leave ium with his

forces,

And do expect him here some two hours hence.
'Drum heard.

H^ar, Then Clarence is at hand; I hear his

drum- fhes;

Som. It IS not his, my lord; here Southam
The drum your honour hears marcheth from

Warwick. [for fnends-

War. Who should that be"^ behke tinlook’d-

Sam. They are at hand, and you shall quickly

know,
March. Fioimsk. Enter ELing Edward,

Gloster, cjwi Forces.

AT. Edv}. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and
sound a parle. [wallJ

Gin. See how the surly Warwick mans the

War. 0 unbid spite! is sportful Edward
come? [duc’d,

Where slept our scouts, or how are they se-

That we could hear no news of ius repair?

AT. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the

city gates,

Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee,

C*dl Edward king, and at his hands beg mercy?
And he shall pardon tifciee these outrages.

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces

hence,
Confess who set thee up and pluck’d thee down,
Call Warwick patron, and be penitent’

And thou shalt still remain the Duke of York.
Gio. I thought, at least, he would have said

the kmg;
Or did he make the jest against his will?

War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift?

Clo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to ^ve;
P1I do thee service for so good a gift.

War* ’Twas I that gave the kmgdom to thy
brother.

K*Edw. Why, then, ’tis mine, if but by
Warwick’s gift

War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a wei^t:
And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again;

And Henry is my Mng, Warwick his subject.

K. Edw. But Warwick’s king is Edward’s
prisoner:

And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this,

—

What is the body when the head is ofi? [cast,

Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-

But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten.

The king was slily finger’d from the deck!
You left poor Henry at the bishop’s palace.

And, tea to one, you’ll meet him in the Tower.
K. Edw. ’Tis even so; yet you are Warwick

still.

Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time; kneel
down, kneel down:

Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron cools.

^War. I had rather chop this hand off at a
blow,

And with the other fling it at thy face,

Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee.
K.Edw. Safl how thou canst, have wind

and tide thy friend; ' [hair,

This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black
Sh^, whiles thy head is warm and new cut off,

Write in the dust this sentence withthy blood,

—

Wind-changing Wamick now can change no
more.

Enter Oxford, with Forces, drum, and colours.

War. O cheerful colours! see where Oxford
comes!

Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster!
[He and his Forces enter the citg.

Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too.

K, Edw. So other foes may set upon our
backs.

Stand we in good array; for they no doubt
Will issue out again and bid us battle:

If not, the city being but of small defence,
We’ll quickly rouse the traitors in the same.

War. 0, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy
help.

Enter Montague, with Forces, drum, and
colours,

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster!
[He and his Forces enter the city.

Glo. Thou and thy brother both shall Wy
this treason

Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear.
K. Edw. The harder match’d, the greater

victory:

My mind presageth happy gain and conquest.

Enter Somerset, with Forces, drum, and
colours.

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster!
[He and his Forces enter the city.

Glo. Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somer-
set,

Have sold their lives unto the house of York;
And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold.

Enter Clarence, with Forces, drum, and
colours.

War. And lo, where George of Clarence
sweeps along,

Of force enou^ to bid his brother battle;

With whom an upright zeal to right proves
More than the nature of a brother’s love!—
Come, Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick

call.

Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what
this means?

[Taking the red rose out of his hat.
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee:
I will not ruiuate my father’s house,
Who gave his blood to lime the stones together,
And set up Lancaster. Why, trowst thou,

Warwick,
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural,
To bend the fatal instruments of war
Agaiast his brother and his lawful king?
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy oath:
To keep that oath were more impiety
ThanJephtha’s,whenhe sacrific’d his daughter.
I am so sorry for my trespass made.
That, to deserve well at my brother’s hands,
I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe;

With resolution wheresoe’er I meet thee,-—
As I win meet thee, if thou stir abroad,—
To plague thee for thy foul misleading me.
And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee,

And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks.—
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends;
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And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults,

For I wid henceforth be no more imconstant

K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times
more belov’d,

Than if thou never hadst deserv’d our hate.

Glo. Welcome, good Clarence; this is broth-

erhke.

War, O passing traitor, perjur’d and unjust!

K. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the
town and fight?

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears?

WaT. Alas, I am not coop’d here for defence!

I will away towards Barnet presently,

And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar’st.

K. Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and
leads the way.

Lords, to the field: Saint George and victory.

[March. Exeunt.

ScEiJE n.—A field of Battle near Barnet.

Marurns and excursions. Enter Kmo Ea-
WAi®, bringing in Warwick wounded.

K. Edw. So, lie thou there: die ihou, and
die our fear;

For Warwick was a bug that fear’d us all.-

Now, Montague, sit fast; I seek for thee,

That Warwick’s bones may keep thine com-
pany. [Exit.

War. Ah, who is nigh? come to me, Mend
or foe,

And tell me who is victor, York or Warwick?
Why ask I that? my mangled body shows,

My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart

shows,
That I must yield my body to the earth,

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe.

Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge,

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle,

Under whose shade the ramping lion slept,

Whose top-branch overpeer’d Jove’s spreading
tree,

And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful

wind.
These eyes, that now are dimm’d with death’s

black vail,

Have been* as piercing as the mid-day sun,

To search the secret treasons of the world:

The wrinMes in my brows, now fill’d with blood.

Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres;

For who hv’d king, but I could dig his grave?

And who durst smile when Warwick bent his

brow?
Lo, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood!

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had.

Even now forsake me; and of all my lands

Is nothing left me but my body’s length!

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and
dust!

And, live we how we can, yet die we must

Enter Oxford md Somerset.

Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick! wert thou as
we are,

We might recover aH our loss again:

The queenfrom France hath brought a puissant
power; {fly!

Even now we heard the news: ah, couldst &ou
Wm. Why, then, I would not fly.—-Ah,

.Montague,

K thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand.
And with thy lips keep in my soul awhilel

Thou lov’st me not; for, brother, if thou didst.

Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood
That glues my lips and will not let me speak.
Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead.
Som. Ah, Warwick! Montague hath breath’d

his last;

And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick,
And said, Commend me to my valiant brother.

And more he would have said; and more he
spoke.

Which sounded like a cannon in a vault.

That might not be distinguish’d; but at las!^

I well might hear, dehver’d with a groan,

Of farewell, WanmekI
War. Sweet rest his soul!-—fly, lords, and

save yourselves;

For Warwick bids you all farewell, to meet in
heav’n. {Dies.

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen’s great
power!

[Exeunt, bearing off War.’s body.

Scene III.—Anofher part of the Field.

Flourish. Enter King Edward in triumph;
with Clarence, Gloster, and the rest

K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an tt|h

ward course,

And we are grac’d with wreaths of victory.

But in the midst of this bright-shining day
1 spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud,
That will encounter with our glorious sun
Ere he attain his easeful western bed:
I mean, my lords, those powers that the queen
Hath rais’d in Gallia have arriv’d our coast,

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us.
Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that

cloud
And blow it to the source from whence it came:
Thy very beams will dry those vapours up;
For every cloud engenders not a storm, {stmng.

Glo. The queen is valu’d thirty thousand
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her:
If she have time to breathe, be well assur’d,

I Her faction will be full as strong as ours*
K. Edw. We are advertis’d by our loving

Mends [bitry;

That they do hold their course toward Tewkih
We, having now ihe best at Bamet field.

Will thither straight, for wiUmgness rids way;
And as we march, our strength will be aug-

mented
In every county as we go along.

—

Strike up the drum; cry, Courage! and away.
[Exeunt

Scene IV.—Plains near Tewksbury*

March. Enter Queen Margaret, Princb
Edward, Somerset, Oxford, and Soldiers.

Q.Mar. Great lords, wise men ne’er sit and
wail their loss,

But cheerly seek how to redress their banns.
What though the mast be now blown overboard,
The cable broke, the holding-anchor lost,

And half our sailors swallow’d in the flood;

Yet lives our pilot still: is’t meet that he
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful ltd,
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With tearful eyes add water to the sea, [much.
And give more strength to that winch hath too

Whiles, m his moan, the ship splits on the rock.
Which industry and courage might have sav’d’

Ah, what a shame! ah, what a fault were this'

Say Warwick was our anchor; what of that’
And Montague our top-mast, what of him’
Our slaughter’d fnends the tackles, what of

these’
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor?
And Somerset another goodly mast? [lings’

The fnends of France our shrouds and tack-

And, though unslalfal, why not Ned and I

For once aEow’d the skilful pilot’s charge’
We wfiKI not from the helm to sit and weep;
But keep our course, though the rough wdnd

say no, [wreck.
From shelves and rocks that threaten us with
As good to chide the waves as speak them fair.

And what is Edward but a ruthless sea’
What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit’

And Richard but a ragged fatal rock’
All these the enemies to our poor bark.
Say you can swim, alas, ’tis but a while!
Tread on the sand, why, there you quickly sink:
Bestride the rock; the tide will wash you off,

Or else you famish,—that’s a threefold death.
Tbs speak I, lords, to let you understand.
If case some one of you would fly from us,
That there’s no hop’d-for mercy with the

brothers, [rocks.

More than with ruthless waves, with sands, and
Why, courage, then! what cannot be avoided,
*Twere childish weakness to lament or fear.

Prmce. Methinks a woman of this valiant
spint

Should, if a coward heard her speak these
words,

Infuse his breast with magnanimity,
And make him naked foil a man-at-arms.
I speak not this as doubting any here;
For did I but suspect a fearful man,
He should have leave to go away betimes;
Lest m our need he might infect another.
And make him of like spint to himself.
If any such be here,—as God forbidI—
Let him depart before we need his help.

Oj^. Women and children of so high a
courage,

And wamors faint! why, ’twere perpetual
shame.—

0 brave young prince! thy famous grandfather
Doth live again m thee: long mayst thou live
To bear his image and renew his glories!
Som. And he that will not fight for such a

hope,
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day.
If he arise, be mock’d and wonder’d at.

Q. Mar, Thanks, gentle Somerset;—sweet
Oxford, thanks. [nothing else.

Prince, And take Ms thanks that yet hath

Pnter a Messenger.

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at
hand,

Ready to fight; therefore be resolute.
I thought no less: it is Ms policy

To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided.
Sant But he’s deceiv’d; we are in readiness.

Q. Mar This cheers my heart, to see your
forwardness [budge.

Ox/ Here pitch our battle; hence we will not

Flourish and march. Enter, at a distance, Xisq
Edward, Clarence, Gloster, and Forces.

K. Edw Brave followers, yonder stands the
thorny wood, [strength,

Which, by the heavens’ assistance and your
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.
I need not add more fuel to your fire;

For well I wot ye blaze to burn them out:
Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords.
Q.Mar. Lords, kmghts, and gentlemen,

what I should say
My tears gainsay; for every word I speak,
Ye see, I dnnk the water of mine eyes.
Therefore, no more but this:—Henry, your

sovereign,
Is prisoner to the foe; his state usurp’d,
His realm a slaughter-house, Ms subjects slam,
His statutes cancell’d, and his treasure spent;
And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil.
You fight lu justice: then, in God’s name, lords,
Be valiant, and give signal to the fight.

[Exeunt both armies.

Scene '^.—Another part of the Plains.

Alarums: excursions; and afterwards a re-
treat Then enter King Edward, Clar-
ence, Gloster. and Forces, with Queen
Margaret, Oxford, and Somerset
prisoners.

X. Edw. Now, here a penod of tumultuous
broils.

Away with Oxford to Hammes’ Castle straight;
For Somerset, off with Ms guilty head, [speak.
Go, bear them hence; I will not hear them

Oxf. For my part, I’ll not trouble thee with
words. [fortune.

Som. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my
[Exeunt Oxf., and Som., guarded.

Q. Mar. So part v© sadly in tMs troublous
world,

To meet with j'oy in sweet Jerusalem.
K.Edw. Is proclamation made that who

finds Edward
Shall have a Mgh reward, and he Ms life?

Glo. It is; and lo, where youthful Edward
comes.

Enter Soldiers, with Prince Edward.

K. Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear
Mm speak.

What, can so young a thorn begin to prick?

—

Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make
For bearing arms, for stimng up my subjects.
And all the trouble thou hast turn’d me to?

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambi-
tious York!

Suppose that I am now my father’s mouth;
Resign thy chair, and where I stand kneel thou,
Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee,
WMch, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer

to.

Q. Mar, Ah, that thy father had been so re-
solv’d!
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Glo. That you might still have worn the
petticoat,

And ne’er have stol’n the hreech from Lan-
caster.

Prince. Let Aesop fable in a -winter’s ni^t;

His currish nddles sort not -with this place.

Glo. By heaven, brat, I’ll plague you for that

word. [to men.
Q. Mar. Ay, thou wast bom to be a pla^e
Glo. For God’s sake, take away this captive

scold.

Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crook-
back rather.

K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I -will charm
your tongue.

CloT. TJntutor’d lad, thou art too malapert.

Prince. I know my duty; you are all unduti-
ful: [George,

—

Lascivious Edward,—and thou, perjur’d

And thou, misshapen Dick,—I tell ye all

I am your better, traitors as ye axe;

—

And thou usurp’st my fathers right and mine.
K. Edw. Take that, the likeness of this railer

here. [Sfabs Mm.
Glo. Sprawl’ st thou? take that, to end thy

agony. [Stabs Mm,
Clar. And here’s for twitting me with per-

jury. [Stabs him.

Q. Mar. 0, kill me tool

Glo. Marry, and shall. [Ofers to MU her.

K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold; for we have
done too much.

Glo. Why should she live, to fiU the world
with words?

K. Edw. What, doth she swoon? use means
for her recovery.

Glo. Clarence, excuse me to the king my
brother;

I’ll hence to London on a serious matter:

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news.
Clar. What? what?
Glo. The Tower! the Tower! [Exit.

Q. Mar. 0 Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy
mother, boy! [ersi—

Canst thou not speak?—0 traitors! murder-
That that stabb’d Csesar shed no blood at all.

Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame,
If this foul deed were by to equal it:

He was a man;—this, in respect, a child,

—

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child. *|lt?

What’s worse than murderer, that I may name
No, no, my heart -will burst, an if I speak:

—

And I will speak, that so my heart may burst.

—

Butchers and villains! bloody cannibals!

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp’d!

You have no children, butchers! if you had,
The thought of them would have stirr’d up re-

morse:
But if you ever chance to have a child,

Look in his youth to have him so cut off

As, deathsmen, you have nd this sweet young
prince!

K. Edw. Away with her; go, bear her hence
perforce.

Q. Mar. Nay, neverbearme hence, despatch
me here; [death:

Here sheathe thy sword. I'll pardon thee my
What, wilt thou not?—then, Clarence, do it

thou. [ease.

Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee so much

0. Mar. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence,

do thou do It. [not do it?

Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear I would
Q. Mar Ay, but thou usest to forswear thy-

self:

’Twas sin before, but now ’tis charity.

What! wilt thou not?—Where is that devil’s

butcher: [thou?

Hard-favour’d Richard?—Richard, where art

Thou are not here: murder is thy alms-deed;
Petitioners for blood thou ne’er putt’st back.
K. Edw. Away, I say; I charge ye, bear her

hence.
Q. Mar. So come to you and yours as to this

prince! [Exit, led out forcibly.

K. Edw. Where’s Richard gone?
Clar. To London, all in post; and, as I guess,

To make a bloody supper in the Tower.
K. Edw. He’s sudden, if a thing comes in

his head. [sort

Now march we hence: discharge the common
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London,
And see our gentle queen how well she fares,

—

By this, I hope, she hath a son for me.
[Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

London. A Room in the Tower.

King Henry is discovered sitting with a book in

Ms hand, the Lieutenant attending. Enter
Gloster.

Glo. Good-day, my lord. What, at your
book so hard?

K.Hen. Ay, my good lord;—my lord, I

should say rather;

’Tis sin to flatter, good was little better:

Good Gloster and good devil were alike, [lord.

And both preposterous: therefore, not good
Glo. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves: we must

confer. [Exit Lieutenant
K. Een. So flies the reckless shepherd fpom

the wolf;

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece,

And next his throat unto the butcher’s knife.—
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act?

Glo. Suspicion always haunts the guiltymind;
The thief doth fear each bush an officer.

K. Hen. The bird that hath been limed in a
bush.

With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush;
And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird,

Have now the fatal object in my eye.

Wheremy pooryotmgwaslim’d,was caught, and
kill’d. [Crete,

Glo. Why, what a peevish fool was that of

That taught his son the office of a fowl!

And yet, for^ his -wings, the fool was dro-wn’d.

K. Hen. I, Daedalus; my poor boy, Icarus;

Thy father, Minos, that denied our course;

The sun, that sear’d the wmgs ofmy sweet boy,
Thy brother Edward; and thyself, the sea,

Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life.

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words!
My breast can better brook thy dagger’s point
Tha;6. can my ears that tragic history.

But wherefore dost thou come? is’t for my life?

Glo. Think’st thou I am an executioner?
K. Hen. A persecutor, I am sure, thou art:

H murdering innocents be executing,

Why, then tbou art an executioner.
Glo. Thy son I kill’d for his presumption.
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K. Bm. Hadst thoti bcea Mn*d wbeo first

tboa didst presume^
Tlioftt Iitdst aot E?’d to MS a soa of mine.

And tEtm I propEcsy,—that many a thousand,

Which now mistrast no parcel of my fear,

And many an old man’s sigh, and many a
widow's,

And many an orphan^s water-standing eye,—
Men for feeir sons, wives for their husbands,
And orphans for their parents’ timeless death,

—

Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast bom.
The owl shriek’d at thy birth,—an evil sign;

The night-crow cned, aboding luckless time;

Dop howl’d, and hideous tempest shook down
trees;

The raven rook’d her on the chimney’s top.

Aid chattering pies in dismal discords sung.

Thy mother felt more than a mother’s pam,
And yet brought forth less than a mother’s

hope,
To wit,—
An indigest deformed lump,

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree, [bom,

Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast
To signify thou cam’st to bite the world:

And 2 the rest be true which I have heard,

Thou cam’st—
Glo, I’ll hear no more:—die, prophet, in thy

speech: [Sfobs him.

For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain’d.

k. Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter

after this.

0 God forgive my sins and pardon thee t [Dies.

Glo, What, wtil the aspiring blood of Lan-
caster

>sinlc in the ground? I thought it would have
mounted. [death!

See how my sword weeps for the poor king’s

0, may such purple tears be alway shed
From those that wish the do-all of our

house!

—

if any spark of life be yet remaining,

Down, down to heQ; and say I sent thee
thither,— [Stebs Aim again.

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.—
Indeed, ’tis true that Henry told me of;

For I have often heard my mother say
1 came into the world with my lep forward;

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste,

And aeek their ruin that usurp’d our right:

The midwife wonder’d; and the women cried,

O) Jesus bless us, he is bom with teeth/

And so I was, which plainly signified

That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog.
Then, since the heavens have shap’d my body

so,

Let hell make crook’d my mind to answer it.

I have no brother, I am like no brother;
And this word love, which greybeards call

divine,

Be reddent in men like one another,
And not in me: I am myself alone.-— [light;

Clarence, beware; thou keep’st me from the
But I will sort a pitchy day for thee;
For I wfll buzz abroad such prophecies
That Edward shall be fearful of Hs life:

And then, to purge his fear. I’ll be thy death.
King Henry and the prince his son are gone:
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest;

Counting myself but bad til! I be best.—

.
FH throw thy body in another room,

;

And triumph, Henry,-in thy day of doom.
' [Exit with the body.

: Scene VIL—Loicdon. A Room in the Palace.

Flourish King Edward is discovered sitting

on his throne; Queen Elizabeth with the

mfani Prince, Clarence, Gloster, Hast-
ings, and others, near him.

K. Edw. Once more we sit in England’s
royal throne.

Repurchas’d with the blood of enemies.
What valiant foemen, like to autumn’s com,
Have we mow’d down in tops of all their

pnde!
Three Dukes of Somerset,—threefold renown’d
For hardy and undoubted champions;
Two Cliffords, as the father and the son;
And two Northumberlands,—two braver men
Ne’er spurr’d their coursers at the trumpet’s

sound; [Montague,
With them the two brave bears, Warwick and
That in their chains fetter’d the kingly lion,

And made the forest tremble when they roar’d.

Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat.

And made our footstool of securi^.

—

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy.

—

Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself
Havem our armours watch’d the winter’s night;

Went all afoot in summer’s scalding heat,

That thou might’st repossess the crown in peace:
And of our labours thou shalt reap the gam.

Glo. FU blast his harvest if your head were
laid;

For yet I am not look’d on in the world.
This shoulder was ordain’d so thick to heave;
And heave it shall some weight, or break my

back:—
Work thou the way,—and that shall execute.

[Aside.

K.Edw. Clarence and Gloster, love my
lovely queen;

And Mss your princely nephew, brothers both.
ClaT. The duty that I owe unto your majesty

I seal upon the tips of this sweet babe.
K.Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy

brother, thanks. [thou sprang’st,
Glo. And, that I love the tree from whence

Witness the loving Mss I give the fruit.

—

To say the truth, so Judas Mss’d his master,
And cried, all hail! when as he meant all

harm. [Aside.

K. Edw. Now am I seated as my soul
delights,

Having my count’s peace and brothers’ loves.
Clar. '^at will your grace have done with

Margaret?
Reignier, her father, to the King of France
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Jerusalem,
And hither have they sent it for her ransom.
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence

to France.
And now what rests but that we spend the time
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows,
Such as befit the pleasure of the court?

Sound drums and trumpets! farewell, sour
annoy!

For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy.

[Exeunt.
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ACT L

Scene I.—London. A Street.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. Now is the winter of our discontent
Made glorious summer by this sun of York;
And all the clouds that lower’d upon our house
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.

Now are our brows bound with victorious
wreaths;

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments:

'

Our stem alarums chang’d to merry meetingf^
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.
Grim-visag’d war hath smooth’d his wrinkled

front;

And now,-—instead of mounting barbed steeds
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,

—
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He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber
To the lascmous pleasing of a lute-

But I,—that am not shap’d for sportive bricks,

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;

I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love's

majesty
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph;
I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion,

Cheated of feature by dissemblmg nature,

Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time

Into this breathing world scarce half made up,

And that so lamely and unfashionable

That dogs hark at me as I halt by them;

—

Why, I, m this weak piping time of peace,

Have no delight to pass away the time.

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun,

And descant on mine own deformity;

And therefore,—smce I cannot prove a lover,

To entertain these fair well-spoken days,

—

I am determined to prove a villam,

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,

By drunken prophecies, hbels, and dreams.

To set my brother Clarence and the king

In deadly hate the one against the other:

And, if Edward be as true and just

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous.

This day should Ctaence closely be mew’d
up,—

About a prophecy, which says that G
Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be.

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul:—here Clar-

ence comes.

Snfer Clarence, guarded, and Brankenbdry.

Brother, good-day: what means this armed
guard,

That waits upon your grace?

CJar. His majesty.

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed

This conduct to convey me to the Tower.
Gfo. Upon what cause?
CloT, Because my name is George.
Gh. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of

yours;

He should, for that, commit your godfathers:

—

0, belike his majesty hath some intent

That you shall be new-christen’d in the Tower.
But what’s the matter, Clarence? may I know?

Clar, Yea, Richard, when I know; for I
protest

As yet I do not: but, as I can learn.

He hearkens alter prophecies and dreams;
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G,
And says a wizard told him that by G
His issue disinherited should be;
And, for my name of George begins with G,
It follows in his thought that I am he.
These, as I learn, and such like toys as these,
Have mov’d his higtoess to commit me now.

Glo. Why, this it is, when men are rul’d by
women:

—

’Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower;
My Lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, ’tis she
That tempers him to this extremity.
Was it not she, and that good man of worship,
Antony Woodville, her brother there.
That made him send Lord Hastings to the

Tower,

From whence this present day he is deliver’d?

We are not safe, Clarence; we are not safe,

Clar, By heaven, I think there is no man
secure [heralds

i But the queen’s kindred, and night-walking
' Thattrudge betwixtthe king and MistressShore.
Heard you not what an humble suppEant
Lord Hastings was to her for his dehveiy?

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity

Got my lord chamberlain Ms hberty.

FE teU you what,—I think it is our way,

,

If we will keep in favour with the king,

To be her men, and wear her livery:

The jealous o’er-wom widow and herself,

Since ttiat our brother dubh’d them gentle-
women,

Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. [me;
Brak. I beseech your graces both to pardon

His majesty hath straitly ^ven m charge
That no man shall have private conference.

Of what degree soever, with his brother.

Glo, Even so; an please your wor-ship, Brak-
enbury,

You may partake of anything we say:

We spe^ no treason, man;—we say the king
Is vrise and virtuous; and Ms noble queen
Well struck m years, fair, and not jealous;

—

We say that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot,

A cherry Hp, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing
tongue;

And the queen’s kindred are made gentlefolks:

How say you, sir? can you deny all tMs?
Brak, With tMs, my lord, myself have

naught to do.

Glo. Naught to do with Idistress Shore! I tell

thee, feEow,
He that doth naught with her, excepting one,
Were best to do it secretly, alone,

Brak. What one, my lord? [tray me?
Glo. Her husband, knave:—wouldst thou he-
Brak. 1 beseech your grace to pardon me;

and, withal,

Forbear your conference with the noble duke.
Clar, We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and

will obey. [obey.—
Glo. We are the queen’s ahjects, and must

Brother, farewell: I will unto the king;
And whatsoe’er you wiU employ me in,

—

Were it to caE l^g Edward’s widow sister,

—

I will perform it to enfrancMse you.
Meantime, tMs deep disgrace in brotherhood
Touches me deeper than you can imagine.

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us weU.
Gh, WeE, your imprisonment shaE not be

long;

I wiE deEver you, or else Ee for you:
Meantime, have patience.

Clar, I must perforce: fareweE.
[Exeunt Clar., Brak., and Guard.

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er
return,

Simple, plain Clarence!—I do love thee so
That I wiU shortly send thy soul to heaven,
If heaven wEl take the present at our hands.

—

But who comes here? tiie new-deEyer'd Hast-
ings?

Elder Hastings,

Hast, Good time of day unto my gracious
lord!
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Glo. As much unto my good lord chamber-
flam!

Well are you welcome to this open air.

How hath your lordship brook’d imprisonment?
Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners

must:
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks
That were the cause of my imprisonment.

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clar-

ence too;

For they that were your enemies are his,

And have prevail’d as much on him as you.

Hast. More pity that the eagle should be
mew’d

While kites and buzzards prey at liberty.

Glo. What news abroad?
Hast. No news so bad abroad as this at

home,

—

The Mng is sickly, weak, and melancholy,

And his physicians fear him mightily.

Glo. Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad
indeed.

0, he hath kept an evil diet long,

And overmuch consum’d his roy^ person:

’Tis very grievous to be thought upon.

What, is he in his bed?
Hast. He is.

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you.

[Exit Hastings.
He cannot live, I hope; and must not die

TUI George be pack’d with posthorse up to

heaven.
I’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence,

With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments;

And, I fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live:

Which done, God take IKong Edward to his

mercy,
And leave the world for me to bustle in!

For then I’ll marry Warwick’s youngest
daughter: [father?

What though I kill’d her husband and her

The readiest way to make the wench amends
Is to become her husband and her father;

The which will I; not all so much for love

As for another secret close intent,

By marrying her, which I must reach unto.

But yet I run before my horse to market;

Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives and
reigns:

When they are gone, then must I count my
gains. [Exit.

Scene II.—London. Another Street.

Enter the Corpse of King Henry the Sixth
borne in an open coffin. Gentlemen hearing

halberds to guard it; and Lady Anne as

mourner^

Anne. Set down, set down your honourable

load,

—

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse,

—

Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.—
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king!

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster!

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood!

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost,

Tb hear the lamentations of poor Anne,
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son,
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Stabb’d by the self-same hand that made these
wounds!

Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life,

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes;—
O, cursed be the hand that made these holes!
Cursed the heart that had the heart to do it!

Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence!
More direful hap betide that hated wretch
That makes us wretched by the death of thee.
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads,

Or any creeping venom’d thing that Hves!
If ever he have child, abortive be it.

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light,

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect
May fright the hopeful mother at the view;
And that be heir to his unhappiness!
If ever he have wife, let her be made
More miserable by the death of him
Than I am made by my young lord and thee!

—

Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy
load.

Taken from Paul’s to be interred there;
And still, as you are weary of the weight.
Rest you, whiles I lament Kmg Henry’s corse.
[The Bearers tedte up the Corpse and advance.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. Stay, you that bear the corse, and set it

down. [fiend,

Anne. What black magician conjures up this

To stop devoted charitable deeds?
Glo. Villains, set down the corse; or, by

Saint Paul,
I’ll make a corse of Mm that disobeys!

i Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the
coffin pass. [command;

Glo. Unmanner’d dog! stand thou, when I

Advance thy halberd higher than my breast,

Or, by Saint Paul, I’ll strike thee to my foot,

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.
[The Bearers set down the coffin.

Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all

afraid?

Alas, I blame you not; for you are mortal, '

And mortal eyes cannot endure the deidl.

—

Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell!

Thou hadst but power over his mortal body,
His soul thou canst not have; therefore, be gone.

Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, he not so curst.

Anne. Foul devil, for God’s sake, hence, and
trouble us not;

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell,

Fill’d it with cursing cries and deep exclaims.

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries.

—

0, gentlemen, see, see! dead Henry’s wounds
Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afresh!

Blush, blush, ^ou lump of foul deformity;

For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood
From cold and empty veins, where no blood

dweUs;
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural,

Provokes this deluge most unnatural.

—

0 God, which this blood mad’st, revenge Ms
death!

O earth, which this blood drihk’st, revenge his

death! [derer dead;
Either, heaven, with lightning strike the mur-
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick,
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As ftoti 4ost swallow up tMs good ldiig*s blood.
Which his hei!-go?eni*a arm hath butcheredl

G?o. I4tdy, yon know no mies of charity,

Which readers good for bad, blessings for
curses.

Jjtm* Villain, thou fcaow’st no law of God
nor man:

Ifo beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity.

Gio, But I know none, and therefore am no
beast [truth!

Anne. 0 wonderful, when devils teU the
Glo. More wonderful when angels are so

angry.—-
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman,
Of these supposed evils to give me leave,

By circumstance, but to acquit myself.
Arms. Vouchsafe, diffus’d infection of a man,

For these known evils but to give me leave.

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self.

G?o. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let

me have
Some patient leisure to excuse myself.
Anm. Fouler than heart can think thee,

thou canst make
Ko excuse current, but to hang thyself.

Glo. By such despair I should accuse myself.
Arme. And by despairing shalt thou stand

excus’d;

For doing worthy vengeance on thyself,

That didst unworthy slaughter upon others.

Gh. Say that I slew them not?
Anne. Then say they were not skin:

But dead they are, and, devilish skve, by thee.
Clo. I did not^ your husband.
Anne. Why, then, he is alive.

GIo, Hay, he is dead; and slain by Edward’s
ban tl.

Anne. In thy foul throat thou Hest: Queen
Margaret saw

Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood;
The which thou once didst bend against her

breast,

But that thy brothers beat aside the point.

Gio, I was provoked by her slanderous
, tonpe,
That laid their giiiltuponmy guiltless shoulders.
Anne, Thou wast provoked by thy bloody

mind,
Thai never dreamt on aught but butcheries:
Didst thou not kill this king?
Gh. I grant ye.
Anne, Dost grant me, hedgehog? then, God

grant me too
Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed!
0, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous.

Gio. The fitter for the King of Heaven, that
hath Mm. [come.

Anne.He is in heaven, where thou shaltnever
Gio. Let him thank me, that holp to send

him thither;

For he was fitter for that place than earth.
Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell.
Gh. Yes, one place else, if you will hear me

name it.

Mne. Some dungeon.
Gh. Your bed-chamber.
Anne. Ill rest betide the chamber where thou

liest!

Gh. So will it, madam, till I lie with you.
Anne. I hope so.

Gh. I know so.—But, gentle Lady Anne,-

I
To leave tMs keen encounter of our wits,
And fall somewhat into a slower method,

—

Is not the causer of the timeless deaths
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward,
As blameful as the executioner? [effect.
Anne. Thou wast the cause and most accurs’d
Gio. Your beauty was the cause of that effect;

Your beauty, that did haunt me in my sleep
To undertake the death of all the world,
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom.
Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide.

These nails should rend that beaul^ from my
cheeks. [wreck;

—

Gh. Theseeyescouldnotendurethatbeauty’s
You should not blemish it if I stood by:
As all the world is cheer’d by the sun.
So I by that; it is my day, my life.

Anne, Bkck night o’ershade thy day, and
death thy life! [both.

Gh. Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou art
Anne. 1 would I were, to be reveng’d on thee.
Gh, It IS a quarrel most unnatural,

To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee.
Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable.

To be reveng’d on him tiiat kill’d my husband.
Gh. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy hus-

band.
Did it to help thee to a better husband.
Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the

earth. [could.
Gh. He lives that loves thee better than he
Anne. Hame him.
Gio. Plantaganet.
Anne. Why, that was he.
Gh. The self-same name, but one of better

nature.
Anne. Where is he?
Gh, Here. [She spits at him.] Why

dost thou spit at me? [sake I

Anne. Would it were mortal poison, for thy
Gh. Never came poison from so sweet a

pkce.
Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad.

Out of my sight! thou dost infect mine eyes.
Gh. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected

mine.
Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike

thee dead! [once;
Gh. I would they were, that I might die at

For now they Mil me with a living death.
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt

fears, [drops;
Sham’d their aspects with store of childish
These eyes, wMch never shed remorseM tear.
No, when my father York and Edward wept,
To hear the piteous moan that Butiand made
When black-fac’d Clifford shook Ms sword at

him;
Nor when thy warlike father, Eke a child,
Told the sad story of my father’s death,
And twenty times made pause, to sob and weep.
That all the stand^s-by had wet their cheeks,
like trees bedash’d with rain; in that sad time
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear;
And what these sorrows could not thence

exhale.
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with

weeping,
I never su’d to Mend nor enemy;
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My tongue could never leam sweet smootliing
word;

But, now tfcy beauty is propos’d my fee,

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue
to speak. fSAe loohf scornfully at tarn.

Teach not thy lip such scorn; for it was made
For IdssiEg, lady, not for such contempt.

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,

Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword;
Which if thou please to hide in this true breast,

And let the soul forth that adoreth thee,

1 lay it naked to the deadly stroke,

And humbly beg the death upon my knee.

Hay, do not pause; for I did fill King Henry,

—

[He lays his breast open; she offers

at z( with his stoord.

But ’twas thy beauty that provoked me.
Hay, now despatch; ’twas I that stabb’d young

Edward,

—

[She again offers at his breast.

But ’twas thy heavenly face Biat set me on.

[She lets fall the sword.
Take up the sword again, or take up me.
Anne, Arise, dissembler; though I wish thy

death,

I will not be thy executioner.

Glo. Then bid me loll myself, and 1 will do it.

Anne. I have already.

Glo. That was in thy rage:
Speak it again, and, even with the word,
This hand, which for thy love did kill Ihy love,

Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love;

To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary.

Anne. I would I knew your heart.

do. ’Tis figured in my tongue.
Anne. 1 fear me both are false.

Glo. Then never man was true.

Anrut. Well, well, put up your sword,
Glo. Say, then, my peace is made.
Anne. T^t sli^t thou know hereafter.

Glo. But shall 1 live in hope?
Anne, All men, I hope, live so.

Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring.

Anne. To take is not to give.

[She puts on the ring.

Glo. look, how this zing encompa8seth.thy
finger.

Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart;

Wear both of them, for both of tiiem are thine.

And if thy poor devoted servant may
But beg one favour at thy ^acious hand,
Thou dost confirm Ms happiness for ever.

Anne. What is it? [designs
Glo. That it may please you leave these sad

To him that hath more cause to be a mourner,
And presently repair to Crosby I^ace;
Where,—after I have solemnly inteix’d, *
At Chertsey monastery, this noble Mng,
And wet Ms grave wifii my repentant tears,

—

I wiU with all expedient duty see you;
For divers unknown reasons, 1 beseech you,
Grant me tMs boon. [me too
Anne. With all my heart; and much ht joys

To see you are become so penitent.

—

Tressel and Berkeley, go along with me.
Glo. Bid me farewell.
Anne. ’Tis more than you deserve;

But since you teach me how to flatter you,
Imagine I have said farewell already.

[Exetmf Lady Anne, Teess, and Bese.

Glo. Sirs, take up the corsa.

Gent. Towards Chartsey, noble lord?

Glo. Ho, to White Fnais, there attend my
coming.

[Exeunt the rest, with the CorA'se.

Was ever woman in this humour woo’d?
Was ever woman in tMs humour won?
I’ll have her; but 1 will not keep her long.

What! I, that kill’d her husband and Ms father.

To take her in her heart’s eitremest hate;
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,

The bleeding witness of her hatred by;
Having God, her conscience, and these Bars

against me,
And I no friends to back my suit withal.
But the plain devil and dissembimg looks,

And yet to win her,—all the world to notMngl
Ha!
Hath she forgot already that brave prince,

Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months
since,

Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury?
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman,

—

Fram’d in the prodigality of nature.
Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right

royal—
The spiacious world cannot again afford:

And win she yet abase her eyes on me.
That cropp’d the golden prime of tMs sweet

prince,

And made her widow to a woeful bed?
On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety?
On me, that halt and am misshapen thus?
My dukedom to a beggarly denier,

I do mistake my person all tMs while:
Upon my life, she finds, although ^ cannot
Myself to be a marvellous woper man*m be at charges for a looking-glass;

And entertain a score or two of tailors.

To study fasMons to adorn my body;
Since I am crept in favour wi^ myself,

I will maintain it with some little cost.

But first ni turn yon fellow in Ms grave;
And then return lamenting to my love.

—

SMne out, fair sun, till I have bought a

;

That I may see my shadow as I pass.

Scene III.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Qiteen Elizabeth, Loed Bxvers
and Lord Grey.

Riv. Hay patience, madam: there’s nn
doubt Ms majesty

Will soon recover Ms accustom’d health.

Grey. In tiiat you brook it ill, it makes Mm
worse: [fort,

liherefore, for God’s sake, entertain good com-
And cheer his grace with quick and metry

words,
Q. Elk. If he were dead, what would betide

on me?
Grey. Ho other harm but loss of such a lord.

Q, Elk. The loss of such a lord includes all

harms. [goodly son,

Grey. The heavens have Mess’d you with a
To be your comforter when he is gone.

Q. Elk. Ah, he is young and Ms minority

Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster,

A man that loves not me, nor none of you.

Riv. Is it concluded he shall be protector?
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Q. Eliz* It is detenaia’d, not concluded yet:

But so it must be, if the Mng miscarry.

Enter Buckingham and Stanley.

Grey, Here come the Lords of Bnckmgbam
and Stanley. [grace!

Buck Good time of day unto your royal

Stan, God make your majesty joyful as you
have been!

Q, Elk. The Countess Richmond, good my
Lord of Stanley,

To your good prayer wiH scarcely say amen.
Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she’s your wife.

And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur’d

I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

Stan. I do beseech you, either not believe

The envious slanders of her false accusers;

Or, if she be accus’d on true report,

Bear with her weakness, which I thi^ proceeds
From wayward sickness, and no grounded

malice. [of Stanley?

Q. Elk, Saw you the king to-day, my Lord
Stan. But now the Duke of Buckm^am and I

Are come from visiting his majesty. [lords?

Q. Elk. Y/hat hkelihood of his amendment,
Buck. Madam, good hope; his grace speaks

cheerfully.

Q. Elk. God grant him health! Did you con-
fer with him? [ment

Buck. Ay, madam: he desires to make atone-

Between the Duke of Gloster and your brothers,

And between them and my lord chamberlain;
And sent to warn them to his royal presence.

Q. Ehz. Would all were well!—but that will

never be:

1 fear our happiness is at the height.

Enter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset.

Glo. They do me wrong, and I win not en-
dure it:

—

Who are they that complain unto the king
That I, forsooth, am stern, and love them not?
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly

That fill his ears with such dessentious rumours.
Because I cannot flatter and speak fair.

Smile in men’s faces, smooth, deceive, and cog.

Duck with French nods and apish courtesy,

I must be held a rancorous enemy.
Cannot a plain man hve, and thin^ no harm,
But thus Ms simple truth must be abus’d
By silken, sly insinuating Jacks? [your grace?

'

Grey. To whom in all this presence speaks
Glo. To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace.

When have I injur’d thee? when done thee
wrong?—

Or thee?—or thee?—or any of your faction?
A plague upon you all! EKs royal grace,

—

Whom God preserve better than you would
wish!

—

Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing while,
But you must trouble him with lewd com-

plaints. [matter.

Q. Elk. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the
The king, on Ms own royal disposition,

And not provok’d by any suitor else

—

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred.
That in your outward action shows itself

Against my children, brothers, and myself

—

Makes him to send; that thereby he may gather
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it.

Glo. I cnnnot tell: the world is grown so bad.
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not

perch:

Since every Jack became a gentleman,
There’s many a gentle person made a Jack.

Q. Elk. Come, come, we know your mean-
ing, brother Gloster;

You envy my advancement, and my friends’;

God grant we never may have need of you!
Glo. Meantime, God grants thatwe toe need

of you:
Our brother is imprison’d by your means,
Myself disgrac’d, and the nobility

Held in contempt; while great promotions
Are daily given to ennoble those
That scarce, some two days since, were worth

a noble. [height

0. Sliz. By Him that rais’d me to this careful

From that contented hap wMch I enjoy’d,

I never did incense Ms majesty
Against the Duke of Clarence, but have been
An earnest advocate to plead for Mm.
My lord, you do me shameful injury,

Fadsely to draw me in these vile suspects.
Glo. You may deny that you were not the

mean
Of my Lord Eastings’ late imprisonment.
Ew. She may, my lord; for,— [not so?
Glo. Shemay, Lord Rivers?—why,whofcQows

She may do more, sir, than denjdng that:

She may help you to many fair preferments;
And then deny her aiding hand therein.

And lay those honours on your Mgh desert.

lYhat may she not? She may,—ay, marry, may
she,

—

Eiv. What, marry, may she? (king,

Glo. What, marry, may she! marry with a
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too:

I wis your grandam had a worser match.
Q.EJiz. My Lord of Gloster, I have too

long borne
Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter scoffs i'

By heaven, I will acquaint Ms majesty
Of those gross taunts that oft I have endur’d.
I had rather be a coun^ servant-maid
Than a great queen, with tMs condition,

—

To be so baited, scorn’d, and stormed at.

Enter Queen Margaret, behind.

Small joy have I in being England's queen.
Q. Mar. And lessen’d be fiiat small, God, I

beseech Him!
Thy honour, state, and seat is due to me.

Gh). What! threat you me with telling of the
king?

Tell Mm, and spare not: look, what I have said
I will avouch in presence of king:

I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower,
is time to speak,—my pains are quite forgot.

Q, Mar. Out, devil! I remember them too
well:

Thou kill’dst my husband Henry in the Tower,
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury.

Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your hus-
band king,

I was a pack-horse in Ms great affairs;

A weeder-out of Ms proud adversaries.
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A liberal rewarder of his fnends;

To royahze his blood I spilt mine own.

Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his

or thine. [band Grev
Glo. In all which time you and your hus-

Were factious for the house of Lancaster;

—

And, Rivers, so were you: was not your husband

In Margaret’s battle at Samt Albans slam?

Let me put in your minds, if you forget,

What you have been ere this, and what you are;

Withal, what I have been, and what I am.
Q. Mar. A murderous villain, and so still

thou art. (Warwick;

Gh. Poor Clarence did forsake his father.

Ay, and forswore himself—which Jesu par-

don!

Q. Mar. Which God revenge! [crown;

Gh. To fight on Edward’s party, for the

And for his meed, poor lord, he is mew’4 up.

I would to God my heart were flimt, like Ed-
ward’s,

Or Edward’s soft and pitiful, like mine:

I am too childish-foolish for this world.

Q. Mar. Hie thee to heU for shame, and
leave this world.

Thou cacodemon! there thy kingdom is.

Rw. My Lord of Gloster, m those busy days
Which here you urge to prove us enemies,
We follow’d then our lord, our sovereign king:

So should we you, if you should be our king.

Gh. If I should bel—I had rather be a
pedlar:

Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof!

Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose
You should enjoy, were you this countiy’s

king,—
As little joy you may suppose in me,
That I enjoy, being queen thereof. [of;

Q. Mar. As little joy enjoys the queen there-

For I am she, and ^together joyless.

I can no longer hold me patient.— [Advancing.

Hear me, you wranglmg pirates, that fall out

In sharing that which you have pill’d from me!
Which of you trembles not that looks on me?
If not that, I being queen, you bow hke

subjects, [rebels?

—

Yet that, by you depos’d, you quake like

Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away!
Gh. Foul wrinkled witch, what raak’st thou

in my sight?
^

[marr’d,

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast

That will I make before I let thee go.

Gh. Wert thou not banished on pain of death?

Q. Mar. I was; but I do find more pain in

banishment
Than death can yield me here by my abode.
A husband and a son thou ow’st to me,

—

And thou,a kingdom,—all of you allegiance;

This sorrow that I have, by right is yours;
And all the pleasures you usurp are mine.
Gh. The curse my noble father laid on thee.

When thou didst crown his warlike brows with
paper, [eyes;

And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from his
And then, to dry them, gav’st the duke a clout

Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rut-
land;

—

His curses, then from-bittemess of soul [thee;

Denounc’d against thee, are all fallen upon
And God, not we, hath plagu’d thy bloody deed.

Q. Eliz, So just IS God, to right the innocent.
Hast. 0, ’twas the foulest deed to slay that

babe,
And the most merciless that e’er was heard of.

Rtv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was
reported.

Dor. No man but prophesied revenge for it.

Buck. Northumberiand, then present, wept
to see It. (I came,

Q. Mar. What, were you snarling all before
Ready to catch each other by the throat.

And turn you all your hatred now on me?
Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with

heaven
That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death.

Their kingdom’s loss, my woeful banishment.
Could all but answer for that peevish brat?

Can curses piercethecloudsand enterheaven?

—

Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick
curses!

—

Though not by war, by surfeit die your king.

As ours by murder, to make him a king!

Edward thy son, that now is Prmce of Wales,
For Edward my son, that was Pnnce of Wales,
Die in his youth by like untimely violence!

Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen.

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self!

Long maysi thou live to wail thy children’s loss;

And see another, as I see thee now,
Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine!
Long die thy happy days before thy death;

And, after many lengthen’d hours of grief,

Die neithermother,wife,norEngland’s queen1—
Rivers and Dorset, you were standers by,

—

And so wast thou. Lord Hastings,—when my
son [him,

Was stabb’d with bloody daggers: God, I pray
That none of you may live your natural age.

But by some unlook’d accident cut of!
Gh. Have done thy charm, thou hateful

wither’d hag.

0- Afar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for

thou shalt hear me.
If heaven have any grievous plague in store.

Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee,

O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe.

And then hurl dovm their indignation

On thee, the troubier of the poor world’s peacel
The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul!

Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv’st.

And take deep traitors for thy dearest fnends!
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine.

Unless it be while some tormenting dream
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils!

Thou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog!
Thou that v.^ast seal’d m thy nativity

The slave of nature and the son of hell!

Thou slander of thy heavy mother’s womb!
Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loms!
Thou rag of honour! thou detested—
Gh. Margaret.
0. Mar. Richard!
Glo. Ha!
Q. Mar. I call thee not.

G!o. I cry thee mercy, then; for I did think
That thou hadst call’d me all those bitternames.

Q. Mar. Why, so I did; but look’d for no
reply.

O, let me make the period to my curse!
Glo. ’Tis donebyme, and endsin—Margaret.
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Q, Eiiz, Thus liAve you bretth*d your curse

against yotixseif.

Q, Mar, Poor painted queen, yalaflourisli o;

my fortune!

Why strew^st thou sugar on that bottled spider,

Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about?

Fool, fool! ttou whett’st a knife to kill thyself.

The day will come that thou shalt wish for me
To help thee curse this poisonous bunch-back’d

toa<L

Hast False-boding woman, end thy frantic

curse,

Lest to thy harm thou move our patience.

Q» Mitr. Foul shame upon you! you have all

mov’d mine.

Miv* Were you weU serv’d, you would he
taught your duty. (me duty.

Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do

Teach me to be your queen, and you my sub-

jects:

0, serve me well, and teach yourselves that

du^l
Dot, Dispute not with her,—she is lunatic.

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are

malapert:

Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce cur-

rent:

O, that your young nobility could judge

What ’twere to lose it, and be miserable!

They that stand high have many blasts to shake
them;

And if they fall they dash themselves to pieces.

G2o. Good counsel, marry:—^leam it, learn

it, marquis.

Dor. It touches you, my lord, as much as me.
Glo. Ay, and much more: but I was bom so

high

Our aery buildeth in the cedar’s top,

And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun.

Q, Mar. And turns the sun to shade;—alas!

His venom tooth will rankle to the death:
Have not to do with him, beware of him;
Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on

him,
And all their ministers attend on him.

Glo. What doth she say, my Lord of Buck-
ingham? {lard.

Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious
Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my

gentle counsel?

And soothe the devil that I warn thee from?
0, but remember this another day,

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow.
And say, poor Margaret was a prophetessI—
Live each of you the subjects to his hate,

And he to yours, and aU of you to God’s!

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her
* curses. [liberty.

Riu. And so doth mine: I muse why she’s at
Glo. I cannot blame her: by God’s holy

mother.
She hath had too much wrong; and I repent
My part thereof that I have done her.

Q. Eliz. I never did her any, to my knowledge.
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage to her

wrong.
I was too hot to do somebody good,

That is too cold ia thinking of it now.
Marry, as for Clarence, he is weU repaid;

He is frank’d up to fattmg for his pains;
God pardon them that are the cause thereof I

Riv. A virtuous and a Christian-like con-
clusion.

To pray for them that have done scathe to us,
Glo. So do I ever, being well advis’d;

For had I curs’d now, I had curs’d myself.

Enter Catesby.
[Aside.

Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for

Witness my son, now in the shade of death;

Whose bri^t out-shining beams thy cloudy

wrath
Hath in eternal darkness folded up.

Your aery buildeth in our aery’s nest:—

0 God, that see’st it, do not sufier it;

As it was won with blood, lost be it so!

Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for

charity. [me:

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to

Uncharitably with me have you dealt.

And shameftilly my hopes by you are butcher’d.

My charity is outrage, life my shame,—
And in my shame stili live my sorrow’s rage!

Buck. Have done, have done.
[hand

Q. Mwt. 0 princely Buckingham, PU kiss thy
In sign of league and amity with thee:

Now fair befell thee and thy noble house!
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood.

Nor Ibou within the compass of my curse.

Buck. Nor no one here; for curses never pass
The bps of those that breathe them in the air.

Q. Mar. I will not think but they ascend the
sky.

And there awake God’s gentle sleeping peace.
0 Buckingham, take heed of yonder dog!
Look, when he fawns he bites; and when he

bites,
I

you,—
And for your grace,—and you, my noble lords.

Q. Eliz. Catesby, I come.—Lords, you
go with me?

Riv. We wait upon your grace.

[Exeunt all but Gloster.
Glo. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl.

The secret mischiefs that I set abroach
I lay unto the grievous charge of others, [ness,
Clarence,—whom I, indeed, have cast in dark-
I do heweep to many simple gulls;

Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham;
And tell them ’tis the queen and her allies

That stir the king against the duke my brother.
Now, they believe it; and withal whet me
To be reveng’d on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey:
But then I sigh; and, with a piece of Scripture,
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil:

And thus I clothe my naked villainy

With odd old ends stol’n forth of holy writ;
And seem a saint when most I play the devH.

—

But, soft! here come my executioners.

Enter two Murderers.

How now, my hardy, stout-resolved mates!
Are you now going to despatch this thing?

X Murd. We are, my lord, and come to have
the warrant,

That we may be admitted where he is.
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Glo. Well ttiougM tipon;—I have it here
about me: [Gim the warrant

Whea you have done, repair to Crosby Place.

But, sirs, be sudden in the execution,

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead;

For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps

May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.

I Mird, Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand
to prate;

Talkers are no good doers: be assur’d

We go to use our hands, and not our tongues.

Glo, Your eyes drop millstones when fools’

eyes fall tears;

I like you, lads;—about your business straight;

Go, go, despatch.

I Murd, We will, my noble lord.

[Exeunt

Scene IV.

—

London. A Room in the Tower*

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury.

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-

day?
Clar. 0, I have pass’d a miserable mght,

So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights,

That, as I am a Christian faitiEful man,
I would not spend another such a night

Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days,

—

So full of dismal terror was the time!

Brak, What was your dream, my lord? I pray
you, tell me. [Tower,

Clar. Methought that I had broken from the

And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy;
And, in my company, iny brother Gloster;

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk
Upon the hatches: thence we look’d toward

England,
And cited up a thousand heavy times,

Bunng the wars of York and Lancaster,

That had befall’n us. As we pac’d along

Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,

Methought that Gloster stumbled; and, in

falling, (board

Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-

Into the tumbhng billows of the main.
0 Lord! methought what pain it was to drown!
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears!

What sights of ugly death within mine eyes!

Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks;
A thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon;
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,

Inestimable stones, unvalu’d jewels,

AH scatter’d in the bottom of the sea: [holes

Some lay in dead men’s skulls; and in those
Where eyes did once inhabit there were crept,

—

‘As ’twere in scorn of eyes,—reflecting gems,
That woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep,

And mock’d the dead bones thatlay scattered by.

Brak, Had you such leisure in the time of

death
To gaze upon the secrets of the deep? '[strive

Clar. Methought I had; and often did I

To yield the ghost: but still the envious flod

Stopp’d in my soul, and would not let it forth

To find the empty, vast, and wandering air;

But smother’d it within my panting bulk,

Which almost burst to belch it in the sea.

Brak, Awak’d you not with this sore agony?
Clar. No, no, my dream was lengthen’d after

life;

O, then began the tempest of my soul!

I pass’d, methought, the melancholy flood

With that grim ferryman which poets write of,

Unto the limgdom of perpetual mght.
The first that there did greet my stranger soul
Was my ^eat father-in-law, renowned War-

wick;
Who cried aloud. What scourge for perjury
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?
And so he vanish’d: then came wandering by
A shadow like an Angel, with bright hair

Dabbled in blood; and he shriek’d out aloud,
Clarence is come,-~false, fleeting, perjufd Clar-

ence,— ^

That siahVd me in the field by Tewksbury;

—

Seize on him. Furies, take him to your torments!
With that, methou^t, a legion of foul fiends

Environ’d me, and howled m mine ears
Such hideous cries that, with the very noise,

I trembling wak’d, and for a season after

Could not believe but that I was in hell,

—

Such terrible impression made my dream.
Brak, No marvel, lord, though it afirighted

you;
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it.

Clar, O Brakenbury, I have done those things
That now give evidence against my soul.

For Edward’s sake; and see how he requites

me!— [thee,

0 God! If my deep prayers cannot appease
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my misdeeds.
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone,

—

0, spare my guiltless wife and my poor chil-

dren!

—

Keeper, I pr’ythee, sit by me awhile;

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep.

Brak, I will, my lord; God give your grace
good restl

—

[Clarence reposes himself on a chair.

Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours.
Makes the night morning, and the noontide

night.

Princes have but their titles for their glories,

An outward honour for an inward toil;

And, for unfelt imaginations
They often feel a world of restless cares:

So that, between their titles and low name,
There’s nothmg differs but the outward fame.

Enter the two Murderers.

1 Murd, Ho! who’s hete?
Brak. What wouldst thou, fellow? and how

cam’st thou hither?

X Murd, I would speak with Clarence, and I

came hither on my legs.

Brak, What, so brief?

2 Murd. ’Tis better, sir, than to be tedious.—
Let him see our commission; talk no more.

[A paper is delivered to Brak« who reads it

Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver

The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands:

—

1 will not reason what is meant hereby,

Because I will be guiltless of the meaning.
There lies the duke asleep,—and there the keys;
I’ll to the king, and signify to him
That thus 1 have resign’d to you my charge.

X Murd. You may, sir; ’tis a point of

wisdom: fare you well. [Exif Brakenbxjry.
2 Murd, What, shall we stab him as he

sleeps?
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a Mufd, No; lie’ll say 'twas done cowardly,

when he wakes.
2 Murd. When he wakes! why, fool, he shall

never wake until the ^eat judgment-day.

1 Mmd. Why, then he’ll say we stabb’d him
sleeping.

2 Murd, The urging of that word judgmeni

hath bred a kind of remorse m me.
1 Murd. What, art thou afraid?

2 Murd. Not to loii him, having a warram
for it; but to be damned fo killing him, from

the which no warrant can defend me.
1 Murd. I thought thou hadst been resolute,

2 Murd. So I am, to let him hve.

1 Murd. FB back to the Duke of Gioster,

and tell him so.

2 Murd. Nay, I pr’jrthee, stay a little: I hope

my holy humour will change; it was wont to

hold me but while one tells twenty.

1 Murd. How dost thou feel tbyself now?
2 Murd. Faith, some certain dregs of con-

science are yet within me.
1 Murd, Remember our reward, when the

deed’s done. [reward.

2 Murd. Zounds, he dies: I had forgot the

1 Mmd. Where’s thy conscience now?
2 Murd. In the Duke of Gloster’s purse,

1 Murd. Sc, when he opens his purse to pve
os our reward, thy conscience flies out.

2 Murd. ’Tis no matter; let it go; there’s

few or none will entertain it.

1 Murd. What if it come to thee again?

2 Murd. I’ll not meddle with it,—it makes a

man a coward; a man cannot steal, but it ac-

cuseth him; a man cannot swear, but it checks

him; a man cannot lie with his neighbour’s wife,

but it detects him: ’tis a blushing shame-faced
spirit that mutinies in a man’s bosom; it fills one
full of obstacles; it made me once restore a

purse of gold that by cnance I found; it beggars

any man that keeps it: it is turned out of all

towns aijd cities for a dangerous thing; and
everyman that means to live well endeavours to

trust to himself and live without it.

1 Murd, Zounds, it is even now at my elbow,

persuading me not to kill the duke.

2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and
believe him not; he would insinuate with thee
but to make thee sigh.

I Murd. I am strong-framed, he cannot pre-

vail with me.
Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow that respects

his reputation. Come, shall we fall to work!
1 Murd. Take him on the costard with the

hilts of thy sword, and then throw him into the
malmsey-butt m the nejct room,

2 Murd. 0 excellent devicel and make a
sop of him.

1 Murd. Soft! he wakes.
2 Murd. Stnkel
X Murd. No, we’fl reason with Mm.
Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup

of wine. [lord, anon.
I Murd. You shall have wine enou^, my
Clar. In God’s name, what art thou?
I Murd. A man, as you are.
Clar. But not, as I am, royal.
I Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal.
Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks

are humble.

I Murd, My voice is now the Mag’s, my
looks mine own. [speak!

Clar. How darkly and how deadly dost thou
Your eyes do menace me: why look you pale?
Who sent you hither? Wherefore do you come?

Both Murd. To, to, to

—

Clar. To murder me?
Both Murd. Ay, ay. {so,

CloT. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.

Wherein, my friends, have I offended you?
1 Murd. Offended us you have not, but the

king.

Clar. I shall be reconcil’d to him again.

2 Murd. Never, my lord; therefore prepare
to die. [men

Clar. Are you drawn forth among a world of
To slay the innocent? What is my offence?
What is the evidence that doth accuse me?
Where lawful quest have given their verdict up
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc’d
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’s death?
Before I be convict by course of law,

To threaten me with death is most unlawful.
I charge you, as you hope to have redemption
By Christ’s dear blood shed for our grievous

sms.
That you depart, and lay no hands on me:
The deed you undertake is damnable,

j Murd. What we wfll do, we do upon com-
mand.

2 Murd. And he that hath commanded is our
king, [kings

Clar. Erroneous vassals! the great Ejng of
Hath m the table of his law commanded
That thou shalt do no murder: will you then
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man’s?
Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his hand,
To hurl upon their heads that break his law.

2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth he
hurl on thee

For false forswearing, and for murder too:
Thou didst receive the sacrament to

In quarrel of the house of Lancaster.
1 Murd. And, Kke a traitor to the name of

God, [ous blade
Didst break that vow; and with thy treacher-
Unripp’dst the bowels of thy sovereign’s son.

2 Murd. Whom thou wast sworn to cherish
and defend.

I Murd. How canst thou urge God’s dread-
ful law to us.

When thou hast broke it in such dear degree?
Clar. Alas! for whose sake did I that ill deed?

For Edward, for my brother, for his sake:
He sends you not to murder me for tMs;
For in that sin he is as deep as 1.

If God will be avenged for the deed,
O, know you yet, he doth it publicly:

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm;
He needs no indirect nor lawless course
To cut off those that have offended him.

I Murd, Who made thee, then, a bloody
minister

When gallant-springing brave Plantagenct,
That pnncely novice, was struck dead by thee?

Clar. My brother’s love, the devil, and my
rage [thy faults,

X Murd. Thy brother’s love, our duty, and
Provoke us himer now to slaughter thee.
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Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me;
I am Ms brother, and I love Mm well.

If you are hir’d for meed, go back again.

And I will send you to my brother Gloster,

Who shall reward you better for my life

liian Edward will for tidings on my death-

jMurd. You are deceiv’d, your brother

Gloster hates you. fdear:

Ciar. 0, no, he loves me, and he holds me
Go you to him from me.
Both Mmd. Ay, so we will.

Clar. Tell Mm, when that our princely father

York
Biess’d Ms three sons with Ms victorious arm,

And charg’d us from Ms soul to love each other.

He little thou;^t of tMs divided friendsMp:

Bid Gloster think on tMs, and he will weep.

I Murd. Ay, millstones; as he lesson’d us to

weep.
Ckn 0, do not slander Mm, for he is Mnd.
I Murd. Right as snow in harvest.—Come,

you deceive yourself:

’Tis he that sends us to destroy you here.

Clar. It cannot be; for he bewept my fortune.

And hugg’d me in Ms arms, and swore, with
sobs,

That he would labour my delivery.

1 Murd. Why, so he doth, when he delivers

you
From tMs earth’s thraldom to the joys of hdavefl.

2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you must
die, my lord.

Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your souls,

To counsel me to make my peace with God,
And are you yet to your own souls so blmd
That you will war with God by murdering me?

—

0, sirs, consider, they that set you on
To do tMs deed will hate you for the deed.

2 Murd. What shall we do?
Clar. Relent, and save your souls.

1 Murd. Relent! ’tis cowardly and woman-
ish. lish.

Clar. Not to relent is beastly, savage, devil-

WMch of you, if you were a prince’s son,

Being pent from liberty, as I am now,

—

If two such murderers as yourselves came to

you,—
Would not entreat for life?

—

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks;

0, if tMne eye be not a flatterer.

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me,
As you would beg, were you in my distress:

A begging prince what beggar pities not?
2 Murd. Look beMnd you, my lord.

1 Murd. Take that, and that: if all this will

not do, [S/abs h/m.
I’ll drown you m the malmsey-butt within.

[Exit wtlh the body.
2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately

despatch’d!
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands
Of tMs most grievous guilty murder done!

Re-^nter First Murderer.

1 Murd. How now, what mean’st thou, that
thou help’st me not?

By heaven, the duke shall know how slack you
have been. [brother!

2 Murd. I would he knew that I had sav’d Ms

Take thou the fee, and tell Mm what I sty;

For I repent me that the duke is slain. {BxU-
I Murd* So do not I: go, coward as thou

art.—
Weh, I’ll go Mde the body in some hole,

Till that the duke give order for Ms burial:

And when I have my meed, I will away;
For tMs will out, and then I must not stay.

[EiS.

ACT 11.

Scene I.—Loitoon. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Edwai®, led in sick: Qxmm
Elizabeth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings,
Buckingham, Grey, and others*

K. Edw. Why, so;—now have I done a good
day’s work:

—

You peers, continue tMs united league;

I every day expect an embassage
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence;
And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven.
Since I have made my friends at peace on

earth.

Rivers and Hastings, take each other’s hand;
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love.

Riu. By heaven, my soul is purg’d from
grudging hate;

And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love-

Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the Bkel
K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before your

king;

Lest he that is the supreme King of Mng8
Confound your Mdden falsehood, and award
Either of you to be the other’s end.
Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love!
Riv, And I, as 1 love Hastings with my

heart!

K.Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt
from this,

—

Nor you, son Dorset,—Buckingham, nor you;

—

You have been factious one against the other.
Wife, love Lord Hastings, let Mm Mss your

hand;
And what you do, do it unfeignedly.

Q* Eliz* There, Hastings; I will never more
remember

Our former hatred, so thrive I and minel
K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him;—Hastings,

love lord marquis.
Dot. TMs interchange of love I here protest.

Upon my part shall be inviolable.

Hast. And so swear 1. [Embraces D(3Rsit-
K.Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seM

thou tMs league
With thy embracements to my wife’s allies,

And make me happy in your unity, piate
Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn Ms

Upon your grace [to the Queen], but with all

duteous love
Doth cherish you and yours, God punish me
With hate in those where I expect most level
When I have most need to employ a faend,
And most assured that he is a friend,
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile.

Be he unto me!—^this do I beg of heaven
When I am cold in love to you or youxs.

[Embracing Rivers, Ac,
K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, pnneely Buck-

ingham,
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Is tiis tliy vow mto my sickly heart.

There wantcth now oar brother Gloster here,

To malce the blessed period of this peace.

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the

noble dtike.

Enter Gloster*

Gio* Good-morrow to my sovereign king and
queen;

And, princely peers, a happy time of day!

Z.Edw» Happy, indeed, as we have spent

the day.

Gloster, we have done deeds of charity;

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate.

Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers.

Gio. A Messed labottr, my most sovereign

lord.

—

Among this princely heap, if any here,

By false mteffigence or wrong surmise,

Hold me a foe;

If I unwittingly, or in my rage.

Have aught committed feat is hardly home
By any in this presence, I desire

To reconcile me to his friendly peace:

*Tis death to me to be at enmity;

I hate it, and dcrire all good men’s love-

—

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you,

Which Iwillpurchasewithmy duteous service;

—

Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham,

If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us;

—

Of you, and you, Lord Bivers, and of Dorset,

That ail without desert have frown’d on me;
Of you, Lord Woodville, and, Lord Scales, of

you;— fall.

Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen;—indeed, of

1 do not know that Englishman alive

Wife whom my soul is any jot at odds
More than the infant feat is bora to-night:

I thank my God for my humility. {after:

—

<>. Eliz, A holiday shall this be kept here-

I w^d to God all strifes were well com-
pounded.—

My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness

To take our brother Clarence to your grace.

Why, madam, have I offer’d love for

tMs,
To be so flouted in this royal presence?

Who knows not that the gentle duke is dead?
jTkeff all start.

You do him injury to scorn his coi se.

A. Who knows not he is dead! who
knows he is? [thisl

Q. Elh, AH-seeing heaven, what a world is

Suefe. Look I so pale, Lord Dorset, as the

rest?

Dor. Ay, my lord; and no man in the
presence

But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks.

K.Edw. Is Clarence dead? fee order was
revers’d.

Gh. But he, poor man, by your first order
died,

And that a wmged Mercury did bear;

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand
That came too lag to see him buried.

God grant that some, less noble and less loyal,

Nearer in Moody thoughts, but not in blood,
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence dUd,

And yet go current from suspicion I

Enter Stanlet.

Stan, A boon, my sovereign, for my service
done! [sorrow.

K. Edw. I pr’ythee, peace: my sou! is full of
Stan. I will not rise unless your highness hear

me. [quest’st.

K. Edw. Then say at once what is it thou re-
Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my‘servant’s

hie;

Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk.
K.Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my

brother’s death.

And shall that tongae give pardon to a slave?
My brother kill’d no man,—^his fault was

thought,
And yet his punishment was bitter death.
Who su’d to me for him? who, in my wrath,
Kneel’d at my feet, and bid me be advis’d?
Who spoke of brotherhood? who spoke of

love?

Who told me how the poor soul did forsake
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me?
Who told me, in fee field of Tewksb^ury,
When Oxford had me down, he rescu’d me,
And said, Dear brother, bve, and be a tariff?

Who told me, when we both lay in fee field
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me
Even in nis garments, and did give himself,
All thin and naked, to fee numb-cold night?
All this from my remembrance brutish wrath
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you
Had so much grace to put it in my mind.
But when your carters or your waiting-vassals
Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac’d
The precious image of our dear Redeemer,
You straight are on your knees for pardon

pardon;
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you:

—

But for my brother not a man would speak,

—

Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself
For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all

Have been beholden to him m his life;

Yet none of you would once beg for his life.

—

O God, I fear thy justice will take hold
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this!

Come, Hastings, help me to my closet.

Ah, poor Clarence!
[Exeunt King, Queen, Hast., Riv.,

Dor., and Grey.
Glo. This is the fruit of rashness!—Mark’d

you not
How that the guilty kindred of the queen
Look’d pale when they did hear of Clarence’

death?
O, they did urge it still unto the king!
God will revenge it.—Come, lords, will you go
To comfort Edward wife our company?
Buck. We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—Another Room in the Palace.

Enter the Duchess of York, with a Son and
Daughter o/ Clarence.

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father

dead?
Duck. No, boy. [your breast,

Dough, Why do you weep so oft, and beat
And cry, O Clarence, my utmappy son*
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Son* Why do you look on us, and shake your
head,

And call us orphans, wretches, castaways,

If that our noble father be alive? [both;

Duck, My pretty cousins, you mistake me
I do lament the sickness of the king.

As loth to lose him, not your father’s death;

It were lost sorrow to wad one that’s lost.

Son. Then you conlude, my grandam, he is

dead.

The king mine uncle is to blame for this;

God will revenge it; whom I will importune
With earnest prayers aU to that efiect.

Dough. And so will 1.

Duch. Peace, children, peace! the king doth
love you well:

Incapable and shallow innocents, [death.

You cannot guess who caus’d your father’s

Son. Grandam, we can; for my good uncle
Gioster

Told me, the kmg, provok’d to it by the queen,
Devis’d impeachments to imprison him:
And when my uncle told me so, he wept.
And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my cheek
Bade me rely on him as on my father.

And he would lov-e me dearly as his child.

Duch. Ah, that deceit ^ould steal such
gentle shape,

And with a virtuous visard hide deep vice!

He IS my son; ay, and therein my shame;
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.

Son. Think you my uncle did dissemble,
grandam?

Duch. Ay, boy. [this?

Son. I cannot think it.—-Hark! what noise is

Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly;

Rivers and Dorset jollotmng her.

Q.Eliz. Ah, who shall hinder me to wail
and weep,

To chide my fortune, and torment myself?
I’ll join with black despair against my soul,

And to myself become an enemy, [patience?

Duch. What means this scene of rude im-
Q. Eliz. To make an act of tragic violence:

Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead.—
Why grow tibe branches when the root is gone?
Why wither not the leaves that want their

sap?

—

If you will live, lament; if die, be brief.

That our swift-winged souls may catch the
king’s;

Or, like obedient subjects, follow him
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. [row
Duch, Ah, so much interest have I in thy sor-

As I had title in thy noble husband!
I have bewept a worthy husband’s death,
And liv’d by looking on his images:
But now two mirrors of his prmcely semblance
Are crack’d m pieces by malignant death.
And I for comfort have but one false glass.

That grieves me when I see my shame in him.
Thou art a widow; yet thou art a mother.
And hast the comfort of thy children left:

But death hath snatch’d my husband from mine
arms, [hands,

—

And pluck’d two crutches froip my feeble
Clarence and Edward. O, what cause have

I,-

TMne being but a moiety of my moan,

—

To overgo fiiy woes and drown thy cries?

Son. Ah, aunt, you wept not for our father’s

death!

How can we aid you with our kindred tears?

Dough. Our fatherless distress was left un-
moan’d.

Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept!
Q. Elk. Give me no help in lamentation;

I am not barren to bring forth complaints:
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes,

That I, being govern’d by the watery moon.
May send forth plenteons tears to drown the

world!
Ah for my husband, for my dear Lord Edward!

ChU. Ah for our father, for our dear Lord
Clarence! [Clarence!

Duch. Alas for both, both mine, Edward and
Q. Eliz. What stay had I but Edward? and

he’s gone. [he’s gone.
Chit. What stay had we but Clarence? and
Duch. What stays had I but they? and they

are gone.

Q. Eliz. Was never widow had so dear a loss!

Chtl. Were never orphans had so dear a loss?
Duch. Was never mother bad so dear a loss!

Alas, I am the mother of these griefs!

Their woes are parcell’d, mine are general.

She for an Edward weeps, and so do I;

1 for a Clarence weep, so doth not she:
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I;

I for an Edward weep, so do not they:

—

Alas, you three, on me, threefold distress’d,

Pour aH your tears! I atm your sorrow’s nurse,

And I wUl pamper it with lamentation.
Dor. ComfoTt, dear mother: God is much

displeas’d

That you take with unthankfulness his doing:
In common worldly things ’tis call’d ungrateful.

With duU unwillingness to repay a debt
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent;

Much more to be thus opposite with heaven,
For it requires the royal debt it lent you.

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful

mother, [for him;
Of the young prince your son: send straight

Let him be crown’d; in him your comfort lives:

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s
grave.

And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne.

Enter Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley,
Hastings, Ratcliff, and others.

Glo. Sister, have comfort: all of us have
cause

To wail the dimming of our shining star;

But none can cure their harms by wailing

them.—
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy;
I did* not see your grace:—^humbly on my knee
I crave your blessing. [thy breast,

Duch. God bless thee; and put meekness m
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty.

Glo. Amen; and make me die a good old

man!

—

That is the butt end of a mother’s blessing;

I marvel that her grace did leave it out. [Asufe.

Buck. You cloudy pnnces and heart-sorrow-
ing peers.
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'iriuit bear this heavy matoai load of moan,
Now cheer each other in each other’s love;

Though we have spent otir harvest of this kmg,
We are to reap the harvest of his son.

^

The broken ranfcour of yotir high-swoln hearts, j

But lately Sfdinter’d, fcmt, and join’d together,
j

Must gently be preserv’d, cherish’d, and kept:
jMe seemeth good that, with some htrie tram,
{

Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fet

Hither to London, to be crown’d our king,

ifiii. Why with some little tram, my Lord

of Buckingham?
Buck. Many, my lord, lest, by a multitude.

The new-heal’d wound of mahce should break

out,

Which would be so much the more dangerous

By how much the estate is green and yet tm-

govem’d:
Where every horse bears his commandmg rein.

And may direct his course as please himself.

As weE the fear of harm as harm apparent,

hi my opinion, ought to be prevented.^ [us;

Glo. 1 hope the king made peace with all of

And the compact is firm and true in me.
Riv, And so in me; and so, I think, in all:

Yet, since it is but green, it should be put

To no ajiparent likelihood of breach,

Which haply by much company might be urg’d:

Therefore I say with noble Buckmgham,
That it is meet so few should fetch the pnace.

East And so say I.

Glo, Then be it so; and go we to determine

Who they shall be that straight shall post to

Ludlow.
Madam,—^and you, my mother,—will you go
To give your censures in this business?

[Ereunf all but Buck, and Glo.
Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the

prince,

For God’s sake, let not us two stay at home;
For by the way PE sort occasion,

As index to the story we late talk’d of,

To part the queen’s proud Mndred from the
prince.

Glo. My other self, my counsel’s consistory.

My oracle, my prophet 1—my dear cousin.

It as & chEd, wiE go by thy direction.

Toward Ludlow then, for we’E not stay behind.
[Bxeimf.

Scene III.—London. A Street.

Enter two Citizens, meeting.

1 C£f. Good-morrow, neighbour: whither
away so fast?

2 at. I promise you, I scarcely know myself;
Hear you the news abroad?

1 at. Yes,—that the king is dead.
2 at. El news, by’r lady; seldom comes the

better:

I fear, I fear, ’twEl prove a giddy world.

Enter a iJmd Citizen.

3 Cif, Neighbours. God speedi
1 at. Give you good-morrow, sir.

3 at Doth the news hold of good Bang Ed-
ward’s death? [while!

2 at Ay, sir, it is too true; God help, the
3 at. Then, masters, look to see a troublous

world.

r at No, no; by God’s grace, his son
shaE reign. [a child!

3 at Woe to that land that’s govern’d by
2 Cit In him there is a hope of government,

Winch, m his nonage, council under him,
And, in his fuE and npen’d years, himseE,
No doubt, shall then, and tiE then, govern well.

I at So stood the state when Henry the
Sixth

Was crown’d m Paris but at nine months old.

3 Cit. Stood the state so? No, no, good
friends, God wot;

For then this land was famously ennch’d
With pohtic grave counsel; then the king
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace.

I at Why, so hath this, both by his father
and mother. [father,

3 at. Better it were they aE came by his
Or by his father there were none at aE;

For emulation now, who shaE be nearest,

WiU touch us aE too near if God prevent not.

0 , full of danger is the Duke of Gloster!

And the queen’s sons and brothers haught and
proud:

And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule,

This sickly land might solace as before.

1 at Come, come, we fear the worst; aE wiE
be weE.

3 at. When -clouds are seen, wise men put
on their cloaks;

When great leaves faU, then winter is at hand;
When the sun sets, who doth not look for

night?
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth.
AE may be weE; but, if God sort it so,

’Tis more than we deserve or I expect, [fear:

2 at Truly, the hearts of men are fuE of

You cannot reason almost with a man
That looks not heavily and fuE of dread.

3 Cit Before the days of change, sdE is it so;

By a divine instmct men’s minds mistrust
Ensuing danger, as, by proof, we see
The water sweE before a boisterous storm.
But leave it aE to God.—Whither away?

2 Cit Marry, we were sent for to the justices.

3 at And so was I: I’E bear you company.
[Exeunt

Scene IV.—London. A Room in the Palace.
Duke of York, Queen Elizabeth, and
the Duchess of York.

Arch. Last night, I hear, they at Northamp-
ton lay;

And at Stony-Stratford wEl they be to-night:
To-morrow or next day they will be here,
Duch. I long with aU my heart to see the

prince:

I hope he is much grown since last I saw him.
Q. Eliz. But I hear no; they say my son of

York
Has almost overta’en him in his growth.

York, Ay, mother; but I would not have it so.

Duch. Why, my young cousin? it is good to
grow. [supper,

York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at
My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow
More than my brother: Ag, quoth my uncle

Gloster, [apace:
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow
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And since, meihinks, I would not grow so fast,

Because sweetfiowers are slow,andweedsmake
baste. [not bold

J>uch. Good faitb, good faitb, the saying did

In him that did object the same to thee:

He was the wretched’st thing when he was
young.

So long a growing, and so leisurely,

That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious.

Arck. And so no doubt he is, my gracious

madam.
Duck. I hope he is: but yet let mothers doubt.

York. Kow, by my troth, if I had been re-

member’d,
I could hare given my imcle’s grace a flout,

To touch his growth nearer than he touch’d
mine.

Duch. How, my young York? I pr’ythee, let

me hear it.

York. Merry, they say my uncle grew so fast

That he could ^aw a crust at two hours old:

*Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest.

Duck. I pr’ythee, pretty York, who told thee
this?

York. Grandam, his nurse. [wast bom.
Ihtch. His nurse! why she was dead ere thou
York. If ’twere not she, I cannot tell who

told me. [shrewd.

Q. Eliz. A parlous boy;—^go to, you are too

Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the
child.

Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears.

Arch. Here comes a messenger.

Enter a Messenger.

What news? [report.

Mess. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to

Q. Eliz. How doth the prince?

Mess. Well, madam and in health.

Duch. What is thy news?
Mess. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent

to Pomfret,
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners.

Duch. Who hath committed them?
Mess. The mighty dukes

Gloster and Buckingham,
p. Eliz. For what offence?

Mess- The sum of all I can, I have disclos’d;

Why or for what the nobles were committed
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady.

Q. Eliz. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house!
The tiger now hath seiz’d the gentle idnd;

Insulting tyranny begins to jet

Upon the iimocent and awless throne:

—

Welcome, destmetion, blood, and massacre!
I see, as in a map, the end of all. [dap!
Duch. Accurs’d and imquiet wrangling

How many of you have mine eyes beheld?
My husband lost his life to get the crown;
And often up and down my sons were toss’d.

For me to joy and weep their gain and loss:

And being seated, and domestic broils

Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors,
Make war upon themselves; brother to brother,

Blood to blood, self against self 0, preposter-

ous
And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen;
Or let me die, to look on death no more!

Q.Eliz. Come, come, my boy; we will to
sanctuary.

—

Madam* farewell.

Duch. Stay, I will go with Mm.
Q. Eliz. You have no cause.

Arch. My gracious lady, go.
[To the Queen,

And thither bear your treasure and your goods.
For my part, •I’ll resign unto your grace
The seal I keep; and so betide to me
As well I tender you and all of yours!
Come, I’ll conduct you to the sanctuary.

[Exeunt

ACT IIL

Scene I—London. A Street.

The trun^ts sound. Enter the Prince of
Wales, Gloster, Buckingham, Catesby,
Cardinal Bouchier, and others.

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to
your chamber.

Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts’
sovereign:

The weary way hath made you melancholy.
Prince. ITo, uncle; but our crosses on the

way
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy:
I want more uncles here to welcome me.

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of
your pars

Hath not yet div’d into the world’s deceit:
No more can you distinguish of a man
Than of his outward show; which, God he

knows,
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart.
Those uncles which you want were dmigerous;
Your grace attended to their sugar’d words.
But look’d not on the poison of their hearts:
God keep pu from them, and from such false

friends!

Prince. God keep me from false friends! but
they were none. [greet you.

Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to

Enter the Lord Mayor and his Train.

May. God bless your grace with health and
happy days!

Prince. I thank you, good my lord;—and
thank you all. [Exeunt Mayor, &c.

I thought my mother and my brother York
Would long ere this have met us on the way:
Fie, what a slug is Hastinp, that he comes not
To tell us whether they will come or no!

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the
sweating lord.

Enter Hastings.

Prince. Welcome, my lord: what, will our
mother come?

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not
I.

The queen your mother and your brother York
Have taken sanctuary: the tender prince
Would fain have come with me to meet your

grace,

But by his mother was perforce withheld.
Buck. Fie, what an indirect and peevish

course
Is tMs of hers?—Lord cardinal, will your grace
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the queen to send the Duke of 7ork
Unto Ms princely hmtlier presently?

U she deny, Lord Hastings, go 'with Mm,
And from her jealous arms pluck Mm perforce.

Cmxl. My l^rd of Buckingham, if my 'weak

oratory

Can from Ms mother win the Duke of York,

Anon eipect Mm here; but if she be obdurate

To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid

We should infringe the holy privilege

Of blessed sanctnary! not for all of tMs land
Would I be guilty of so great a sin. (lord.

Buck* You are too senselessn^bstinate, my
Too ceremonious and traditional:

Weigh It but with the grossness of tMs age,

You break not sanctuary in seizing Mm.
The benefit thereof is always granted [place.

To those whose dealing’s have deserv’d the

And those who have the wit to claim the place:

TMs prince hath neither claim’d it nor deserv’d

it;

And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it:

Then, taking him from hence that is not there,

You break no privilege nor charter there.

Oft have I heard of sanctuary-men;
But sanctuary-children ne’er till now.

Card* My lord, yon shall o’emile my mind
for once.

—

Come on. Lord Hastings, will you go with me?
Hast I go, my lord.

Frince, Good lords, make all the speedy
haste you may. [Exeunt Car. and Hast.

Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come.
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation?

Gh, li^cre it seems best unto your royal

sMf.

If 1 may counsel you, some day or two
Your Mghness shall repose you at the Tower:
Then where you please, and shall be thought

most fit

For your best health and recreation, [place.

—

Prince. 1 do not like the Tower, of any
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord?

Gh. He did, my gracious lord, begin that

place;

Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified.

Prmce* Is it upon record, or else reported
Successively from age to age, he built it?

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord.

Prince. But say, my lor^ it were not regis-

ter’d,

Methinks the truth should live from age to age.
As ’twere retail’d to all posterity,

Even to the general all-ending day.

Glo. So wise so young, they say, do never
live long, [Aside.

Prmce. What say you, uncle? [long.

—

Glo. I say, without characters, fame lives

Thus, like the formal vice, IMguil^,
I moralize two meanings in one word. [Aside.

Prmce. That Julius Caesarwasafamous.man;
With what Ms valour did enrich his 'wit,

His wit set down to make his valour live:

Death makes no conquest of this conqueror;
For now he lives in Mme, though not in life.

—

Kl tell you what, my cousin Bucking^iam,

—

Buck. What, my gracious lord?
Prmce. An if I live until I be a man,

Fll win our ancient righit in France again,
Or die a soldier, as I Hv’d a king.

Glo. Short summers lightly have a forward
spring.

^
[Aside.

Buck. Now, m good tune, here comes the
Duke of York.

Enter York, Hastings, md the Cardinal.

Prince. Richard of York I how fares our
loving brother? {you now.

York. Well, my dread lord; so must I call

Prince. Ay brother,—to our grief, as it is

yours:

Too late he died that might have kept that title,

Which by Ms death hath lost much majesty.
Gh. How fares our cousin, noble Lord of

York? (lord,

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. 0, my
You said that idle weeds are fast in growth:
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far,

Gh. He hath, my lord.

York. And therefore is he idle?

Gh. 0, my fair cousin, I must not say so.

York. Then is he more beholding to you
ihan I.

Gh. He may command me as my sovereign;
But you have power in me as in a kinsman.

York. I pray you, uncle, give me tMs dagger.
Gh. My dagger, little cousin? with aU my

heart.

Prince. A beggar, brother? [give;

York. Of my kind unde, that I know will

And being but a toy;, wMch is no grief to give.
Glo. A greater gift than that I’ll give my

cousin. [it.

York. A greater gift! O, that’s the sword to
Gio. Ay, gentle cousin, were it hght enough.
York, O then, I see, you will part but with

light i^s;
in weightier things you’ll say a beggar nay.

Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear.
York. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier.
Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little

lord? [call me.
York. 1 would, that I might thank you as you
Glo. How?
York. Little. [in talk:--
Prince. My Lord of York will still he cross

Dude, your grace knows how to bear with bitn.

York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear
with me:—

Unde, my brother mocks both you and me;
Because that I am Httle, like an ape,
He thinks that you should bear me on your

shoulders. [reasons!
Buck. Witii what a sharp-provided wit he

To mitigate the scorn he gives his unde,
He prettily and aptly taunts himself:
So cunning and so young is wonderful, [along?

Glo. My gradous lord, wil’t please to pass
Myself and my good cousin Buckingh^un
Will to your momer, to entreat of her
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you,

York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my
lord? [so.

Prince. My lord protector needs will have it

York. 1 Shan not sleep in quiet at the Tower.
Gh. Why, what should you fear? [ghost:
York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’s angry

My grandam told me he was murder’d there.
Prmce. I fear no undes dead.
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Gto, Nor none that live, I hope. I'fear.

Prince. An if they live, I hope I need not

But come, my lord; and with a heavy heart,

ThinMng on them, go I unto the Tower.
[Sennet. Exeunt Prince, York, Hast.,

Car. and Attendants.

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating

York
Was not incensed by his subtle mother

To taunt and scorn you thus opprobnously?

Glo. Ko doubt, no doubt: 0, 'tis a parlous

boy;

Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable:

He IS the mother’s, from the top to toe.

Buck. Well, let them rest.—Come hither,

Catesby. [tend

Thou art sworn a-deeply to effect what we in-

As closely to conceal what we impart:

Thou know’st our reasons urg’d upon the
way;—

What think’st thou? is it not an easy matter

To make William Lord Hastings of our mind,
For the instalment of this noble duke
In the seat royal of this famous isle? [prince

Cate. He for his father’s sake so loves the

That he will not be won to aught against him.
Buck. What think’st thou then of Stanley?

will not he?
Cate. He will do all in all as Hastmgs doth.

Buck. Well, then, no more but this: go,

gentle Catesby, [ings

And, as it were far off, sound thou Lord Hast-
How he doth stand affected to our purpose;

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower,
To sit about the coronation.

If thou dost find him tractable to us,

Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons:

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling,

Be thou so too; and so break off the talk.

And give us notice of his inchnation:

For we to-morrow hold divided councils,

Y^erem thyself shalt highly be employ’d.

Glo. Commend me to Lord William: tell

Mm, Catesby,

ffis ancient Imot of dangerous adversaries

To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret Castle;

And bid my lord, for joy of this good news.
Give Mistress Shore one gentle Mss the more.
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect tMs business

soundly. [I can.

Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed
Glo. Sh^ we hear from you, Catesby, ere

we sleep?

Cate. You shall, my lord.

Glo. At Crosby Place, there shall you find us
both. [Exit Catesby.

Buck. How, my lord, what shall we do if we
perceive

Lord Hastmgs will not yield to our complots?
Glo. Chop off Ms head, man;—somewhat we

will do;

—

And look, when I am king, claim thou of me
The earldom of Hereford, and all the movables
Whereof the king my brother was possess’d.

Buck. I’ll claim that promise at your grace’s

hand [kindness.

GJo. And look to have it yielded with all

Come, lef us sup betimes, that afterwards

We may digest our complots in some form.
[Exeunt.

Scene II-—Before Lord Hastings’ Mouse.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, my lord!— [Knocking.
Hast. [Within.! Who knocks?
Mess. One from the Lord Stanley.

Hast. [Witftm-1 What is’t o’clock?

Mess. Upon the stroke of four.

Enter Hastings.

Hast. Cannot my Lord Stanley sleep these
tedious nights?

Afess. So it appears by that I have'to say.

First, he commends Mm to your noble self.

Hast. What then? [night

Mess. Then certifies your lordsMp that tMs
He dreamt the boar had razed off Ms helm:
Besides, he says there are two councils held;
And that may be determin’d at the one
WMch may make you and Mm to me at the

o&er. [pleasure,

—

Therefore he sends to know your lordsMp’s
If you will presently take horse with Mm,
And With all speed post with Mm toward the

north,

To shun the danger that Ms soul divines.

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord;

Bid him not fear the separated councils:

His honour and myself are at the one,
And at the other is my good friend Catesby;
Where notMng can proceed that toucheth us
Whereof I shall not have intelligence.

Tell him Ms fears are shallow, without instance;
And for Ms dreams, I wonder he’s so simple
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers:
To fly the boar before the boar pursues.
Were to incense the boar to follow us.

And make pursuit where he did mean no chase.
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me;
And we will both together to the Tower,
Where, he shall see, the boar will use us

Mndly.
Mess. I’ll go, my lord, and tell Mm what

you say. [Exit.

Enter Catesby.

Cate. Many good-morrows to my noble lord!

Hast. Good-morrow, Catesby; you are early-

stirring: [state?

What news, what news, in tMs our tottering

Cate. It is a reeling world indeed, my lord;

And I believe will never stand upright
Till Fdchard wear the garland of the realm.

Hast. How! wear the garland! dost thou
mean the crown?

Cate. Ay, my good lord. [my shoulders
Hast, ru have tMs crown of mine cut from

Before I’ll see the crown so foul misplac’d.

But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it?

Cate, Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you
forward

UponMs party for the gain thereof:

And thereupon he sends you tMs good news,

—

That tMs same very day your enemies,
The kindred of the qneen, must die at Pomfret.

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that
news,

Because they have been still my adversaries:

But that I’ll ^ve my voice on Richard’s side.
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To Imr tay master’s heirs in tree descent,
God knows I will not do it to the death.

(kie. God keep your lordship in that gra-

cious mind!
Hast But I shall laugh at this a twelve

month hence,

—

That they who brought me in my master’s hate,

I live to look upon their tragedy.

WeS, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older,

PH send some packing that yet think not on’t.

Cafe. ’Tis a vile tfing to die, my gracious

lord,

When men are unprepar’d, and look not for it.

SasL O monstrous, monstrous! and so falls

it out

With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: and so ’twill do
*With some men else that think themselves as

safe

As thou and I; who, as thou fcnow’st, are dear
To princely Richard and to Buckingham.

Caie, The princes both make high account of

you,

—

Bor they account his head upon the bridge.

[Aside,

Mast. I know they do; and I have well de-

serv’d it.

Enter Staitley.

Come on, come on; where is your boar-spear,

man?
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided?

Stan. My lord, good-morrow; and good-
morrow, Catesby:

—

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood,

1 do not like these several councils, I.

East. My lord, I hold my life as dear as you
do yours;

And never in my days, I do protest,

Was it more precious to me than ’tis now;
Think you, but that I know our state secure,

I would be so triumphant as I am?
Son. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode

from London, [sure,

—

Were jocund, and suppos’d their states were
Amd they, indeed, bad no cause to mistrust;

But yet, you see, how soon the day o’ercasti

Thm sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt;
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward!
Wha^ shdl we toward the Tower? the day is

spent,

JBTosf. Come, come, have with you.—^Wot you
what, my lord?

To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded.
Stan. They, for their truth, might better

wear their heads [hats.

—

Than some that have accus’d them wear their

But come, my lord, let’s away.

Enter a Pursuivant

Bad. Go on before; FU talk with this good
fellow. [Exeunt Stan, and Cate.

How now, sirrah! how goes the world with
thee? [ask.

Purs. The better that your lordship please to

East I tell thee, man, ’tis better with me
now [meet:

Than when thou mett’st me last where now we
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower,
By the suggestion of the queen’s allies;

But now, I tell thee,—keep it to thyself,

—

This day those enemies are put to death,
And I in better state than e’er I was.

Purs. God hold it, to your honour’s good
content!

East. Gramercy, fellow: there, dnnk that for
[T/irowinff Mm his purse.

Purs. I thank your honour. [B^cff.

Enter a Priest.

Pr. Well met, my lord; I am glad to see
your honour.

Hast. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all
my heart.

I am in your debt for your last exercise;
Come the next Sabbath, and I content you.

Enter Buckingham.

Buck. What, talking vrith a priest, lord cham-
berlain!

Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the
pnest;

Your honour hath no shriving-work in hand.
Hast. Good faith, and when I met this holy

man,
The men you talk of came into my mind.

—

What, go you toward the Tower?
Buck. I do, my lord; but long I cannot stay

there:

I shall return before your lordship thence.
Hast Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner

there.

Buck. Md supper too, although thou know’st
it not. [Aside,

Come, will you go?
Hast I’ll wait upon your lordship.

[Exeunt

Scene III.—Pomeret, Before the Castle.

Enter Ratcliff, with a Guard, conducting
Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan to execution.

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee
this,

—

To-day shalt thou behold a subject die
For truth, for duty, and for loyally, [of you!
Grey. God bless the prince from all the pack
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers.

Vaugh. You live that shall cry woe for this
hereafter.

Rat Despatch; the limit of your lives is out.

Riv. 0 Pomfret! Pomfret! 0 ihou bloody
prison.

Fatal and ominous to noble peers!
Within the guilty closure of thy walls
Richard the Second here was hack’d to death:
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat.

We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink.

Grey. Now Margaret’s curse is fallen upon
our heads,

When she exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I.

For standing by when Richard stabb’d her son,
Riv, Then curs’d she Richard, then curs’d

she Buckingham,
Then curs’d she Hastings:—0, remember, God,
To hear her grayer for them, as now for us!
And for my sister and her princely sons.
Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood,
Which, as thou know’st, unjustly must be spilt!

Rat Make haste; the hour of death is ex-
piate.
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Riv. Come, Grey,—come, Vaugliaii,—^let us
here embrace:

Farewell, untii we meet again in heaven.
[ExeuTit.

Scene IV.—London. .4 Room in the Tower.

Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the

Bishop of Ely, Ratclifpe, Lovel, and
others, sitting at a table: Officers of the

Council aitending.

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we
are met

Is to determine of the coronation.

In God^s name, speak,—when is the royal day?
Buck. Aie ail things ready for that royal

time?
Stan. They are; and wants but nomination.

Ely. To-morrow, then, I judge a happy day.

Buck. Who knows the lord protectors mind
herein?

Who is most inward with the noble duke?
Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest

know his mind.

Buck. We know each other’s faces: for our
hearts,

He knows no more of mine than I of yours;

Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine.

—

Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love.

Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves me
well;

But for his purpose in the coronation

I have not sounded him, nor he dehver’d

His gracious pleasure any way therein:

But you, my noble lords, may name the time;

And in the duke’s behalf I’ll pve my voice,

Which, I presume, he’ll take in gentle part.

Ely. In happy time, here comes duke
himself.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. My noble lords and cousins all, good-
morrow.

I have been long a sleeper; but I trust

My absence doth neglect no great design

Which by my presence might have been con-
cluded.

Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my
lord, [part,—

William Lord Hastings had pronounc'd your

I mean, your voice,—for crowmng of the king.

Glo. Than my Lord Hastings no man might
be bolder; [well.—

His lordship knows me well, and loves me
My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holbum
I saw good strawberries in your garden there:

I do beseech you send for some of them.
Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my

heart. [Exit.

Glo, Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you.

(Takes him aside.

Catesby hath sounded Hastiags in our business,
And finds the testy gentleman so hot
That he will lose his head ere give consent
His masters child, as worshiiE^y he terms it,

Shall lose the royalty of Englwd’s throne.

Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile; FlI go with
you. [Exeunt Glo. and Buck,

Stan, we have not yet set down this day of

triumph.

To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden;
For I myself am not so well provided

As else I would be, were the day prolong’d.

Re-enter Bishop of Ely.

Ely. Where is my lord the Duke of Gloster?

I have sent for these strawberries.

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth
this mommg;

There’s some conceit or other likes him well

When that he bids good-morrow with such
spirit.

I think there’s ne’er a man in Christendom
Can lesser hide his love or hate than he;

For by his face straight shall you know his

heart. [face

Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his

By any livelihood he showed to-day?
Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is

offended;
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks.

Re-enter Gloster and Bdckingham.

Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve
That do cons]^e my death with devilish plots

Of damned witchcraft, and that have prevail’d

Upon my body with their hellish charms?
Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my

lord, [presence
Makes me most forward in this princely
To doom the offenders: whosoe’er they be,

I say, my lord, they have deserved death.
Glo. Then be your eyes the witness of their

evil:

Look how I am bewitch’d; behold, mine arm.
Is, Uke a blasted saphng, wither’d up: [witch.

And this is Edward’s wife, that monstrous
Consorted with that harlot-strumpet Shore,
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me.
Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble

lord,— [pet,

Glo. If! thou protector of this damned stnim-
Talk’st thou to me of (fs?—Thou art a traitor:—
Off with his head!—now, by Saint Paul I swear,
I will not dine until I see the same,

—

Level and Ratcliff:—look that it be done:—
The rest, that love me, rise and follow me.
[Exeunt all except Hast., Lov., and Ratcliff.

Hast. Woe, woe, for England! not a whit
for me;

For I, too fond, might have prevented tiiis.

Stanley did dream the boar did raze his helm;
And I did scorn it, and disdain to fly.

Three times to-dny my foot-clofli horse did
stumble,

And started, when he look’d upon the Tower,
As loth to bear me to the slaughter-house.

0, now I need the priest that spake to me:
I now repent I told the pursuivant.

As too triumphing, how mine enemies
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d.
And I myself secure m grace and favour.

O Margaret, Margaret, now thy-heavy curse
Is lighted on poor Hastings’ wretched head.

Rat. Come, come, despatch; the duke would
be at dinner:

Make a short shrift; he longs to see your head.
Hast. 0 momentary grace of mortal men.

Which we more hunt for than the grace of God

!

Who builds his hope in air of your goodlooks.
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Lives litoe a ixmktn sailor oa a mast.

Ready, witfi every nod, to tumble down
Into the fatal bowels of the deep.

JLou'. Come, come, despatch; ’tis bootless to

RTrlfti-m. {land!

Bast, 0 Woody Richard!—miserable Eng-

I prophesy the fearfuil’st time to thee

That ever wretched age hath look’d upon.

—

Come, lead me to the block, bearMm my head
They smile at me who shortly shall be dead.

[Exeunt.

ScEHE V.—Lohboit. The Tower WaUs,

Enter Gloster and Buckingham in rusty

armour, marvellous dt-'fauoured,

Glo, Come, cousin, canst thou quake and
change thy colour,

Murder thy breath in middle of a word.

And then agam begin, and stop again,

As if thou wert distraught and mad with terror?

Buck, Tut, I can counterfeit the deep
tragedian;

Speak and look back, and pry on every side.

Tremble and start at waggmg of a straw.

Intending deep suspicion: ghastly looks

Are at my service, like enforced smiles;

And both are ready in their offices,

At any time, to grace my stratagems.

But what, is Catesby gone? [along.

Clo. He is; and, see, he brings the mayor

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby.

Buck, Lord mayor,—
G/o- Look to the drawbndge therel

Suck. Hark! a drum.
Glo. Catesby, o’erlook the walls.

Buck. Lord Mayor, the reasonwe have sent,—
Glo, Look back, defend thee,—^here are

enemies.
Buck, God and our innocency defend and

guard us! [and Lovel.

Glo. Be patient, they are friends,—RatcM

Enter Lo\'ell and Ratciifp, with Hastings
head.

lav. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor,

The dangerous and unsuspected H^itings.

Glo. So dear I lov’d the man that I must
weep,

J took him for the plainest harmless creature
That breath’d upon the earth a Chnstian;
Made Mm my book, wherein my soul recorded
The Mstory of ail her secret thoughts: [virtue

So smooth ho daub’d his vice with show of
That, his apparent open guilt omitted,

—

I mean. Ins conversation with Shore’s wife,

—

He liv d from all attainder of suspect
Buck. Well, well, he was the oovert’st

shelter’d traitor

That ever liv’d.

—

Would you imagine, or almost helieve,—

*

Were’t not that by ^eat preservation
We live to tell it you,—the subtle traitor
This day had plotted, in the council-house,
To murder me and my good Lord of Gloster!
May, Had he done so? [fidels?

Glo. What! think you we are Turks or In-
Or that we would, against the form of law,

Proceed thus rashly in the villain’s death,

But that the extreme peril of the case.

The peace of En^and and our persons’ safety,

Enforc’d us to tMs execution?

May. Ifow, fair befall you! he deserv’d his
death; [ceeded.

And your good graces both have well pro-

To wain false traitors from the like attempts,

i never look’d for better at his hands
Ajfter he once fell m with Mistress Shore, [die

Buck. Yet had we not determin’d he should
Until your lordship came to see his end;
Which now the loving haste of these our Wends,
Something against our meaning, hath pre-

vented:

Because, my lord, we would have had you heard
The traitor speak, and timorously confess
The manner and the purpose of Ms treasons;

That you might well have signified the same
Unto the citizens, who haply may
l^sconstrue us in him, and wail his death.

May. But, my good lord, your grace’s word
shall serve

As well as I had seen, and heard him speak:
And do not doubt, right noble princes both,
Butm acquaint our duteous citizens

With all your just proceedings in this case.

Gh. And to that end we wish’d your lordship
here,

To avoid the censures of the carping world.

Buck. But since you come too late of our in-
tent,

Yet witness what you hear we did intend:
Aind so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell.

[Exit Lord Mayor.
Glo, Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham.

The mayor towards Guildhall hies him m aH
post:

—

There, at your meetest vantage of the time,
Mer the bastardy of Edward’s children:

Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen,

Only for saying he would make Ms son
Heir to the crown; meaning, indeed, Ms house.
Which, by the si^ thereof, was termed so.

Moreover, urge Ms hateful luxury.

And bestial appetite in change of lust; [wives,

WMch stretch’d unto their servants, daughters,
Even where Ms raging eye or savage heart,
Without control, listed to make a prey.

Key, for a need, thus far come near my per-
son:— [child

Tell them, when that my mother went with
Of that insatiate Edward, noble York,
My princely father, then had wars in Frimce
And, by true computation of the time,
Found that the issue was not Ms begot;
WMch well appeared in Ms lineaments,
Being nothing like the noble duke my father:

Yet touch this sparingly, as ’twere far off;

Because, my lord, you teow my mother lives.

Buck. Houbt not, my lord, FU play the orator
As if the golden plea for which I plead
Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu.

Glo, If you thrive well, brmg them to Bay-
nard’s Castle;

Where you ifiiaU find me well accompanied
With reverend fathers and well learned bishops.

Buck. I go; and towards three or four o’clock

Look for the news that the Guildhall affords.

[Exit.
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Gio. Go, Lofel, with all speed to Doctor
Shaw.— [both

Go thou [io Cate.1 to Friar Penher;—^bid them
Meet me withia this hour at Baynard’s Castle.

[Exeunt Lov. and Cate.

Now will I m, to tafee some privy order

To draw the brats of Clareace out of sightj

And to give notice that no manner of person

Have any time recourse unto the princes. [Exit.

Scene VL—London. A Street.

Enter a Scrivener.

Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good
Lord Hastings;

Which in a set hand fairly is en^oss’d.

That it may be to-day read o’er in Paul’s.

And mark how weE the sequel hangs to-

gether:

—

Eleven hours I have spent to write it over,

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me;
The precedent was fuE as long a-doing:

And yet within these five hours Hastings liv’d,

Untainted, uneiamin’d, free, at Ebeny.
Here’s a good world the whEel Who is so gross

That cannot see this palpable device!

Yet who so bold but says he sees it not!

Bad is the world; and aU wiE come to naught
Wiea such iU dealing must be seen in thought.

[Exit.

Scene VIL—Iondon. Court of Baynard’s
Castle.

Enter Glostee and Buckingham, meeting.

But nothing spoke in warrant from himself.

When he had done, some foEowers of mine
OWXlji

At lower end of the hall, hurl’d up their ca|s.

And some ten voices cried, God save Eioff
Rickard!

And thus I took the vantage of those few,

—

ThankSi gentle citizens and /rilerais, quoth I;

This general applause and cheeTfut shout
Argues your wisdom and your love to Ridiard:
And even here brake off and came away.
Gh. What tongueless blocks were they!

would they not speak? [come?
Win not the mayor, then, and his brethren.

Buck, The mayor is here at hand. Intend
some fear;

Be not you spoke with but by mighty suit:

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand.
And stand between two churchmen, good my

lord;

For on that ground PE make a holy descant:
And be not easEy won to our requests;
Play the maid’s part,—stiE answer nay, and

take it.

Gh. I go; and if you plead as weE for ffiem
As I can say nay to thee for myself.
No doubt we bring it to a happy issue.

Buck. Go, go, up to rile leads; the lord mayor
knocks. [En'f GlosteE.

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citkens.

Welcome, my lord: I dance attendance here;
1 think the duke wiE not be spoke withaL

Enteri from the Castle^ Catesby.

do. How now, how now! what say the
citizens?

Buck. Now, by the holy mother of our Lord,

The citizens are mom, say not a word.
do. Touch’d you bastardy of Edward’s

chEdrcn? [Lacy,

Buck. I did; with his contract with Lady
And his contract by deputy in France;

The insatiate greediness of his desires,

And his enforcement of the city wives;

His tyranny for trifles; his own bastardy,

—

As being got, your father then in France,
And his resemblance, being not like the duke:
Withal I did infer your lineaments,—
Being the right idea of your father,

Both in your form and nobleness of mind;
Laid open aE your victories in Scotland,

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace,

Your bounty, virtue, fair humiEty;
Indeed, left nolhing fitting for your purpose
Untouch’d or sHghriy handled in discourse:

And when my oratory drew toward end
I bid riiem that did love their country’s good
Ciy, Gfod save Rickard, EngUmcPs royal king!

Glo. And did they so? [word;

Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a
But, like dumb statuas or breathing stones.

Star’d each on other, and look’d deadly pale.

Which when I saw, I reprehended them;
And ask’d the mayor what meant this wilful

sEence:
Bis answer was,—the people were not us’d
To be spoke to but by the recorder.

Then he was urg’d to teUmy tale again,

—

Thus saidi the duke, thus hath the duke mferr’d:

Now, Catesby,—what says your lord to my
request? [lord,

Cate. He doth entreat your grace, my noble
To visit him to-morrow or next day:
He is within, with two right reverend fatuers,
Divinely bent to meditation:
And in no worldly suit would he be mov’d,
To draw him from his holy exercise, [duke;
Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious

TeE him, myself, the mayor and aldennen,
In deep designs, in matter of great moment,
No less importing than our general good,
Are come to have some conference with Ms

grace.

Cafe. PE signify somuch untohim strai^t.

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an
Edward!

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed,
But on his knees at meditation;
Not daEying with a brace of courtezans.
But meditating with two deep divines;

Not sleeping, to en^oss his idle body.
But praying, to enrich his watchful soul:

Happy were England would this virtuous prince
Take on himsefi the sovereignty thereof:

But, sure, I fear, we shaE not win him to it
Mat. Marry, God defend Ms grace should

say us nay! [again.

Buck. I fear he wEL Here Catesby. comes

Reorder Catesby.

Now, Catesby, what says his grace?
Ode. He wonders to what end you have as*

sembled
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Such troops of citizens to come to Mm:
His grace not being warn’d thereof before,

He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him.

Buck. Sorry I am my noble cousin should

Suspect me, ^at I mean no good to him:

By heaven, we come to Mm in perfect love;

And so once more return and tell Ms grace.

Catesby,

When holy and devout religious men
Are at their beads, Ms much to draw them

thence,

—

So sweet is zealous contemplation.

Enter Gloster, m a Gallery above, between

two Bishops, Catesby returns.

May. See, where his grace stands ’tween two

clergymen! {pnnce,

Suck. Two props of virtue for a Christian

To stay him from the fall of vanity;

And, see, a book of prayer in Ms hand,

—

True ornament to know a holy man.—
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince.

Lend favourable ear to our requests;

And pardon us the interruption

Of thy devotion and right Chnstian zeal.

Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology:

I rather do beseech you pardon me,
Who, earnest in the sendee of my God,
Defert’d the visitation of my friends. [sure?

But, leaving tMs, what is your grace’s plea-

Buck. Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God
above,

And all good men of this ungovem’d isle.

Glo. I do suspect I have done some oSence
That seems disgracious in the city’s eye;

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.

Buck. You have, my lord; would it might
please your grace,

On our entreaties, to amend your fault!

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian

land? [resign

Buck. Know, then, it is your fault that you
The supreme seat, the throne majestical,

The scepterid office of your ancestors,

Your state of fortune and your due of birth.

The lineal glory of your royal house,

To the corruption of a blemish’d stock:

Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy
thoughts,

—

Which here we waken to our country’s good,

—

This noble isle doth want her proper limbs;

Her face defac’d with scars of infamy,
Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants,

And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulf

Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion.

Which to recure, we heartily solicit

Your gracious self to take on you the charge
And kingly government of this your land;

—

Hot as protector, steward, substitute,

Or lowly factor for another’s gain;

But as successively, from blood to blood,
Your right of birth, your empej^, your own.
For tMs, consorted with the citizens

Your very worsMpful and loving friends,

And, by their vehement instigation,

In this just suit come I to move your grace,
Glo. I cannot teU if to depart in silence

Or bitterly to speak in your reproof
Best fitteth my degree or your condition:
If not to answer, you might haply think

Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty,
WMch fondly you would here impose on me;
If to reprove you for this suit of yours,

• So season’d with your faithful love to me,
' Then, on the other side, I check’d my friends.
Therefore,—to speak, and to avoid the first,

And then, in speaking, not to incur the last,—
Defimtely thus I answer you.

Your love deserves my thanks, but my desert
Unmeritable shuns your high request.

First, if all obstacles were cut away.
And that my path were even to the crown,
As the npe revenue and due of birth,

Yet so much is my poverty of spirit,

So mighty and so many my defects, [ness,

—

That I would rather hide me from my great-
Bemg a bark to brook no mighty sea,

—

Than in my greatness covet to be hid,

And in the vapour of my glory smother’d.
But, God be thank’d, there is no need of me,

—

And much I need to help you, were there
need;

—

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,

Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time,
Will well become the seat of majesty,
And make, no doubt, us happy by Ms reign.

On him I lay that you would lay on me,

—

The right and fortune of Ms happy stars;

Which God defend that I should wring from
Mml [grace;

Buck. My lord, tMs argues conscience in your
But the respects thereof are nice and triviM,

All circumstances well considered.
You say that Edward is your brother’s son;
So say we too, but not by Edward’s wife;
For mst was he contract to Lady Lucy,

—

Your mother lives a witness to his vow,—
And afterward by substitute betroth’d
To Bona, sister to the King of France,
These both put off, a poor petitioner,

A care-craz’d mother to a many sons,
A beauty-waning and distressed widow.
Even in the afternoon of her best days,
Made prize and purchase of Ms wanton eye,
Seduc’d the pitch and height of Ms degree
To base declension and loath’d bigamy:
By her, in Ms unlawful bed, he -got

This Edward,whom ourmanners call the prince.

More bitterly could I expostulate,

Save that, for reverence to some alive,

I give a sparing limit to my tongue.
Then, good my lord, take to your royal seif

TMs proffer’d benefit of dignity;

If not to bless us and the land withal,
Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry
From the corruption of abusing time
Unto a lineal true-derived course. [you.

May. Do, good my lord; your citizens entreat
Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, tMs proffer’d

love. [suit!

Cate. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful
Glo, Alas, why would you heap those cares

on me?
I am unfit for state and majesty:-—
I do beseech you, take it not amiss;
I cannot nor I will not yield to you.
Buck, If you refuse it,—as, in love and zeal,

Loth to depose the child, your brother’s son—
As well we know your tenderness of heart,
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Ainl gentle, Mud, eSeminate remorse,

Which we ha¥e noted in you to your Mndred,
And equally, indeed, to all estates,

—

Yet know, whe^r you accept our suit or no,

Your brollier’s son simll never reign our king;

But we will plant some otiier in the throne.

To the disgrace and downfall of yoxii house;

And in this resolution here we leave you.

—

Come, citizens, we will entreat no more.
iEmmt Buck., the Mayor and Citizens

retiring.

Cate. Can them again, sweet prince, accept
their suit:

If you deny them, all the land wiH rue it

Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of cares?

Call them agam.
[Cate goes to the Mayor, Skc., and then exit.

1 am not made of stone.

But penetrable to your Mnd entreaties,

Albeit against my conscience and my soul.

Re-enter Buckingham and Catesby, the

Mayor, &c., comingforward.

Cousin of BucMngham,—and sage, grave men,
!^oe you will buckle fortune on my back.

To bear her burden, whe’r I will or no,

I must have patience to endure the load:

But if black scandal or foul-fac’d reproach

Attend the sequel of your imposition,

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me
Trom all the impure blots and stains thereof;

For God he knows, and you may partly see.

How far I am from the dosire of this, [say it.

Mag. God bless your grace! we see it, and will

Olo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth.

Buck. Then I salute you with this royal

title,—

Long live King Richard, England’s worthy
Mng!

AU. Amen. [crown’d?

Buck, To-morrow may it please you to be
Glo. Even when you please, for you will have

it so.

Suck. To-morrow, then, we will attend your
grace:

And so, most joyfully, we take our leave.

Glo. Come, let us to our holy work again.

—

[To the Bishops.

Farewell, my cousin;—^farewell, gentle friends.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene L—London. Before the Tower.

Enter, on one side, Queen Elizabeth, Duch-
ess OF Yobk, and Marquis of Dorset; on
the other, Anne Duchess of Gloster.
leading Lady Margaret Plantagenet,
Clarence’s young Daughter.

Duch. Who meets us here?—my niece Plaa-
tagenet

Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster?

Now, formy life, she’s wandering to the Tower,
On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender

princesk

—

Daughter, well met.
Anne. God give your graces both

A bappy and a joyful time of day! [away?

Q. Elh. As much to you, good sister! WMtber

Arm. No further than the Tower; and, as I
guess.

Upon the like devotion as yourselves.

To gratulate the gentle princes there.

Q. EUz. Kind sister, thanks: we*! enter all

together:—
And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes.

Enter Brakenbury.

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave.
How doth the prince, and my young son of

York?
Brak. Ri^t weB, dear madam. By your

patience,

I may not suSer you to visit ihem;
The Mng has strictly charg’d the contrary,

Q. Elii. The kingl who’s that?
Brak.

^
I mean the brd protector.

Q. Eliz. The lord protect him from that

kingly title!

Hath he set bounds between their love and me?
Iam their mother; who shall barme from them?
Duch. I am thek father’s mother; I will see

them. [mother;
Arme. Their aunt I am in law, in love their

Then bring me to their sights; I’ll bear thy
blame,

And take thy office from tbee, on my peril,

Brdk. No, madam, no,—I may not leave it so

;

I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me.
[EdU

Enter Stanley

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour
hence,

And I’ll salute your grace of York as mother
And reverend looker-on of two fair queens,

—

Come, madam, you must straight to West-
minster,

[To the Duchess of Gloster.
There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen,

Q.Eliz, Ah, cut my lace asunder, [beat.

That my pent heart may have some scope to

Or else I swoon with this dead-MDing news!
Arme. Despiteful tidingsl 0 unpleasingnews!
Dot. Be of good cheer: mother, how faxes

your grace? [gone!

Q. Eliz. 0 Dorsey speak not to me, get thee
Death and destruction dog titee at the heels;

Thy mother’s name is ominous to children.

If &OU wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas,

And live with Richmond, kom the reach of hell:

Go, hie thee, hie thee from this slaughter-house.
Lest thou increase the number of ^e dead;
Andmakeme die the thrall of Margaret’s curse.

Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen.
Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel,

madam.

—

Take all tiie swift advantage of the hours;

You shall have letters from me to my son
In your behalf, to meet you on the way:
Be not ta’en tardy by unwise delay.

Duch. 0 ill-dispersing wind of misery!

—

0 my accursed womb, bed of death!

A cockatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world,

Whose unavoided eye is murderous. [sent.

Stan, Come, madam, come; I in all haste was*

Arme. And I with all unwilHn^ess will go.

—

O, would to God that the inclusive verge
Of golden metal that must round my brow
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Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the braia!

Anointed let me be with deadly venom,
” And die «xe men can say God save the Quecnl

Q, EUi, Go, go, poor soni, I envy not th’

glory;

To feed my bnmonf, wish thyself no harm.
Anric. No, why?—Wheii he that is my hus-

band now
Came to me, as I folowM Henry’s corse;

When scarce the blood was well wash’d from
his hands

Which issu’d from my other angel husband.

And that dead saint which then I weeping
follow’d;

O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face,

This was my wkh,--Be fftou, quoth I, accurs’t

For me, so yoimg, soM a widow!

AM when ihou wedtPst, let sorrow haunt thy

bed;

And be ihy wife,—if any be so mad,—
More miserable by the life of thee [death!

Than thou hast made me by my dear hrd*s

Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again.

Within so small a time, my woman’s heart

Grossly grew captive to Ms honey words.

And prov’d the subject of mine own soul’s

curse,

—

Which Mtherto hath held mine eyes from rest;

For never yet one hour in Ms bed
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep,

But with Ms timorous dreams was still awak’d.
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick;
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me.

Q, Eliz. Poor heart, adieu! I pity thy com-
plaining.

Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn
for yours. [glory!

0. Elis. Farewell, thou woeful welcomer of

Anns. Adieu, poor soul, that iak’st thy leave
of it!

Dudi. Go thou to Richmond, and good for-

tune g^de thee!— [To Dorset.
Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend

thee!— [To Anne.
Go ihou to sanctuary, and good thoughts pos-

sess thee! [To Oxteept Elizabeth.
I tomy grave, where peace and rest He with me!
Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen,
And ea^ hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of

teen.

Q. Elk. Stay yet, look back with me unto
the Tower.—*

Pity, you mdent stones, those tender babes.
Whom envy hath immur’d within your walls!
Rough cradle for such Kttie pretty ones!
Rude ragged nurse, old sullen playfellow
For tender princes, use my babies weH!
So fooHsh sorrow bids your stones farewell.

[Exeimt

Scene H—loimoN. A Room of State in the
Palace.

Flourish of trumpets. Richard, as King, upon
Ms throne; Buckingham, Catesev, a Page,
and others.

K, Rich, Stand all apart.—Cousin of Buck-
ingham,

—

Buck. My gracious sovereign?

K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus Mgh, by
thy advice

! And thy assistance, is long Richard seated;—
' But shah we wear these glories for a day?
Or shaH they last, and we rejoice in them?

Buck. Still Hve they, and for ever let ^em
last!

K. Rkh. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the
touch,

To try if thou be current gold indeed;

—

Young Edward lives;—thmk now what I would
speak.

Buck. Say on, my loving lord.

K. Rkh. Why, Buckin^am, I say, I would
be Icing. [Kege.

Buck. Why, BO you are, my thrice-renowned
K. Rkh. Ha: am I Mng? ’tis so; but Ed-

ward Kves.

Buck. True, noble prince.

K. Rkh. 0 bitter consequence,
That Edward still should hve,—true, noble

pnnee!

—

Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull:

—

ShaH I be plain?—I wish the bastards dead;
And I would have it suddenly perform’d.
What say’st thou now? speak suddenly, be brief.

Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure.
K. Rkh. Tut, tut, thou art aU ice, thy Mnd-

ness freezes:

Say, have I thy consent that they shall die?
Buck. Give me some little breath, some

pause, dear lord,

Before I positively speak in tMs:
I will resolve your grace immediately. [Exit,

Cate. The kmg is angry: see, he gnaws Ms
Hp. [isafe,

K. Rkh. I will converse with iron-witted
fools [Descends /rom his throne.

And unrespective boys; none are for me
That look into me with considerate eyes:
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect.
Boy!—

Page. My lord?

K. Rich. Know’st thou not any whom cor-

rupting gold
Would tempt into a close exploit of death?

Page. I know a discontented gentleman.
Whose humble means match not Ms haughty

spirit:

Gold were as good as twenty orators,

And will, no doubt, tempt him to anything.
K. Rich. What is Ms name?
Page. His name, my lord, is Tynrel.

K. Rkh. I jpartly know the man: go, call

Mm Mther, boy. [Exit Page.
The deep-revolving witty Buckingham
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels:

Hath he so long held out with me untir’d,

And stops he now for breath?—^well, be it so.

Enter Stanley.

How now, Lord Stanley! what’s the news?
Sian. Know, my loving lord,

The Marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled

To Richmond, in the parts where he abides.

K. Rich, Come Mther, Catesby: rumour it

abroad
That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick;

I will take order for her keeping close:

Inquire me out some mean poor gentleman
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WHom I will marry straiglit to Clarence*

dangliter;

—

The boy is foolish, and I fear not him.

—

I^ook, how thou dream’sti—I say again, give out

That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die:

About it; for it stands me much upon,

To stop aH hopes whose growth may damage
me. [Eydt Catesby.

I must be married to my brotheris daughter.

Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass:

—

Murder her brothers, and then ma^ herl

Uncertain way of gain I But I am in

So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin;

Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye.

Re-enter Page, with Tyhrel.

Is thy name Tyrrel? [subject.

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient
K. Rich. Art thou, indeed?
Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord.

K. Rich. Barist thou resolve to MU a friend

of mine? [enemies.

Tyr. Please you. But I had rather kill two
K. Rich. Why, then, thou hast it: two deep

enemies.
Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep’s dis-

turbers,

Are they that I would have thee deal upon:

—

T3rrrel, I mean those bastards m the Tower.
Tyr. Let me have open means to come to

them,
And soon Fll rid you from the fear of them.
K. Rich. Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark,

come hither, Tyrrell:

Go, by this token:—rise, and lend thine ear:

[Whiners.
There is no more hut so:—say it is done,
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it.

Tyr. I will despatch it straight. [Exit.

Re-enter Buckingham.

Buck. My lord, I have consider’d in my mind
The late demand that you did sound me in.

K. Rich. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled

to Richmond.
Buck. I hear the news, my lord.

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife’s son:

—

well, look to it. [promise.
Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by

For which your honour and your faith is pawn’d;
The earldom of Hereford, and the movables.
Which you have promised I shall possess.

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife: if she
convey

Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it.

Buck. What says your highness to my just

request? [Sixth
K. Rich. I do remember me,—^Henry the

Did prophesy that Richmond should be king,
When Richmond was a httle peevish boy.
A king!—perhaps,—

Buck. My lord,—
K. Rich. How chance the prophet could not at

that time
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him?

Buck. My lord, your promise for the earl-

dom,— [Exeter,
AT. Rich. Richmondl—When last I was at

The mayor in courtesy show’d me the castle.

And call’d it Rouge-mont; at which name I
started.

Because a bard of Ireland told me once
I should not live long after I saw Richmond.
Buck. My lord,

—

JT. Rich. Ay, what’s o’clock? [niind

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in

Of what you promis’d me.
Kiny Rich. Well, but what’s o’clock?

Buck. Upon the stroke of ten.

AT. Rich. Well, let it strike.

Buck. Why let it strike?

X. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thou
keep’st the stroke

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation-
I am not in the giving vein to-day. [or no.
Buck. Why, then resolve me whether you will

K* Rich. Thou troublest me; I am not in the
vein. [Exeunt K. Rich, and Train.

Buck. And is it thus? repays he my deep
service

With such contempt? made I him king for this?

0, let me think on Hastings, and be gone
To Brecknock while my fearful head is on I

[Exit.

Scene III.

—

London. Another Room in the

Palace.

Enter Tyrrel.

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done,

—

The most arch deed of piteous massacre
That ever yet this land was guilty of.

Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn
To do this piece of ruthless butchery,

Albeit they were flesh’d villains, bloody dogs,

Melting with tenderness and mild compassion.
Wept hke two children in their death’s sad

story.

0 thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes,

—

Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another
Within their alabaster innocent arms.
Their lips were four red roses on a stalk,

Which in their summer beauty kissed each other.

A book ofprayers on their pillow lay;

Which once, quoth Forrest, almost changed my
mmd.

But, O, the devil,—there the villam stopp’d;

When Dighton thus told on,

—

we smothered
The most replenished sweet work of nature

Thatfrom the prime creation e’er she framed,

—

Hence both are gone; with conscience and re-

morse
They could not speak; and so I left them both.

To bear this tidings to the bloody kmg:

—

And here he comes:

—

Enter King Richard.

All health, my sovereign lord!

K. Rich. Kind Tyrrell, am I happy in thy
news? [charge

Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in

Beget your happmess, be happy then,

For it IS done.

K. Rich. But didst thou see them dead?

Tyr. I did, my lord.

X. Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel?

Tyr> The chaplain of the Tower hath buried

them;
But where, to say the truth, I do not know.
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K, Rich. Come to me, Tyrrei, soon, at after

supper,

When thou shaft teil the process of their death.

Meantime, but thxak how I may do thee good,

And he inheritor of thy desire.

Farewell till then.

fyt. I humbly take my leave. [ExiL

K. Rich. The son of Clarence have I pent up
dose;

His daughter meanly have I match’d in mar-

riage;

The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham’s bosom,

AM Anne my wife hath bid the world good-

night.

How, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims

At young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter,

And by that knot looks proudly on the crown.

To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter Ratcliff.

Rat. My lord,

—

K. Rick. Good news or bad, that thou com’st

in so bluntly? [Richmond;

Rat. Bad news, my lord: Morton is fled to

And Buckingham, back’d with the hardy Welsh-
men,

Is in the field, and still his power mcreaseth.

K. Rick. Ely with Richmond troubles me
more near

Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength.

Come,—I have leam’d that fearful commenting
Is leaden servitor to dull delay;

Delay leads impotent and snail-pac’d beggary:

Then fiery expedition be my wing,

Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king!

Go, muster men: my counsel is my shield;

We must be brief when traitors brave the field.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Lonikjn. Before tne Palace.

Enter QXtEm Margaret.

Q. JkTnr. So, now prosperity begms to mellow,
And drop into the rotten mouth of death.

Here in thdse confines slily have I lurk’d.

To watch the waning of mine enemies.
A dire mduchon am I witness to,

And will to France; hoping the consequence
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical.

—

Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret: who comes
here? [Retires.

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess
OF York.

Q. Eliz. Ah, my poor princes! ah, my tender
babes!

My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets I

If yet your gentle souls fly in the air.

And be not fix’d in doom perpetual,
Hover about me with your aii^ wings,
And hear your mother’s lamentation! [right

Q. Mar, Hover about her; say, that right for
Hath dimm’d your infant mom to aged ni^t,
Guch. So many miseries have craz’d my voice

Thatmy woe-wearied tongue is stiU and mute.

—

Edward Plantagenet, why art ttou dead?
Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet,

Edward for Edward pays a dying debt.

Q.Eliz. Wilt thou, 0 God, fly from such
gentle Iambs,

And throw them m the entrails of the wolf?
When didst thou sleep when such a deed was

done? [sweet son.
Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my
Duck. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-

hvmg ghost, [usurp’d,
Woe’s scene, world’s shame, grave’s due by hfe
Bnef abstract and record of tedious days,
Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful earth,

[Sitting dou/u.
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood!

Q. Eliz. Ah, that thou wouldst as soon afford
a grave

As thou canst yield a melancholy seat! [here.

Then would I hide my bones, not rest them
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn but we?

[Sitting down by her.

Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent,
Give mine the benefit of seniory,

[Coming forward.
And let my gnefs frown on the upper hand.
If sorrow can admit society,

[Siffmp down with him.
Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine-

—

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him,
I had a Henry, till a Richard kill’d him, [him;
Thou hast an Edward, till a Richard lull’d

Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him.
Duch. I had a Richard too, and thou didst

kill him;
I had a Rutland too, thou holp’st to kill him.

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and
Richard kill’d him.

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept

A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death:
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes,

To worry lambs and lap their gentle blood;
That foul defacer of God’s handiwork;
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth.

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls,—
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves.—
O upright, just, and true-disposing God,
How do I thank thee that this carnal cur
Preys on the issue of his mother’s body,
And makes her pew-fellow with others’ moan!
Duch. 0 Harry’s wife, triumph not in my

woes!
God witness with me, I have wept for thine.

Q. Mar. Bear with me; I am hungry for re-

venge,
And now I cloy me with beholding it.

Thy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my Edward;
Thy other Edward dead to quit my Edward;
Young York he is but boot, because both they
Match not the perfection of my loss:

Thy Clarence he is dead that stabb’d my Ed-
ward;

And the beholders of this frantic play,

TheadulterateHastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey,
Untimely smother’d in their dusky graves.
Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer;

Only reserv’d their factor to buy souls,

And send them thither:—^but at hand, at hand,
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end:
Earth gapes, hell hums, fiends roar, saints pray,

To have him suddenly convey’d from hence.

—

Cancel Ms bond of life, dear God, I pray,

That I may live to say. The dog is dead!
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Q. EUz. Ot thou didst prophesy the time King Richasd owf Ais Train, mcrcMni?,
would come

That I should wish for thee to help me curse

That bottled spider, that foul bunch-backM
toad! [my fortune,

Q. Mar. I call’d thee then, vain flourish of

I call’d thee then, poor shadow, painted queen;

The presentation of but what I was,

The flattering index of a direful pageant;

One heav’d a-high, to be hurl’d down below;

A mother only mock’d with two fair babes;

A dream of what thou wast; a gansh flag,

To be the aim of every dangerous shot;

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble;

A queen in jest, only to fill the scene.

Where is thy husband now? where be thy
brothers?

Where be thy two sons? wherein dost thou joy’

Who sues, and kneels, and says, God save the

queen?
Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee?

*\^ere be the thronging troops that follow’d

thee?

Decline all this, and see what now thou art;

For happy wife, a most distressed widow;
For joyful mother, one that wails the name;
For one being su’d to, one that humbly sues;

For queen, a very caitifi crowned with care;

For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me;
For one bemg fear’d of aU, now fearing one;

For one commanding all, obey’d of none.
Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about.

And left thee but a very prey to time;

Having no more but thought of what thou wast.

To torture thee the more, being what thou art.

Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow?

Now thy proud neck bears hidf my burden’d
yoke;

From which even here I slip my wearied head,

And leave the burden of it all on thee.

Farewell, York’s wife, and queen of sad mis-
chance:— [France.

These English woes shall make me smile in

Q. Eliz. 0 thou well skill’d in curses, stay

awhile,

And teach me how to curse mine enemies!

0* Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast

the day;
Compare dead happiness with living woe;
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were,
And he that slew them fouler than he is;

Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse;
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse,

Q. Eliz. My words are dull; O, quicken
them with thine!

<?. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp,

and pierce like mine. [Exit.

Duck. Why should calamity be full of words?
0* Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client woes,

Airy succeeders of intestate joys,

Poor breathing orators of miseries! [part

Let them have scope: though what they do im-
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart.

Duch. If so, then be not tongue-tied: go with
me.

And in the breath of bitter words let’s smother
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons

smother’d. [Drum within.

1 hear Ms drum:—^be copious in exclaims.

K. Rich. Who mtercepts me in my expedi-
tion? [thee,

Duch. 0, she that might have intercepted

I

By stranghng thee m her accursed womb,
' From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast

done!
Q. Eliz. Hidst thou that forehead with a

golden crown, [right,

Where should be branded, if that right were
The slaughter of the pnnce that ow'd that crown.
And the dire death ofmy poor sons and brothers?
Tell me thou villain-slave, where axe my chil-

dren?
Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy

brother Clarence?
And little Ned Plantagenet, his son? [Grey?

Q. Eliz. Where IS the gentle Rivers, Vaughan,
Duch. Where is kind Hastings?
K. Rick. A flourish, trumpets! strike alarum,

drums!
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women
Rail on the Lord’s anointed: strike, I say!

[Flourish. Alarums.
Either be patient, and entreat me fair

Or with the clamorous report of war
Thus will I drown your exclamations.
Duch. Art thou my son?
K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my father, and

yourself.

Duck. Then patiently hear my impatience.
K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your

condition,

That cannot brook the accent of reproof.

Duck. 0, let me speak'
K. Rick. Do, then; but I’ll not hear.
Duch. I will be mild and genrie in my words.
K. Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am

in haste.

Duch. Art thou so hasty? I have stay’d for

thee,

God knows, in torment and in agony.
K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort

you? [well

Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it

Thou cam’st on earth to make the earth my hell.

A grievous burden was thy birth to me;
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy;

Thy school-days frightful, desperate, wild, and
furious; [turous;

Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and ven-
Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, sly, and

bloody, [hatred:

More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in

What comfortable hour canst thou name
That ever grac’d me in thy company?
K. Rich. Faith, none but Humphrey Hour,

that call’d your grace
To breakfast once forth of my company.
If I be so disgracious in your eye,
Letme march on and not offend you, madam.—*
Strike up the drum.
Duch. I pr’ythee, hear me speak.

K. Rich. You speak too bitterly.

Duch. Hear me a word;
For I shall never speak to thee again.

K. Rich. So. (dinance
Duch. Either thou wilt die by God’s just or-

Ere from tMs war thou turn a conqueror;
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Or I nifli £clil tod ttrtremft age aliali peiisii.

And serer look tipon thy face agaizu

Therefore take with thee my most heay? curse;

Which m the day of battle tire thee more
TIaa «E the complete amotir that thou wcar’st!
My prayers on the adseise party fight;

Asi there the little sotOs of Edward’s childrea
*«« • XV.

XSoodf thou art, bloody wui oe my ^uu.

Shame tanri»s thy life and doth thy death attesd.

[En’f.

0. EHx. Thou^ far more cause, yet much
less spurt to curse

Abides in me; I say ameu to her. [Gou^.

X. Aftch. Stay, madam, I must talk a word
with you.

0. -Kfe. I have no more sons of the royal

blood

Far thee to slaughter; for my daughters.

Bichard,

—

They shall be praying nuns, not weeiang
queens;

And therefore level not to hit their lives.

X Skh, Touhaveadaughtercali’d Elizabeth,

Viritwua and fair, royal and gracious.

Q, £liz. And must she die for this? 0, let

her live.

Andm corrupt her manners, stain her beauty;

IBander myself as false to Edward’s bed;

l^w over her the veil of infamy;

So she may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter,

I win confess she was not Edward’s daughter.

X B&h. Wrong not her birth; she is of

royal blood.

O. To saveherlife PH say she is not so.

X IfrcA. Her life is safest only inher birth.

Q»J3iz. And only in that safety died her
brothers. (opposite.

X jRicA. lo, at their births good stars were

0 £Iiz, No, to their lives bad friends were
contrary.

X JHch. All unavoided isthe doom of destiny.

Q, BUz, True, when avoided grace makes
destiny:

[y babes were destineu to a xaireir ucaui
‘

grace had Mess’d thee with a fairer life.

K,ltklu You speak as if that I had Main my
cousins.

<?, EUz. Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle
cozen’d

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life.

Whose hand soever lanc’d their tender hearts,

Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction;

Nodoubtthemurderousbnifewas dullandbluni
TiO it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart,

To revel in the entrails of my lambs.

But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame,
Hytongue Miould to thy ears notname my boys
Tin that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes;

And 1, in such a desperate bay of death,

like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft.

Bush ail to pieces on thy rocky bosom.
X Rich. Madam, so tlbive I inmy enterprise

And dangerous success of bloody wars.
As I intend more good to you and yours
Than ever you or yours by me were harm’dl

<?. Elk. What good is cover’d with the face

of heaven,
To be discover’d, that can do me good?

X JRicA. The advancement of your children,

^ (their heads?
0. Ehz. Up to some scafold, there to loseX Rich. No, to the dignity and hei^t of

honour,

The high imperial type of this earth’s glory.

Q. Elk. iiatter my sorrows with report of it;

Tell me what state, what dignity, what honour,
Canst thou demise to any child of mine? [allX Rick. Even all I have; ay, and m^^elf and
WQl I withal endow a child of thine;

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul [wrongs
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those
Which thou sup^sest I have done to tiiee.

Q. Elk. Be brief, lest that the process of thy
kindness

Last longer telling than thy Mndness’ date.

X Rim. Then know, that frommy soul I love
thy daughter. (her soul.

Q. Elk. My daughter’s mother thinlra it withX Rich, ^at do you think?

Q. EUz. That thou dost love my daughter
from thy soul; (brothers;

So from thy soM’s love didst tiiou love her
And from my heart’s love I do thank thee for it.X Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my

meaning;
I mean that withmy soul I love thy daughter,
And do intend to xnake her Queen of England.

Q. Elk. Well, then, who dost thou mean
shall be her king?

K. Rich. Even he that makes her queen:
who else should be?

0. Elk. What, thou? [madam?
X Rich. I, even I: what think you of iti

Q. Elk. How canst thou woo her?
X Rich, That I would learn of you,

As one being best acquainted with her humour.
Q.Elk. And wilt tiiou learn of me?
X Riclu Madam, with all my heart
0. Elk. Send to her, by the man that slew

her brothers,

A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave
Edward and York; then haply will she weep:
Therefore present to her,—as sometime Mar-

garet

Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland’s blood,—
A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drsdn
The pi^le sap from her sweet brothers’ bodies,
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withaL
If this inducement move her not to love.

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds;
Tell her thou mad’st away her unde Clarence,
Her unde Rivers; ay, and for her sake
Mad’st quick conveyance with her good aunt

Anne. [the way
X Rich. You mock me, madam; this is not

To win your daughter.

0' There is no other way;
Unless thou could’st put on some other shape,
And not be Richard that hath done all this.

X Rich. Say that I ^d ail this for love of her?
Q. Elk. Nay, then indeed she cannot choose

but hate thee,

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil.X Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now
amended:

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes,
Which after-hours give leisure to repent.
If I did take the kingdom from your sons,
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To make amends PE give it to your daughter.

K I have kill’d the issue of your womb,
To quicken your increase I will beget
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter:

A grandam’s name is little less in love

Than is the doating title of a mother;
They are as children but one step below,
Even of your mettle, of your very blood;

Of all one pain,—save for a night of groans
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like sorrow.

Your children were vexation to your youth;

But mine shall be a comfort to your age.

The loss you have is but a son being king,

And by that loss your daughter is made queen.
I cannot make you what amends I would,
Therefore accept such kindness as I can.

Dorset your son, that with a fearful soul

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil,

This fair alliance quickly shall call home
To high promotions and great dignity; [wife,

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother;

Again shall you be mother to a king,

And all the rmns of distressful times
Repair’d with double riches of content.

What! we have many goodly days to see:

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed
Shalt come again, transform’d to orient pearl,

Advantaging their loan with interest

Of ten-times-double gain of happiness.

Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go;

Make bold her bashful years with your experi-

ence,

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale;

Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame
Of golden sovereignty; acquaint the princess

With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys:

And when this arm of mine hath chastised

The petty rebel, duil-brain’d Buckingham,
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come.
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror’s bed;
To whom I will retail my conquest won,
And she shall be sole victress, Caesar’s Caesar.

0. Bliz. What were I best to say? her
father’s brother

Would he her lord? or shall I say her uncle?
Or he that slew her brothers and her uncles?

Under what title shall I woo for thee,

That God, the law, my honour, and her love

Can make seem pleasing to her tender years?

K, Rich. Infer fair England’s peace by this

alliance.

Q. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with stiE-

lasting war. [entreats.

K. Rich. Tellher theMng, thatmaycommand,
Q. Eliz. That at her hands which the king’s

King forbids. [queen.

K, Rich. Say she shall be a high and mighty
Q. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth.

Rich. Say I will love her everlastingly.

0. Eliz. But how long shall that title, ever,

last?

K, Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair Efe’s

end. [hfe last?

Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet
K. Rich. As long as heaven and nature

lengthens it. [it.

Q. Eliz. As long as hell and Richard likes of

X. Rich. Say I, her sovereign, am her subject
low.

Q. Eliz. But she, your subject, loathes such
sovereignty.

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her,

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best being
plainly told. [tale.

K. Rich. Then, plainly to her teE my loving

Q. Eliz. Plain and not honest is too harsh a
style.

K. Rick, Your reasons are too shaEow and
too quick. [dead;

—

Q. Eliz. O, no, my reasons are too deep and
Toodeep and dead, poor infantB, in their graves,
K. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam;

that IS past.

Q. Eliz. Harp on it stiE shaE I till heart-
strings break.

AT. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter,

and my crown,—>- [usurp’d.

Q. Eliz. Profan’d, dishonour’d, and the third

X. Rich. 1 swear,

—

Q. Eliz. By nothing; for this is no oath:
Thy George, profan’d hath lost his holy honour;
Thy garter, blemish’d, pawn’d his knightly

virtue;

Thy crown, usurp’d, disgrac’d his kingly glory.

If something thou wouldst swear to be believ’d.

Swear, then, by something that thou hast not
wrong’d.

X. Rich. Now, by the world,

—

Q. Eliz. ’Tis full of thy foul wrongs.
K. Rich. My father’s death,

—

0. Eliz. Thy life hath that dishonour’d.
K. Rich. Then, by myself,

—

Q. Eliz. ThyseE is seE-misus’d.
K. Rich. Why, then, by God,—
Q. Eliz. God’s wrong is most of all.

If tiiou hadst fear’d to break an oath by him.
The unity the king thy brother made
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain:

If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by him.
The imperial metal, circhng now thy head.
Had grac’d the tender temples of my chEd;
And both the pnnces had been breathing here,
Which now, two tender bedfeUows for dust,

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms.
What canst thou swear by now?
X. Rich. The time to come.
Q. Eliz. That thou hast wrong’d in the time

o’erpast;

For I myseE have many tears to wash
Hereafter tune, for time past wronged by thee.

The chEdren hve whose parents thou hast
slaughter’d,

Ungovem’d youth, to waE it in their age;
The parents Eve whose children thou hast

butcher’d,

Old barren plants, to waE it with their age.

Swear not by time to come; for that thou hast
Misus’d ere used, by times iE-us’d o’erpast.

X. Rich. As I intend to prosper and repent!

So thnve I in my dangerous attempt
Of hostile arms! myseE myself confound*
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours!
Day, yield me not thy Eght; nor, night, thy rest!

Be opposite all planets of good luck
To my proceeding!—if, with pure heart’s love.

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,

I tender not thy beauteous pnncely daughter!
In her consists my happiness and thine;

Without her, follows to myself and thee.
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Herself, tlie land, and many a Clmstian soul,

Beat^ desolation, rain, and decay:

It cannot be avoided bnt by this;

It wiE not be avoided but by this.

ITierefore, dear mother,—I must call you so,

—

Be the attorney of my love to her:

Plead what I will be, not what I have been;

Hot my deserts, but what I will deserve:

Urge the necessity and state of times,

And be not peevi^ found in great designs.

Q, Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus?

K. Rich, Ay, if the devil tempt you to do
good.

Q. Elu. Shall I forget myself to be m3rself?

K. Rick Ay, if your self’s remembrance
wrong yourself.

Q, Eliz. But thou didst hill my children.

K.Rick. But in your daughter’s womb I

bury them:
Where, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed

Selves of themselves, to your recomforture.

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy
win?

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed.

Q. Eliz. I go.—Write to me very shortly,

And you shaU understand from me her mind.

K. Rich. Bear her my true love’s kiss; and so,

farewell.

[^jssznp her. Exit Q. Eliz.

Relenting fool, and shallow changing woman!

Enter Ratcliff; Catesby following.

How now! what news?
Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the western

coast

Rideth a puissant navy; to the shore

Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends,

Unarm’d, and unresolv’d to beat them back:

’Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral;

And there they hull, expecting but the aid

Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore.

K. Rich. Some light-footed fnend post to the
Duke of Norfolk:—*

Ratcliff, thyself,—or Catesby; where is he?
Cate. Here, my good lord.

K. Rich, Catesby, fiy to the duke.
Cate. I will, my lord, with all convement

haste.

K. Rick. Ratcliff, come hither:—post to

Salisbury:

When thou cam’st thither,—Dull, unmindful
villain, [To Catesby.

Why stay’st thou here, and go’st not to the
duke?

Cate. First, mighty liege, tell me your high-
ness’ pleasure,

What from your grace I shall deliver to him.
K. Rich. 0, true, good Catesby:—bid him

levy straight

The greatest strength and power he can make,
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury.

Cate, I go. [Exit.

Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do at

Salisbury?
JC. Rich. Why, what wouldst thou do there

before I go?
Rat, Your highness told me I should post

before.

Enter Stanley.

K. Rich. My mind is chang’d,—Stanley,
what news with you?

Stan. None good, my liege, to please you with
the hearmg;

Nor none so bad but well may be reported,
K. Rich. Hoyday, a nddlel neither good nor

bad!

Wliat need’st thou ran so many miles about.
When thou mayst tell thy tale the nearest way?
Once more, what news?

Stan. Richmond is on the seas.
K. Rich. There let him sink, and be the

seas on him!
White-liver’d runagate, what doth he there?

Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by
guess.

K. Rich. Well, as you guess?'

Stan, Stirr’d up by Dorset, Buckingham,
and Morton,

He makes for England here, to claim the crown.
K. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the sword

unsway’d?
Is the king dead? the empire unpossess’d?
What heir of York is there alive but we?
And who is England’s kmg but great York’s

heir?

Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas?
Stan. Unless for that, my hege, I cannot

guess.

K. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your
liege, [comes.

You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear.

Stan. No, mighty liege; therefore mistrust
me not,

K. Rich. Where is thy power, then, to beat
him back?

"Where be thy tenants and thy followers?
Are they not now upon the western shore,
Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships?

Stan, No, my good lord, my friends are in
the north.

K. Rich. Cold friends to me; what do they
in the north, [west?

When they should serve their sovereign in the
Stan. They have not been commanded,

mighty king:

Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave,

FU muster up my fnends, and meet your grace
Where and what tone your majesty shall please.
K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to

join with Richmond;
But FU not trust thee.

Stan. Most mighty sovereign,
You have no cause to hold my friendship

'*doubtful:

I never was nor never will be false.

K. Rick. Go, then, and muster men. But
leave behind [be firm,

Your son, George Stanley: look your heart
Or else his head’s assurance is but frail.

Stan. So deal with him as I prove true to you.

[Exit.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My gracious sovereign, now in Devon-
shire,

As I by friends am well advertised,
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate,
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Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother.

With many more confederates, are in arms.

Enter a second Messenger.

3 Mess. In Kent, my liege, the Gmlfords
are in arms;

And every hour more competitors [strong.

Flock to the rebels, and then power grows

Enter a third Messenger.

3 Mess. My lord, the army of great Bucking-
ham,

—

K. Rick. Out on ye, owls! nothing but songs
of death? [He strikes him.

There, take thou that till thou bring better

news.

3 Mess. The news I have to teU your majesty
Is, that by sudden floods and fall of waters,

Buckngham’s army is dispers’d and scatter’d:

And he himself wander’d away alone,

3^0 man knows whither.

K. Rich. I cry you mercy:
There is my purse to cure that blow of tlune.

Hath any well-advised friend proclaim’d

Eeward to him that bnngs the traitor in?

3 Mess. Such proclamation hath been made,
my liege.

Enter a fourth Messenger.

4 Mess, Sir Thomas Level and Lord Marquis
Dorset,

’Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms.

But this good comfort bnng I to your high-

ness,

—

The Bretagne navy is dispers’d by tempest:
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat

Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks
If they were his assistants, yea or no;

Who answer’d him they came from Bucking-
ham

Upon his party: he, mistrusting them,
Hois’d sail, and made his course again for Bre-

tagne. [in arms;
K. Rich. March on,march on, since we are up

If not to fight with foreign enemies,
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home.

Re-enter Catesby.

Cate. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is

taken,— (mond
That is the best news: that the Earl of Rich-
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford
Is colder news, but yet they must be told.

K. Rich, Away towards Salisbury! while we
reason here

A royal battle might be won and lost:

—

Some one take order Buckingham be brought
To Salisbury; the rest march on with me.

[Fhmish. Exeunt.

Scene V.—A Room in Lord Stahiey’s
House.

Enter Stanley and Sir Christopher
Urswick.

Stmu Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this

from me:

—

That in the sty of the most deadly boar
My son Geo^e Stanley ia frank’d up in hold;
If I revolt, off goes young George’s head;

The fear of that holds ofl my present aid.

So, get tiiee gone: commend me to thy lord;

Withal say that the queen hath heartily con*
sented

He should espouse Elizabeth her daui^ter
But tell me, where is princely Richmond now?

Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha’iford-west, in

Wales.
Stan. What men of name resort to him?
Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned sol-

dier;

Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley;

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt,

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew;
And many other of great name and worth:
And towards London do they bend their power.
If by the way they be not fought withal, [hand;

Stan. Well, hie thee to thy lord; I Mss his

These letters will resolve him of my mind.
Farewell, [Gives papers to Sat Chris.

[Exeunt.

ACT Y.

Scene I.—Salisbury. An open pHace.

Enter the Sheriff and Guard, with Bucking-
ham, led to execution.

Buck. Will not King Richard let me speak
with him?

Sher. No, my goodlord; therefore be patient.

Buck. Hastings, and Edward’s children,
Grey, and Rivera,

Holy King Henry, and thy fair son Edward,
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried
By underhand corrupted foul injustice,

—

If that your moody discontented souls

Do through the clouds behold this present hour,
Even for revenge mock my destruction!

—

This is All-Souls’ day, fellows, is it not?
Sher. It is, my lord. [doomsday.
Buck. Why, thei^ All-Souls’ day ismy body’s

This is the day which in King Edward’s time
I wish’d might fall on me, when 1 was found
False to his children or his wife’s allies;

This is the day wherein I wish’d to fall

By the false faith of him whom most I trusted;

This, this All-Soul’s day to my fearful soul
Is the determin’d respite of my wrongs:
That high AU-Seer which I daMed with
Hath turn’d my feigned prayer on my head.
And given in earnest what I begg’d in jest
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men
To turn their own pointe on their masters*

bosoms:
Thus Margaret’s curse falls heavy on my

neck,— [sonroip.

When he, quoth she, shall thy heart with
Remember Margaret was a pophetess.

—

Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame;
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of

blame. [Exeunt.

Scene ll.~-Ptain near Tamworth.

Entert with drum and colours,, Richmond, Ox-
ford, Sir James Blunt, Sir Walter
Herbert, and otherst with Forces, march-
ing.

Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving
friends.
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Bniis’4 uaderaeath tfae yoke of tyraimy,

Tlius fax into the bowels of the liuad

Have we march’d on without impediment;
And here receive we from otur father Stanley

lines of fair comfort and encouragement.

•Hie wretched, bloody, and nsurping boar.

That spod’d yonr smnmer fields and fruitful

vines.

Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes
his trough

In your emboweE’d bosoms,—this foul swine

lies now even in the centre of this isle,

Hear to the town of Leicester, as we learn:

From Tamworth thither is but one day’s march.

In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends.

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace

By this one bloody trial of sitarp war,

Ojgf. :^ery man’s conscience is a thousand
swords,

To fight against that bloody homicide.

Herb, 1 doubt not but his friends will turn to

us.

Blunt, He hath no friends but what are

friends for fear.

Which in his dearest need will fly from him.

Rkhm. All for our vantage. Then, in God’s
name, march:

Trae hope is swift, and files with swallows’

wings;
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures

kings. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—•Bosmortt Field,

Enter King Richard and Forces; the Duke
OF Norfolk, Earl of Surrey, and others.

K, Rich, Here pitch our tents, even here in

Bosworth field.

—

My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad?
Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my

looks.

K, Rich. My Lord of Norfolk,—
Nor. Here, most gracious Hege.
K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; hal

must we not? [lord.

Not. We must both give and take, my loving

K. Rich. Up with my tent! Here will I lie

to-night;

[Soldiers l^gin to set up the Kjng’s tent.

But where to-moixow? Well, all’s one for

that.

—

Who hath described the number of the traitors?

Nor, Six or seven thousand is their utmost
power. [count;

K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles tiUt ac-
Besides, the kiu^s name is a tower of strength.

Which &ey upon the adverse faction want.

—

trp with the tent!—Come, nobis gentlemen.
Let us survey the vantage of the ground;

—

Can for some men of sound direction:

—

Let’s lack no discipline, make no delay;
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy -day. [Exeunt.

Enter, on the other side of the Field, Rich-
mond, Sir Whliam Brandon, Oxford
and other Lords. Some of the Soldiers pitch
Richmond's tent.

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden
set,

And by the bright track of his fiery car

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.

—

ir William Brandon, you shall bear my stan-
dard.

—

Give me some ink and paper in my tent:

ru draw the form and model of our battle,
Limit each leader to his several charge,
And part in just proportion our small power.
My Lord of Oxford,—you, Sir Wilham Bran-

don,

—

And you, Sir Walter Herbert,—stay with me.

—

The Earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment:—
Good Captain Blunt, bearmy good-night to
And by the second hour in the morning
Desire the earl to see me in my tent:

Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me,

—

Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know?
Blunt. Unless I have mista’en his colours

much,

—

Which well I am assur’d I have not done,—
His regiment lies half a mile at least

South from the mighty power of the Wng.
Richm. If without peril it be possible,

Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak
with him,

And give him from me this most needful note.
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I’ll under-

take it;

And so, God give you quiet rest to-nightl

Richm. Good-night, good Captain Blimt.

—

Come, gentlemen,
Let us consult upon to-morrow’s busmess;
In to my tent* the air is raw and cold.

[They withdraw into the tent.

Enter, to his tent. King Richard, Norfolk
RAtcleff, and Catesby.

K. Rich. What is’t o’clock?

Cate. It's supper-time, my lord;

It’s six o’clock.

K. Rich. I will not sup to-night.

—

Give me some ink and paper.

—

What, is my beaver easier than it was?
And all my armour laid into my tent?

Cate. It is, my liege; and all things are in
readiness.

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy
charge;

Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels.

Nor, I go, my lord.

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle
Norfolk.

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exif.

K. Rich. Ratclifi,—
Rat. My lord?

JST. Rich. Send out a pursuivant-at-arms
To Stanley’s regiment; bid him bring Ms power
Before sunrising, lest Ms son George fall

Into the blind cave of eternal night.—
Fill me a bowl of wine.—Give me a watch.

—

Saddle wMte Surrey to the field to-morrow.—
Look that my staves be sound, and not too

heavy.

—

Ratcliff,

—

Rat. My lord?

K. Rich. Saw’st thou the melancholy Lord
Northumberland?

Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey and himself.

Much about cock-shut- time, from troop to

troop
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Vent through the anny, cheering up the

soldiers.

JC. Rich. So, I am satisfied.—Give me a bowl
of wine:

I have not that alacnty of spirit

Kor cheer of mind that I was wont to have.

Set it down.—Is ink and paper ready?

Rat It is, my lord.

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch; leave me.
Ratcliff, about the mid of mght come to my tent

And help to arm me. Leave me, I say.

[K. Rich, retires into his tent. Exeunt
Ratcliff and Catesby.

Richmohd’s tent opens, and discovers him and]
his Officers, <fec.

Enter Stanley.

Think how thou stabb'dst me in my prime of
youth

At Tewksbury: despair, therefore, and die!

—

Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged sotda
Of butcher'd princes fight in thy beh^:
Song Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts thee.

The Ghost of King Henry the Sixth rises.

Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body
[To King IJichario,

By thee was punched full of deadly holes:
Thinkon the Tower and me: despair, and die*

—

Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die!

—

Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror!
[To Richmond.

Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be Mng,
Doth comfort thee in sleep: live, and flourish !

Stm. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm!
Richm. All comfort that the dark night can

afford

Be to thy person, noble father-in-law!

Tell me, how fares our loving mother?
Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy

mother,

Who prays continually for Richmond's good:

So much for that.—The silent hours steal on.

And flaky darkness breaks withm the east.

In brief,—^for so the season bids us be,

—

Prepare thy battle early in the morning,

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement

Of bloody strokes and mortal-staring war.

I, as I may,—^that which I would I cannot,

—

With best advantage will deceive the time,

And aid thee in this doubtful stroke of arms:

But on thy side I may not be too forward,

Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George,

Be executed in his father's sight.

Farewell: the leisure and the fearful time
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love

And ample interchange of sweet discourse,

Which so-long-sunder’d friends should dwell

upon:
God give us leisure for these rites of love!

Once more, adieu: be valiant, and speed well!

Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his regi-

ment:
ni strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a

nap,

Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow,

"WTiea I should mount with wings of victory:

Once more, good-night, kind loiffis and gentle-

men.
[Exeunt Lords, dc. with Stan.

0 Thou whose captain I account myself,

Look on my forces with a gracious eye;

put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath.

That they may crush down witii a heavy fall

The usurping helmets of our adversaries!

Make us thy ministers of chastisement.

That we may praise thee in thy victory!

To thee I do commend my watchful soul

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes:

Sleeping and waking, O, defend me stUl[

The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henry
THE Sixth, rises between the two tents.

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-

morrow! [To King Richard,

The Ghost of Clarence rises.

Ghost. Letme sitheavyonthysoulto-morrow I

[To King Richard,
I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine.
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death!
To-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die!

—

Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster,
[To Richmond.

The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee:
Good angels guard thy battle! live, and fiourish!

The Ghosts of Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan
rise.

G. of R. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-
morrow, [To King Richard.

Rivers, that died at Pomfret! despair, and die!

G. of G. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul
despair! [To King Richard.

G. of V. Think upon Vaughan, and, with
guilty fear,

Let fall thy lajace: despair, and die!

—

[To King Richard
All Three. Awake, and think our wrongs in

Richard’s bosom [To Richmond.
Will conquer him!—awake, and win the day!

The Ghost of Hastings rises.

Ghost Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake,
[To King Richard,

And in a bloody battle end thy days!

Think on Lord Hastings: despair, and die!

—

Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake!
[To Richmond.

Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's sake!

The Ghosts of the two young Princes me.

Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins, smother’d in
the Tower:

Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard,

And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death!

Thy nephews’ souls, bid thee despair and die!

—

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake
in joy;

Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy!
Live, and beget a happy race of kings!

Edward’s unhappy sons do bid thee flourish.

The Ghost of Queen Anne rises.

Ghost Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne
thy wife,
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That never slept a quiet hour with thee,

Now fills thy sleep with perturbations:

To-morrow m the battle think on me,
And fail thy edgeless sword: despair, and die!

—

Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep;

{To Richmond.
Dream of success and happy victory:

Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee.

The Ghost of Buckingham rises.

ChosL The first was I that help’d thee to the

crown; ^ To King Richard
The last was I that felt thy tyranny;

O, m the battle think on Buckingham,
And die in terror of thy guiltiness!

Dream on, dream on of bloody deeds and death:

Faintittg, despair; despamng, yield thy

breath!—
I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid.

[To Richmond.
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay’d:

God and good angels fight on Richmond’s side,

And Richard falls in height of ail his pride.

[The Ghosts vanish. K, Rich, starts,

out of his dream.

K. Rich. Give me another horse,—bind up
my wounds,

—

Have mercy, Jesu!—Soft! I did but dream.—
0 coward conscience, how dost thou afflict

me*

—

The lights bum blue.—It is now dead mid-
mght.

Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh.

What, do I fear myself? there’s none else by:

Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I.

Is there a murderer here? No;—yes; I am;
Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason

why,—
Test I revenge. What,—myself upon myself!

Alack, I love myself. Wherefore^ for any good
That I myself have done unto myself?

O, no! alas, I rather hate myself
For hateful deeds committed by myself!

1 am a villain; yet I lie, I am not.

Fool, of thyself speak well:—fool, do not
flatter.

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues,

And every tongue brings in a several tale,

And every tale condemns me for a villain.

Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree;

Murder, stem murder, in the dir’st degree;

All several sms, all us’d in each degree,
Throng to the bar, crying all, Guilty I guilty*

I shall despair. There is no creature loves me;
And if I die no soul shall pity me:
Nay, wherefore should they,—since that I

myself
Find in myself no pity to myself?
Methought the souls of all that I had murder’d
Came to my tent; and every one did threat

To-morrow’s vengeance on flie head of Richard.

Enter Ratcliff,

Rat. My lord,

—

K, Rich. Who’s there? [village-cock
Rat Ratcliff, my lord; *tis I. The early

Hath twee done siutation to the mom;
Your friends are up, and buclde on their armour.

K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I have dream’d a fear-
ful dream!— [true?

What thinkest thou,—will our friends prove all

Rat. No doubt, my lord.

K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,-
Rat. Nay, good my lord, be -not afraid of

shadows. [night

K. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-

Have strack more terror to the soul of Richard
Thau can the substance of ten thousand sol-

diers

Armed in proof and led by shallow Richmond.
It IS not yet near day. Come, go with me;
Under our tents I’ll play the eaves-dropper,

To hear if any mean to shrink from me.
[Exeunt K. Rich, and Ratcliff.

Richmond wakes. Enter Oxford and others

i
Lords, Good-morrow, Richmond! [men,
Richm. Cry mercy, lords and watchful gentle-

That you have ta’en a tardy sluggard here.

Lords. How have you slept, my lord^

Richm. The sweetest sleep and fairest-boding

dreams
That ever enter’d in a drowsy head
Have I since your departure had, my lords.

Methought their souls whose bodies Richard
murder’d

Came to my tent, and cried on victory:

I promise you, my heart is very jocund
In the remembrance of so fair a dream.
How far into the morning is it, lords?

Lords. Upon the stroke of four.

Rich. Why, then, ’hs tune to ana and give
direction.

—

[He advances to the Troops.
More than I have said, loving countrymen.
The leisure and enforcement of the time
Forbids to dwell on: yet remember this,

—

God and our good cause fight upon our side;
The prayers of holy samts and wronged souls,

Like high-rear’d bulwarks, stand before our
faces;

Richard except, those whom we fight against
Had rather have us win than him ftey follow;

For what is he they foUov/? truly, gentlemen,
A bloody tyrant and a homicide; [lish’d;

One rais’d in blood, and one in blood estab-
One that made means to come by what he hath.
And slaughter’d those that were the means to

help him;
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil

Of England’s chair, where he is falsely set;

One that hath ever been God’s enemy:
Then, if you fight against God’s enemy,
God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers;

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down,
You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain;

If you do fight against your country’s foes,

Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the hire;

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives,
Your wives shallwelcome home the conquerors;
If you do free your children from the sword,
Your children’s children quit it in your age.
Then, in the name of God and all these rights,

Advance your standards, draw your willing

swords.
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold face;
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But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt

The least of you shall share his part thereof.

Sound drums and trumpets boldly and cheer-
fully;

God and Saint Georgel Richmond and victory!

[Exeunt.

Re-enier King Richard, Ratcliff,
Attendants, and Forces.

K. Rich. What said Northumberland as touch-
ing Richmond?

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms.
K. Rich. He said the truth; and what said

Surrey then? [purpose.

Rat. He smil’d, and said, the better for our
j^. Rich. He was in the right; and so, m-

deed, it is. [Clock strikes.

Tell the clock there.—Give me a calendar.

—

Who saw the sun to-day?

Rat. Not I, my lord.

K. Rick. Then he disdains to shine; for by
the book

He should have brav’d the east an hour ago:
A black day will it be to somebody.—
Ratcliff,

—

Rat. My lord?

H. Rick. The sun will not be seen to-day;

The sky doth frown and lower upon our army.
I would these dewy tears were from the ground.
Not shine to-day! Why, what is that to me
More than to Richmond? for the selfsame

heaven
That frowns on me looks sadly upon him.

Enter Norfolk.

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in

the field. [horse;

—

K. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle; caparison my
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power:
I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain,

And thus my battle shall be ordered:

—

My forward shall be drawn out all in length,

Consisting equally of horse and foot;

Our archers shall be placed in the midst:

John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey,
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse.
They thus directed, we ourself will follow

In the main battle; whose puissance on either

side

Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse.

This, and Saint George to boot!—^What think’st

thou, Norfolk?
Nor, A good direction, warlike sovereign.

—

This found I on my tent this morning.
[Giving a scroll.

K. Rich. [Reads.] Jocky of Norfolk^ he not too
bold,

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.

A thing devised by the enemy.

—

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge;
Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls;

Conscience is but a word that cowards use.
Devis’d at first to keep the strong in awe:
Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our

law.
March on, join bravely, let us to ’t pell-mell;

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell,—
What shall I say more than I have inferr’d?

Remember whom you are to cope withal;

—

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways,
A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants,

Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits forth

To desperate ventures and assur’d destruction.

You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest;

You having lands, and bless’d with beauteous
wives,

They would restrain the one, distain the other.

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow,

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s cost?

A milk sop, one that never in his life

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow?
Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again;

Lash hence these over-weening rags of France,
These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives;

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit,

For want of means, poor rats, had hang’d them-
selves:

If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us.

And not these bastard Bretagnes; whom our
fathers [thump’d,

Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and
And, on record, left them the heirs of ^ame.
Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our

wives?
Ravish our daughters?—Hark! I hear their

drum. [Drum afar off.

Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold yeo-
men!

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head!
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood;
Amaze the welkin with your broken stavesl

Enter a Messenger.

What says Lord Stanley? will he bring his
power?

Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come.
K. Rich. Off with his son George’s head!
Nor. My lord, the enemy is pass’d the

marsh:
After the battle let George Stanley die.

K. Rick. A thousand hearts are great within
my bosom:

Advance our standards, set upon our foes;

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George,
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons!
Upon them! Victory sits on our helms.

[Exeunt,

Scene TV.’^Another part of the Field,

Alarum: excursions. Enter Norfolk and
Forces; to him Catesby.

Cate, Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue,

rescue!

The king enacts more wonders than a man.
Daring an opporite to every danger:

His horse is dain, and all on foot he fi^ts,

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost!

Alarum, Enter King Richard,

K. Rich. A horse! a horse! my kingdom for

a horse!

Cate. Withdraw, my lord; I’ll help you to

a horse.

K. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast,

And I will stand the hazard of the die;

I think there be six Richmonds in the field;
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Five have I slain to-day instead of him.

—

A horsel a horse! my l^gdom for a horse!
[Exeunt.

Scene V-— Another Pmt of the Field.

Alamms, Enters from opposite sides, King
Richarb and Richmond; and exeunt fight-

mg. Retreat, and flourish. Then re-enter

Richmond, with Stanley hearing the croivn

and divers other Lords and Forces.

Rkhm. God and yotir arms be prais’d, vic-

torious friends;

The day is oars, the bloody dog is dead.
^on. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou

acquit thee!

Lo, here, this lon^-usurped royalty

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch
Have I pinch’d off, to grace thy brows withal:

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. [all!

—

Ridun. Great God of heaven, say Amen to

But, tell me, is young George Stanley living?

Stem. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester
tovm, [us.

Whither, if it please you, we maynow withdraw
Richm, Whatmen of name are slain on either

side?

Stan. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord
Ferrers, [don.

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Bran-
Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their

births:

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled
That in submission will return to us:
And then, as we have ta’en the sacrament,
We will unite the white rose and the red:

—

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction.
That long hath frown’d upon their enmity!
What traitor hears me, and says not Amen?
England hath long been mad, and scarr’d her-

self;

The brother blindly shed the brother’s blood,
The father rashly slaughter’d his own son.
The son, compell’d, been butcher to flie sire:

All this divided York and Lancaster,
Divided in their dire division,

—

O, now let Richmond and Elizabeth,
The true succeeders of each royal house,
By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together!
And let their heirs,—God, if thy wffl be so,

—

Enrich the time to come with smooth’d-fac’d
peace,

With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days!
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious I^rd,
That would reduce these bloody days again,
And make poor England weep in streams of

blood!

Let them not live to taste this land’s increase
That would with treason wound this fair land’s

peace!
Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives

That she may long live here, God say Amen!
[Exeunt
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PROLOGUE.
I come no more to make you laugh: things now
That bear a weighty and a serious brow,
Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe,
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow,

We now present. Those that can pity, here
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear;

The subject will deserve it. Such as give

Their money out of hope they mar believe,

May here find truth too. Those that come to

see
Only a show or two, and so agree

The play may pass, if they be still and willing.

I’ll undertake may see away their shilling

Richly in two short hours. Only they
That come to hear a merry bawdy play,

A noise of targets, or to see a fellow
In a long motley coat guarded with yellow,
Will be deceiv’d; for, gentle hearers, know,
To rank our chosen truth with such a show
As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting

Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring.

To make that only true we now intend.

Will leave us never an understanding friend.
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Hitrefore, for goodness’ sake, and as you are

toown
Tlie first and lutppiest hearers of the town,

Be sad, as we wo^d make ye: think ye see

The very persons of our noble story

As they were living; think yon see them great,

And follow’d with tiie general throng and sweat

Of thousand friends; idien, in a moment, see

How soon this mightiness meets misery:

And if yon can be merry then I’ll say

A man may weep npon his wedding-day.

ACT I.

Scene I.—Lonbon. An Ante-Chamber in the

Palace.

Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door; at

the other, the Duke of Buckingham and
the Lord Abergavenny.

Buck. Good-morrow, and well met. How
have yon done

Since last we saw in France?
Nor. 1 thank your grace,

Healthful; and ever since a fresh admirer

Of what I saw there.

Buck. An untimely ague
Stay’d me a prisoner in my chamber, when
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men,
Met in the vale of Andren.

Nor. ’Twixt Guynes and Arde:
I was then present, saw them salute on horse-

back; [clung

Beheld them, when they lighted, how they
In their embracement, as they grew together;

Which had they, what four thron'd ones could

have weigh’d
Such a compounded one?

Buck. AH the whole time

I was my chamber’s pnsoner.
Not. Then you lost

The view of earthly glory: men might say,

Till this time pomp was single, but now mar-
ned

To one above itself. Each following day
Became the next day’s master, dll the last

Made former wonders it’s: to-day the French,
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods.

Shone down the English; and to-morrow they
Made Britain India: every man that stood
Show'd like a mine. Their dwarfish pages

were
As cherubims, all gilt: the madams too,

Not us’d to toil, did almost sweat to bear
The pride upon them, that their very labour
Was to them as a painting: now this masque
Was cried incomparable; and the ensuing.mght
Made it a fool and beggar. The two kings,
Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst,
As presence did present them; him in eye,
Still Mm in praise; and, being present both,
’Twas said they saw but one; and no discemer
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these

suns,— [leng’d
For so they phrase ’em,—by their heralds chal-
Thc noble spirits to arms, they did perform
Beyond thought’s compass: that former fabu-

lous story.

Being now seen posable enough, got credit,
That Bevis was behev’d.

Buck. 0, you go far.

Nor. As I belong to worsMp, and affect

In honour honesty, the tract of everything
Would by a good discourser lose some life,

Which action’s self was tongue to. All was
; royal;

j

To the disposing of it naught rebell’d,

I

Order gave each thing view; the office did

I

Distinctly his full function.

Buck. Who did guide—
I mean, who set the body and the limbs
Of this great sport together, as you guess?

Nor. One, certes, that promises no element
In such a business.

Buck. I pray you, who, my lord?
Nor. All this was order’d by the good dis-

cretion

Of the nght reverend Cardinal of York, [freed

Suck. The devil speed him! no man’s pie is

From his ambitious finger. What had he
To do in these fierce vanities? I wonder
That such a keech can with his very bulk
Take up the rays o’ the benefical sun,
And keep it from the earth.

Not. Surely, sir,

There’s in him stuff that puts him to these
ends; [grace

For, being not propp’d by ancestry, whose
Chalks successors their way; nor call’d upon
For high feats done to the crown; neither allied

To eminent assistants; but, spider-hke,

Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note
The force of his own merit makes his way;
A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys
A place next to the king.

Aber. I cannot tell

What heaven hath given him,—let some graver
eye

Pierce into that; but I can see his pride

Peep through each part of him: whence has he
that?

If not from hell, the devil is a niggard;

Or has given all before, and he begins
A new hell in himself.

Buck. Why the devil,

Upon this French going-out, took he upon him,
Without the privity o’ the king, to appoint

Who should attend on him? He makes up the
file

Of all the gentry; for the most part such
To whom as great a charge as little honour
He meant to lay upon: and his own letter.

The honourable board of council out,

Must fetch him in the papers.

Aber. I do know
Kinsmen of mme, three at the least, that have
By this so sicken’d their estates that never
They shall abound as formerly.

Buck. 0, many [’em
Have broke their backs with laying manors on
For tMs great journey. What did this vanity

But minister communication of

A most poor issue?
Nor. Gnevingly I think,

The peace between the French and us not

values.

The cost that did conclude it.

Buck. Every man,
After the hideous storm that follow’d was
A thing inspir’d;^and, not consulting, broke
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Into a general prophecy,—That this tempest,

Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded

The sudden breach on^t.

Nor. Which is budded out;

For France hath flaw’d the league, and hath
attach’d

Our merchants’ goods at Bordeaux.

Aber. Is it therefore

The ambassador is silenc’d?

Nor. Marry, is’t.

Aber. A proper title of a peace; and pur-

chas’d

At a superfluous rate!

Buck. Why, all this business

Our reverend cardinal carried.
*

Nor. lake it your grace,

The state takes notice of the private difference

Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you,

—

And take it from a heart that wishes towards
you

Honour and plenteous safety,—^that you read

The cardinal’s mahce and his potency

Together; to consider further, that

What his high hatred would effect wants not

A minister m his power. You know his nature.

That he’s revengeful; and I know his sword
Hath a sharp edge; it’s long, and, ’tmay be said.

It reaches far; and where ’twill not extend,

Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel,

You’ll find it wholesome.—Lo, where comes
that rock

That I advise you shunning.

Bnter Cardinal Wolsey, ike purse home be-

fore him, certain of the Guard, and two Sec-

retaries with papers. The Cardinal m his

passage fixeth his eye on Buckingham, and
Buckingham on him, both full of disdam.

Wot. The Duke of Buckingham’s surveyor?

ha?
Where’s his examination?

I Seer. Here, so please you.

Wol Is he in person ready?

I Seer. Ay, please your grace.

Wol. Well, we shall then know more; and
Buckingham

Shall lessen this big look.

[Exeunt Wolsey and Train.

Buck. This butcher’s cur is venom-mouth’d,
and I

Have not the power to muzzle him; therefore

best
Not wake hun in his slumber. A beggar’s book
Outworths a noble’s blood.

Nor. What, are you chafd?
Ask God for temperance; that’s the appliance

only

Which your disease requires.

Buck. I read in’s looks

Matter against me; and his eye revil’d

Me, as his abject object: at this instant [king;

He bores me with some tnck: he’s gone to the

I’ll follow, and outstare him.
Nor. Stay, my lord,

And let your reason with your choler question

What ’tis you go about; to climb steep hills

Requires slow pace at first: anger is like

A full-hot horse, who being allow’d his way.
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England

Can advise me like you: he to yourself
As you would to your friend.

Buck. I’ll to the king;
And from a mouth of honour quite cry down
This Ipswich fellow’s insolence; or proclaim
There’s difference m no persons.
Nor. Be advis’d;

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot
That it do singe yourself: we may outrun.
By violent svviftiiess, that which we run at,

And lose by over-running. Know you not,
*

The fire that mounts the liquor till ’t run o’er,

In seeimng to augment it wastes it? Be advis’d;
I say again, there is no English soul
More stronger to direct you than yourself.

If with the sap of reason you would quench
Or but allay the fire of passion.

Buck. Sir
I am thankful to you; and I’ll go along
By your presenption: but this top-proud fel-

low,

—

Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but
From smeere motions,—by intelligence,

And proofs as clear as founts in July, when
We see each grain of gravel, I do know
To be corrupt and treasonous.
Nor. Say not treasonous.
Buck. To the king I’U say’t; and make my

vouch as strong
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox.

Or wolf, or both,
—

^for he is equal ravenous
As he is subtle, and as prone to mischief
As able to perform’t; his mind and place
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,

—

Only to show his pomp as well m France
As here at home, suggests the king our master
To this last costly treaty, the interview,

Thac swallow’d so much treasure, and like a
glass

Did break i’ the rinsing.

Nor. Faith, and so it did.

Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cun-
ning cardinal

The articles o’ the combination drew
As himself pieas’d; and they were ratified

As he cried, Thus let be; to as much end
As give a crutch to the dead: but our count-

cardinal

Has done this, and ’tis well; for worthy Wolsey,
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows,—
Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy
To the old dam treason,—Charles the emperor.
Under pretence to see the queen his aunt,

—

For ’twas mdeed his colour, but he came
To whisper Wolsey,—^here makes visitation:

His fears that the interview betwixt
England and France mi^t, through their amity,

Breed him some prejudice; for from this league
Peep’d harms that menac’d him: he privily

Deals with our cardinal; and, as I trow,

—

Which I do well; for I am sure the emperor
Paid ere he promis’d; whereby his suit was

granted
Ere itwas ask’d;—butwhen the way was made,
And pav’d with gold, the emperor thus de-

sir’d,

—

That he would please to alter the king’s course,

And break the foresaid peace. Let the king
know,

—

As soon he shall by me,—that thus the cardinal
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Does Imy and sen Ms itonotir as he pleases,

And for Ms own adTanlnge.
Nor. I am sorry

To hear tMs of Mm; and conld wish he were
Something mistaken ln*t.

Buck. Ko, not a syllable:

I do pronotince Mm in that yciy shape
He shall appear in proof.

jailer Bsaicdok, a Sergeant>at>Anns Ixfore

hiMf and tm or three of the Guard.

BroTL Your office, sergeant; execute it

Serg. Sir,

Ify lord the Duke of BucMngham, and Earl
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I

Arrest thee of high treason, in the name
Of our most sovereign king.

Buck. lo, you, my lord,

The net has fallen upon me! I shall perish

Under device and practice.

Brmu I am sorry

To see you ta’en from liberty, to look on
Thebu^ess present: ’tis his highness' pleasure

You shall to the Tower.
Buck. It will help me nothing

To plead mine innocence; for that dye is on me
Which makes my whit’st part black. The will

of heaven
Be done in this and all things!—I obey.

—

0 my Lord Aberga’ny, fare you well!

Bran. Nay, he must bear you company.

—

The king [To Abergavennt.
Is pleas’d you shiffi to the Tower, till you know
How he determines further.

Aber. As the duke said.

The will of heaven be done, and the king’s

pleasure

By me obey’d!

Bran. Here is a warrant from
The king to attach Lord Montacute; and the

bodies

Of the duke’s confessor, John de la Car,
One Gilbert Peck, Ms chancellor,—

Buck. So, so;

These are the limbs o’ the plot:—no more, I
hope.

Bran. A monk o’ tiie Chartreux.
Buck. O, Nicholas Hopkins?
Bran. He.
Buck. My surveyor is false; the o’er-great

cardinal [ready:

Hath show’d him gold; my life is spann’d
1 am the shadow of poor Buckingham,
Whose hgme even tMs instant cloud puts on,
By darkening my clear sun.—My lord, fare-

welL [Exeunt

Scene II.—London. The Council Chamber.

Comets. Enter King Henry, Cardinal
WoLSEY, the Lords of the Council, Sir
Thomas Lovell, Officers, and Attendants.
The King enters, leanmg on the Cardinal’s
shotdder.

K. Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of
it, [level

Thanks you for this great care: I stood i’ the
Of a full-charg’d confederacy, and give thanks
To you that choked it,—Let be call’d before us

That gentleman of Buckingham’s: in person
I’ll hear him his confessions justify;

An pomt by point the treasons of Ms master
He shall again relate.

[The King taJm hfr state. The Lords of
the Council take then several places. The
Cardinal places himself under the King’s
feet, on his nght side.

A noise unthin, crying, **Room for the
Queen!” Enter Qmm Katharine,
ushered by the Ddkes op Norfolk and
Suffolk: she kneels. The Kdvg riseth

from his state, takes her up, ki^es, and
placeih her by him.

Q. Kath. Nay, we must longer kneel; I am
a suitor. [your suit

K. Hen. Arise, and take place by us:—half
Never name to us; you have half our power:
The other moiety, ere you ask, is given;

Repeat your wiU, and take it.

Q. Kath. Thank your majesty.
That you would love yourself, and in that love
Not xmconsider’d leave your honour, nor
The dignity of your office, is the point

Of my petition.

K. Hen. Lady mine, proceed.

Q. Kath. I am solicited, not by a few,
And those of true condition, that your subjects
Are in great grievance: there have been com-

missions

Sent down among ’em which have flaw’d the
heart

Of all their loyalties:—wherein, although,

My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches
Most bitterly on you, as putter-on
Of these exactions, yet the kmg our master,

—

Whose honour Heaven shield from soil!—even
he escapes not

Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears
In loud rebellion.

Nor. Not almost appears,

—

It doth appear; for, upon these taxations,

The clothiers Mi, not able to maintain
Them any to them ’longing, have put off

The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who,
Unfit for other life:^compell’d by hunger
And lack of other means, in desperate manner
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar,
And danger serves among them.
K, Hen. Taxation!

Wherein? and what taxation?—My lord cardi-

nal,

You that are blam’d for it alike with us,
Know you of this taxation?

Wol. Please you, sir,

I know but of a single part, in aught
Pertains to the state; and front but in that file

Where others teU steps with me.
Q. Kath, No, my lord,

You know no more than others; but you frame
Things that axe known alike; which are not

wholesome [must
To those which would not know them, and yet
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exac-

tions.

Whereof my sovereign would have note, they
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Most pestilent to the liearing; and to bear ’em
Tbe back is ^crifice to the load. They say

They are devis’d by yoti; or else von s^er
Too hard an exclamation.

K. Hen. Still exaction!

The nature of it? in what kind, let’s know.
Is exaction?

Q. Kath. I am much too venturous

In tempting of your patience; but am bolden’d

Under your promis’d pardon. The subjects’

grief

Comes through commissions, which compel
from each

The sixth part of his substance, to be levied

Without delay; and the pretence for this

Is nam’d your wars in France: this makes bold
mouths;

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts
freeze

Allegiance in them; their curses now
live where their prayers did: and it’s come to

pass

This tractable obedience is a slave

To each incensed wiU, I would your highness
Would give it quick consideration, for

There is no primer business.

K. Hen. By my life,

This is against our pleasure.

Wol. And for me,
I have no further gone in this than by
A single voice; and that not pass’d me but
By learned approbation of the judges. If I am
Traduc’d by ignorant tongues, which neither

know
My facultes nor person, yet will be
The chronicles of my doing,—let me say
’Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake
That virtue must go through. We must not

stint

Our necessary actions, in the fear

To cope malicious censurers; which ever.

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow

That is new-trimm’d, but benefit no further

Than vainly longing. What we oft do best.

By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is

Not ours, or not allow’d; what worst, as oft

Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up
For our best act. If we shall stand still,

In fear our motion will be mock’d or c^’d at,

We should take root here where we sit, or sit

State-statues only.

K. Hen. Things done well
And with a care exempt themselves from fear

Things done without example, in tbeir issue

Are to be fear’d. Have you a precedent
Of this commission? I believe, not any.

We must not rend our subjects from our laws.

And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each
A trembling contribution! Why, we take
From every tree lop, bark, and part o’ the

timber;
And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack’d
The air will drink the sap. To every county
Where this is question’d send our letters, with
Free pardon to each man that has denied
The force of this commission: pray, look to’t;

I put, it to your care.

Wb?. A word with you.

[To the Secretary.

Let there he letters writ to every shire,

Of the king’s grace and pardon. The griev’d

commons
Hardly conceive of me; let it be nois’d

That through our intercession this revokement
And pardon comes: I shall anon advise you
Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary.

Enter Surveyor.

Q. Kath. I am sorry that the Duke of Buck-
ingham

Is run in your displeasure.

K. Hen. It grieves many:
The gentleman is leam’d, and a most rare

speaker;
To nature none more bound; his training such
That he may fmnish and instract great teachers

And never seek for aid out of himself. Yet see.

When these so noble benefits shall prove
Not well dispos’d, the mind growing once

corrupt.

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more
ugly

Than ever they were fair. This man so com-
plete, [we,

Who was enroll’d ’mongst wonders, and when
Almost with ravish’d hst’ning, could not find

His hour of speech a minute; he, my lady,

Hath into monstrous habits put the graces
That once were his, and is become as black

As if besmear’d in hell. Sit by us; you shall

hear—
This was his gentleman in trust,—of him
Things to strike honour sad.—Bid him recount
The fore-cited practices; whereof
We cannot feel too little, hear too much.

Wol. Stand forth, and with bold spirit relate

what you,
Most like a careful subject, have coBected
Out of the Duke of Buckingham.
K. Hen. Speak freely,

Surv. First, it was usual with him, every day
It would infect his speech,—that if &c king
Should without issue die, he’ll carry it so

To make the sceptre his: these very words
I have heard him utter to his son-m-law.
Lord Aberga’ny; to whom by oath he menac’d
Revenge upon the cardinal.

Wol. Please your highness, note
TIus dangerous conception in this point.

Not friended by his wish, to your high person
His will is most maligi^t; and it stretches

Beyond you to your friends.

Q. Kath. My leam’d lord cardinal,

Dehver all with charity.

K. Hen. Speak on;

How grounded he his title to the crown
Upon our fail? to this point hast thou heard him
At any time speak aught?

Surv. He was brought to this

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins.
K.Hen. What was that Hopkms?
Surv. Sir, a Chartreux firiar,

His confessor; who fed him every minute
With words of sovereignty.

K. Hen. How know’st thou this?

Surv. Not long before your highness sped to

France,
The Duke being at the Rose, within the parish

Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand
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Whftt was the speech among the Londoners
Concerning the French journey: I replied,

Men fear’d the French would prove perfidious,

To the king’s danger. Presently the duke
Said, ’twas the fear, indeed; and that he

doubted
’Twould prove the verity of certain words
Spoke by a holy monk; That oft, says he.

Bath sent to me, wishing me to permit

John de la Car, mg chaplain, a choice hour
To hear from Mm a matter of some moment:
Whom after under the confession's seal

Be solemnly had sworn, that what he spoke
Mg chaplain to no creature living but
To me should utter, with demure confidence

TMspausinglg ensued,—Neither the king noT*s

heirs,

TeU you the duke, shall prosper: bid Mm strive

To gain the love 0’ the commonalty: the duke
Shall govern England.

Q. Kaih. If I know you well,

You were the duke’s surveyor, and lost your
ofiSce (heed

On the complaint 0’ the tenants: take good
You charge not in your spleen a noble person,

And spoil your nobler soul: 1 say, take heed:
Yes, heartily beseech you.

K. Ben. Let him on:

—

Go forward.

Surv. On my soul, I’ll speak but truth.

I told my lord the duke, by the devil’s illusions

The monk might be deceiv’d; and that ’twas

dangerous for him
To ruminate on this so far, until

It forg’d him some design, which, being
behev’d.

It was much like to do: he answer’d. Tush,
It can do me no damage; addmg further.

That, had the kmg in his last sickness fail’d,

The cardinal’s and Sir Thomas Lovell’s heads
Should have gone off.

K. Ben. Ha! what, so rank? Ah-ha!
There’s mischief in this man:—Canst thou say

further?

Surv. I can, my liege.

K. Ben. Proceed.
Surv. Being at Greenwich,

After your highness had reprov’d the duke
About Sir William Blomer,—
K. Ben. I remember

Of such a time:—being my sworn servant.

The duke retain’d Idm his.—But on; what
hence?

Surv. If, quoth he, Ifor tMs had been com-
mitted,

As, to the Tower, I thought,—I would have
playM

The part my father meant to act upon
The usurper Rickard; who, being at ^lisbury.
Made smt to come in’s presence; which, if

granted.

As he made semblance of Ms duty, would
Bave put his knife into him.
K. Ben. A ^ant traitor!
Wol. Now, madam, may bis highness live in

freedom,
And this man out of prison?
O. KatM God mend all!

K. Hen. There’s something more would out
of thee; what sa3r’st?

Surv. After the duke Ms father, with the
knife,

He stretch’d him, and, with one hand on his
dagger,

Another spread on’s breast, mounting his eyes,
He did discharge a homble oath; whose tenor
Was, were he evil us’d, he would out-go
His father by as much as a performance
Does an irresolute purpose.

K. Hen. There’s his period,
To sheath his knife in us. He is attach’d;

Call him to present tnal: if he may
Find mercy in the law, ’tis his; if none,
Let him not seek’t of us: by day and night.

He is a daring traitor to the height. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord Sands.

Cham. Is’t possible the spells of France
should juggle

Men into such strange mysteries?
Sands. New customs,

Though they be never so ridiculous.

Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are follow’d.

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our
English

Have got by the late voyage is but merely
A fit or two 0’ the face; but they are shrewd

ones;

For when they hold them, you would swear
directly

Their very noses had been counsellors
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep state so.

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame
ones: one would take it,

That never saw ’em pace before, the spavin
Or springhalt reign’d among ’em.

Cham. Death! my lord,
Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too,

That sure they have worn out Christendom.

Enter Sm Thomas Loveix.

How now?
What news. Sir Thomas Lovell?

Eov. ’Faith, my lord,
I hear of none, but the new proclamation
That’s clapp’d upon the court-gate.
Cham. What is’t for?
Lov. The reformation of our travell’d gal-

,lants, [tailors.
That fiU the court with quarrels, talk, and
Cham. I am glad ’tis there; now I would

pray our monsieurs
To think an English courtier may be wise,
And never see the Louvre.

^
They must either—

For so run the conditions—leave those remnants
Of fool and feather that they got in France,
With aU their honourable points of ignorance
Pert^ng thereunto,—as fights and fireworks:
Abusing better men than the y can be,
Out of a foreign wisdom,—^renouncing clean
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings,
Short blister’d breeches, and those types of

travel,

And understand again, like honest men

;

Or pack to their old playfellows; there, I take it,

They may, cum privilegio, wear away
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The lag end of their lewdness, and be langhM
at.

Sands. ’Tis time to give ’em physic, th^
diseases

Are grown so catching.

Cham. What a loss otir ladies

Will have of these trim vanities!

Lov. Ay, marry,

There will be woe indeed, lords: the sly whore-
sons

Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies;

A French song and a fiddle has no fellow.

Sands. The devil fiddle ’em! I am glad
they’re going,

—

For, sure, there’s no converting of ’em:—now
An honest country lord, as I am, beaten [song,

A long time out of play, may bring his plam-
And have an hour of hearmg; and, by’r Lady,

Held current music too.

Cham. WeU said, Lord Sands;
Your colt’s tooth is not cast yet.

Sands. No, my lord;

Nor shall not, while I have a stump.
Cham. Sir Thomas,

Whither were yon a-going?

Xoy. To the cardinal’s:

Your lordship is a guest too.

Cham. 0, ’tis true;

This night he makes a supper, and a great one,

To many lords and ladies; there will be
The beauty of this kingdom, I’ll assure you.

Zov. That churchman bears a bounteous
mind indeed,

A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us;

His dews fan everywhere.
Cham. No doubt he’s noble;

He had a black mouth that said other of him.
Sands. He may, my lord,—has wherewithal;

in him [tnne:

Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doc-

Men of his way should be most liberal;

They are set here for examples.
Cham. True, they are so;

But few now give so great ones. My barge
stays; [Thomas,

Your lordship shall along.—Come, good Sir

We shall be late else; which I would not be,

For 1 was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford,

This night to be comptrollers.

Sands. I am your lordship’s.

[Exeimi.

Scene IV.—London. The Presence Cham-
her in York Place.

Hautboys. A small table under a state for the
Cardinal, a longer table for the guests.
Enter, at one door, Anne Bullen, and
divers Lords, Ladies, and Gentlewoman, as
guests; at another door, enter Sir Henry
Guildford.

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his
grace

Salutes ye all; this night he dedicates
To fair content and you: none here, he hopes.
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her
One care abroad; he would have all as merry
As, first, good company, good wine, good wel-

come [tardy;
Can make good people.—O, my lord, you are

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and
Sir Thomas Lovell.

The very thought of this fair company
Clapp’d wings to me.
Cham. You are yoimg, Sir Henry Guildford.

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal

But half my lay-thoughts in Wm, some of these
Should find a running banquet ere they rested;

I think would better please ’em; by my life.

They are a sweet society of fair ones, [fessor

Lov. O, that your lordship were but now con-
To one or two of these!

Sands. I would I were;
They should find easy penance.

Lov. Faith, how easy?
Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it.

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit?

Sir Han?,
Place you that side; I’ll take the charge of this;

His grace is ent’iing.—Nay, you must not
freeze;

Two women plac’d together makes cold
weather;—

My Lord Sands, you are one will keep ’em
waking;

Pray, sit between these ladies.

Sands. By my faith,

And thank your lordship.—By your leave,

sweet ladies:

[Seate himself between Anne Bullen
and another Lady.

If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me;
I had it from my father.

Anne. Was he mad, sir?

Sands. 0, very mad, exceedmg mad, in love

too;

But he would bite none; just as I do now,—
He would kiss you twenty with a breath.

[Kisses her.

Cham. Well said, my lord.

—

So, now you’ve fairly seated.—Gentlemen,
The penance hes on you if these fair ladies

Pass away frowning.

Sands. For my Httle cure,

Let me alone.

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolsey,
attended; and takes his state.

Wot. Ye’re welcome, my fair guests: that

noble lady
Or gentleman that is not freely merry
Is not my friend: this, to confirm my welcome;
And to you all, good health. [Drmfes.

Sar^s. Your grace is noble:—
Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks,

And save me so much talking.

Wol. My Lord Sands.

I am beholden to you: cheer your neighbours,—
Ladies, you are not merry:—gentlemen,
Whose fault is this?

Sands. The red wine first must rise

In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we shall have
’em

Talk us to silence.

Anne. You are a merry gamester,
My Lord Sands.

Sands. Yes, if I make my play.

Here’s to your ladyship; and pledge it, madam.
For ’tis to such a thing,

—
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Arme, Yon cannot sjiow me. WoL W!hat say they?

Sands. I told your grace they would talk Cham. Such a one, they all confess,
anon. There is indeed; which they would have your

^2>ram and trumpets: Chambers grace

discharged within. Find out, and he wiH take it.

Wol, 'What’s that? Wol. Let me see. then.

—

Cham. Look out there, some of ye.

[Exit a Servant
Wal. What warlike voice,

And to what end, is this?—ITay ladies, fear not;

By aU the laws of war ye’re privileg’d.

Re-enter Servant.

Charru How nowl what is’t?

Serv. A noble troop of strangers,

—

For so they seem: they have left their barge,

and landed:
And hither make, as great ambassadors
From foreign princes.

Wol. Good lord chamberlain,
Go, give 'em welcome; you can speak the

French tongue;
And, pray receive ’em nobly, and conduct ’em
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty
Shall shine at full upoh them.—Some attend

him,
[Exit Chamberlain attended. AU ctriae,

and tables removed.
You have now a broken banquet: but we’U

mend it.

A good digestion to you all: and once more
I shower a welcome on you;—welcome all.

Bautboys. Enter the Kino, and others, as
miskers, habited like shepherds, with Torch-
bearers, ushered by the Lord Chamberlain.
They pass directly before the Cardinal, and
gracefully salute him.

A noble company! what are their pleasures?
Cham. Because they speak no English, thus

they pray’d
To tell your grace,—that, having heard by fame
Of this so noble and so fair assembly
This night to meet here, they could do no less
Out of ttie great respect they bear to beauty.
But leave their flocks; and, under your fair

conduct, '

Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat
An hour of revels with ’em.
Wol Say, lord chamberlain,

They have done my poor house grace, for which
I pay ’em [pleasures.

A thousand thanks, and pray ’em take their
{Ladies chosen for ike dance. The King

chooses Anne Bxjllen.
K. Hen. The fairest hand I ever touch’d!

0 beauty.
Till now I never knew thee! [Music. Dance.
Wol My lord,—
Cham. Your grace?
Wol Pray tell them thus much from me:

—

There should be one amongst them, by his
person.

More worthy this place than myself; to whom,
If I but knew him, with my love and duty
I would surrender it.

Cham, I will, my lord.

[Goes to the Masims, and returns.

[Comes from his state.
By all your good leaves, gentlemen:—here I’U

make
My royal choice.

K. Hen. Ye have found him, cardinal:

[Unmasking,
You hold a fair assembly; you do well, lord:
You are a churchman, or I’ll tell you, cardinal
I should judge now unhappily.
Wol I am glad

Your grace is grown so pleasant.
K, Hen. My lord chamberlain,

Pr’ythee, come hither; what fair lady’s that?
Cham. An’t please your grace, Sir Thomas

BuUeu’s daughter,— [women.
The Viscount Rochford,—one of her highness’
K. Hen. By heaven, she is a dainty one.

—

Sweetheart,
I were unmannerly to take you out.

And not to kiss you.—A health, gentlemen!
Let it go rotmd.
Wol Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready

I* the privy chamber?
Lov. Yes. my lord.

Wol Your grace,
I fear, with dancing is a little heated.
K. Hen, I fear, too much.
Wol There’s fresher air, my lord.

In the next chamber. [sweet partner,
K. Hen. Lead m your ladies, every one:—

I must not yet forsake you:—let’s be merry:

—

Good my lord cardinal, I have haK a dozen
healths

To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure
To lead ’em once again; and then let’s dream
Who’s best in favour.—Let the music knock it.

[Exeunt, with trumpets,

ACT II.

Scene I.- -London, A Street.

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting,

1 Gent. Whither away so fast?
2 Gent. 0 , God save yel

E’en to the haU, to hesCr what shall become
Of the great Duke of Buddngham.

1 Gent. I’ll save you
That labour, sir. All’s now done, but the

ceremony
Of bringing back the prisoner.

2 Gent. W'ere you there?
1 Gent. Yes, indeed, was 1.

2 Gent. Pray, speak what has happen’d.
1 Gent. You may guess quickly what.
2 Gent. Is he found guilty?
1 Gent. Yes, truly is he, and condenm’d

upon’t.

2 Gent. I am sorry forit.

1 Gent. So are a number more.
2 Gent. But, pray, how pass’d it? [duke
I Gent, I’U teU you in a little. The great

Came to the bar; where to his accusations
He pleaded stiU not guilty, and alleg’d
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Htuiy sharp reasons to defeat the law.

The king’s attorney, on the contrary,

tr^’d on the examinations, proofs, confessions

Of divers witnesses; which the duke desir’d

To have brought, viva voce, to his face:

At which appear’d againstMm Ms surveyor;

Sir Gilbert Peck, Ms chancellor; and John Car,

Confessor to him; with that devil-mo:^,

Hopkins, that made tMs miscMef.

2 Gent That was he
That fedMm with Ms prophecies?

1 Gent The same.

All these accus’d Mm strongly; wMch he fain

Would have flung from Mm, but, indeed, he
could not:

And so Ms peers, upon this evidence,

Have found Mm guilty of Mgh treason. Much
He spoke, and learnedly, for life; but all

Was either pitied inMm or forgotten. [self?

2 Gent After all tMs, how did he bear him-
1 Gent When he was brought again to the

bar to hear [stirr’d

His knell rung out, Ms judgment,—-he was
With such an agony, he sweat extremely,

And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty;

But he fell to Mmself again, and sweetly

In all the rest show’d a most noble patience.

2 Gent 1 do not think he fears death.

1 Gent Sure, he does not,

He never was so womanish; the cause

He may a little grieve at.

2 Gent Certainly

The cardinal is the end of tMs.

1 Gent ’Tis likely.

By Ml conjectures: first, Kildare’s attainder,

Then deputy of Ireland; who remov’d,
Earl Surrey was sent tMther, and in haste too,

Lest he should help Ms father.

2 Gent That trick of state

Was a deep envious one.

1 Gent At Ms return

No doubt he will requite it. TMs is noted,

And generally,—whoever the king favours

The cardinal instantly will find employment,
And far enough from court too.

2 Gent All the commons
Hate Mm perniciously, and, o’ my conscience,

Wish Mm ten fathom deep: tMs duke as much
They love and dote on; call him bo:mteous

Buckingham,
The mirror of all courtesy,

—

1 Gent Stay there, sir.

And see the noble ruin’d man you speak of.

Enter Buckingham from his arraignment;
Tip-staves before him; the axe with the edge
towards him; halberds on each side: with
him Sir Thomas Lovelu, Sir Nicholas
Vaux, Sir William Sands, and common
peojfle,

2 Gent Let’s stand close, and behold Mm.
Buck. All good people,

You that thus far have come to pity me,
Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me
I have this day receiv’d a traitor’s judgment,
And by that name must die: yet, heaven bear

witness,
And if I have a conscience, let it sink me,
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithfull

The law I bear no malice for my death;
*T has done, upon the premises, but justice:

But those that sought it 1 could wish more
Christians:

Be what they will, I heartily forgive ’em:
Yet let ’em look they glory not in miscMef,
Nor build their evils on the graves of great men;
For then my guiltless blood must cry against

’em.
For further life in tMs world I ne’er hope.
Nor will I sue, although the kmg have mercies
More than I dare make faulM. You few that

lov’d me,
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham,
His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave
Is only bitter to Mm, only dying,
Go with me, like good angels, to my end;
And as the long divorce of steel falls onme
Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice.

And lift my soul to heaven.—Lead on, 0’ Gods*
name.

Lov. I do beseech your grace, for charity,

If ever any malice in your heart
Were Md against me, now to forgive me frankly.

Buck Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive

you
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all;

There cannot be those numberless offences
’Gainst me that I cannot take peace with: no

black envy
Shall make my grave.—Commend me to Ms

grace;

And if he speak of Buckingham, pray tell Mm
You met him half in heaven: my vows and

prayers
Yet are the king’s; and, till my soul forsake,

Shall cry for blessings onMm; may he live

Longer than I have tiihe to tell Ms years 1

Ever belov’d may Ms rule be I

And when old time shall leadMm to Ms end,
Goodness and he fill up one monument!
lov. To the water side I must conduct your

grace;

Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux,
Who undertakes you to your end.

Vaux, Prepare there,

The duke is coming: see the barge be ready;
And fit it with such furniture as suits

The greatness of Ms person.
Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas,

Let it alone: my state now will but mock me.
When I came hither I was lord Mgh constable
And Duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward

Bohun:
Yet I am richer than my base accusers, [it;

That never knew what truth meant: I now seal

And with that blood will make ’em one day
groan for’t.

My noble father, Henry of Buckin^am,
Who first rais’d head against usurping Richard,

Flying for succour to Ms servant Banister,

Being distress’d,was by that wretch betray’d,

And without tnal fell; God’s peace be with Mm!
Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying

My father’s loss, like a most royal prince,

Restor’d me to my honours, and out of rums
Mademyname once more noble. Now Ms son,

Henry the Eighth, life, honour, name, and aU
That made me happy, at one stroke has taken
For ever from the world. I had my trial,
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And must needs say a noble one; wliich makes
^me

A liMe happier than my wretched father:

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes,—both

Fell by our servants, by those men we lov’d

most;

A most unnattiral and faithless service!

Heaven has an end in all. yet, you that hear me.

This from a dying man receive as certam:—
Where you are liberal of your loves and

counsels,

Be sure you be not loose; for those you make
friends [ceive

And give your hearts to, when they once per-

The least rub in your fortunes, fall away
Like water from ye, never found again

But where they mean to sink ye. AH good
people, [hour

Pray for me! I must now forsake ye: the last

Ofmy long weary life is come upon me.
Farewell:

And when you would say something that is sad.

Speak how I fell.—I have done; and God for-

give me!
[Exeunt BucKmoHAM and Train.

1 Gent 0, this is full of pity!—Sir, it calls,

I fear, too many curses on their heads
That were the authors.

2 Gent If the duke be guiltless,

’Tis full of woe: yet I can give you inklmg
Of an ensuing evil, if it fall.

Greater than this.

1 Gent. Good angels, keep it from usl

Where may it be? You do not doubt my faith,

sir? [quire

2 Gent. This secret is so weighty, ’twifl re-

A strong faith to conceal it.

1 Gent Let me have it;

I do not talk much.
2 Gent I am confident;

You shall, sir: did you not of late days hear
A buzzing of a separation

Between the king and Katherine?
1 Gent. Yes, but it held not:

For when the king once heard it, out of anger
He sent command to the lord mayor straight

To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues
That durst disperse it.

2 Gent. But that slander, sir.

Is found a truth now: for it grows again
Fresher than e’er it was; and held for certain

The king will venture at it. Either the cardmal,
Or some about him near, have, out of malice
To the good queen, possess’d him with a

scruple

That win undo her: to confirm this too,

Cardmal Campeius is arriv’d, and lately;

As all think for this business.
1 Gent ’Tis the cardinal;

And merely to revenge him on the emperor
For not bestowing on him, at his asMng,
The archbishopnc of Toledo, this is purpos’d.
2 Gent. I think you have hit the mark: hut

is’t not cruel

That she should feel the smart of this? The
cardinal

Will have his will, and she must fall.

I Gent. ’Tis woeful.
We are too open here to argue this;

Let’s think in private more. [Exemt

Scene II.—London. An Ante-chamber in
the Palace.

Enter the Lord Chamberlain reading a letter,

Cham. My lord,-—The horses your lordship
sent for, with all the care I had, I saw well
chosen, ridden, and furnished. They were
young and handsome, and of the best breed in
the north. When they were ready to set outfor
London, a man of my lord cardinaPs, by com-
mission and mam power, took 'em from me;
with this reason,—His master would be served
before a subject, if not before the king; which
stopped OUT mouths, sir.

I fear he will mdeed: well, let him have them:
He will have all, I think.

Enter the Dukes op Norfolk and Suffolk,

Nor. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain.
Cham. Good-day to both your graces.

Suf. How is the Jong employ’d?
Cham. I left him private,

Full of sad thoughts and troubles.

Nor, What’s the cause?
Cham. It seems the marriage with his

brother’s wife

Has crept too near his conscience.

Suf. No, Ms conscience
Has crept too near another lady.

Nor. ’Tis so:

TMs is the cardinal’s domg, the king-cardinal:

That blind pnest, like the eldest son offorttme.

Turns what he lists. The kmg will know him
one day. [self else.

Suf. Pray God he do! he’ll never know him-
Nor. How holily he works in all his business!

And witii what zeal! for, now he has crack’d
the league [nephew,

Between us and the emperor, the queen’s great-

He dives mto the kmg’s soul, and there scatters

Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience.

Fears, and despairs,—and all these for Ms
mamage:

And out of all these to restore the king.

He counsels a divorce; a loss of her
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre;

Of her that loves Mm with that excellence
That angels love good men with; even of her
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls,

Will bless the king: and is not tMs course pious?
Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel!

’Tis most true [speaks ’em.
These news are everywhere; every tongue
And every true heart weeps for’t; all that dare
Look into these affairs see this mam end,

—

The French king’s sister. Heaven will one day
open

The king’s eyes, that so long have slept upon
This bold bad man.

Suf. And free us from Ms slavery.

Nor. We had need pray,

And heartily, for our deliverance;

Or tMs imperious man will work us all

From princes into pages: all men’s honours
Lie like one lump before Mm, to be fashion’d
Into what pitch he please.

Suf. For me, my lords,

I love him not, nor fear Mm; there’s my creed:
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As I am made without him, so I’ll stand,

If the king please; his curses and his blessings

Touch me alike, they are breath I not believe in.

I knew him, and I know him; so I leave him
To him that made him proud, the pope.

Nor. Let’s in;

And with some other business put the king

From these sad thoughts that work too much
upon him:

—

My lord, you’ll bear us company?
Cham. Excuse me;

The king has sent me other-where: besides.

You’ll find a most unfit time to disturb him:

Health to your lordships.

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain.
[Exit Lord Chamberlain.

HoRFOLK opens a folding door. The Kikg is

discovered sitting, and reading pensively.

Svf. How sad he looks! sure, he is much
afflicted.

K. Hen, Who is there, ha?
Nor. Pray God he be not angry.

K. Hen. Who’s there, I say? How dare

you thrust yourselves

Into my private meditations?

Who am I, ha?
Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all

offences

Malice ne’er meant; our breach of duty this way
Is business of estate; in which we come
To Imow your royal pleasure.

K. Hen. Ye are too bold:

Go to; I’ll make you know your times of busi-

ness:

Is this an hour for temporal affairs, ha?

Enter Wolsey and Campehjs.

Who’s there? my good lord cardinal?—© my
Wolsey,

The quiet of my wounded conscience,

Thou art a cure fit for a king.—You’re welcome
[To Campeius.

Most reverend learned sir, into our kingdom:
Use us and it—My good lord, have great care

I be not found a talker. [To Wolsey.
Wol. Sir, you cannot

I would your grace would give us but an hour
Of private conference.

K, Hen. We are busy; go.

[To Norfolk and Suffoik.
Nor. [Aside to Sup.] This priest has no pride

in him!
Svf. [Aside to Nor.] Not to speak of:

I would not be so sick though for his place:

But this cannot continue.
Nor. [Aside to Suf.] If it do,

I’ll venture one have-at-him.
Suf. [Aside to Nor.] I another.

[Exeunt Nor. and Suf.
WcA. Your grace has given a precedent of

wisdom
Above all princes, in committing freely

Your scruple to the voice of Chnstendom.
Who can be angry now? what envy reach you?
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her.

Must now confess, if they have any goodness,
The trial just and noble. All the clerks,

Imean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms,
Have their free voices: Rome the nume of

judgment,
Invited by your noble self, hath sent
One general tongue unto us, this good man,
This just and learned pnest, Cardinal Cam-

peius,

—

Whom once more I present unto your highness.
K. Hen. And once more in mine arms I bid

him welcome,
And thank the holy conclave for their loves:

They have sent me such a man I would have
wish’d for.

Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all

strangers’ loves,

You are so noble. To your highness’ hand
I tender my commission;—by whose virtue,—
The court of Rome commandmg,—you, my lord

Cardinal of York, are join’d with me their

servant.

In the unpartial judging of this business.
K. Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall

be acquainted
Forthwith for what you come.—Where’s

Gardiner?
Wol. I know your majesty has always lov’d

her
So dear in heart, not to deny her that

A woman of less place might ask by law.
Scholars allow’d freely to argue for her.

K. Hen. Ay, and the best she shall have;
and my favour

To him that does best: God forbid else. Car-
ding,

Pr’ythee, call Gardmer to me, my new secre-

tary:

I find him a fit fellow. [Exit WoLSEY.

Re-enter Wolsey with Gardiner.

Wol. [Aside to Gard.] Give me your hand;
much joy and favour to you;

You are the king’s now.
Card. [Aside to Wol.] But to be commanded

For ever by your grace, whose hand has rais’d

me.
K, Hen. Come hither, Gardiner.

[They converse apart.

Cam. My Lord of York, was not one Doctor
Pace

In this man’s place before him?
Wol. Yes, he was.
Cam. Was he not held a learned man?
WoL Yes, surely.

Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion

spread, then,

Even of yourself, lord cardinal.

Wol. How! of me?
Cam. They will not stick to say you envied

him;
And fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous,

Kept him a foreign man still; which so griev’d

him
That he ran mad and died.

Wol. Heaven’s peace be with him!
That’s Christian care enough: for living mur-

murers
There’s places of rebuke. He was a fool;

For he would needs be virtuous: that good
fellow,
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If I command him, follows my appointment:

I will hare none so near else. Leam this,

brother.

We live not to he grip’d by meaner persons

K. Hen. DeEver tids with modesty to the

queen. {Exit Gardiner,
The most convenient place that I can think of

For such receipt of learning is Black-Friars;
^

There ye shall meet about this weighty busi-

ness:—
My Wolsey, see it furnish’d.—0, my lord.

Would it not grieve an able man to leave

So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, con-

science,

—

0, *tis a tender place! and I must leave her.

[Exeunt.

Scene HI.—Tondok. An Ante-chamber in

the Queen’s Apartments.

Enter Anne Bullen and an Old Lady.

Anne. Not for that neither: here’s the pang
that pinches:

—

His hi^ess havmg Hv’d so long with her, and
she

So good a lady that no tongue could ever

Pronounce dishonour of her,—by my life,

She never knew harm-doing;—0, now, after

So many courses of the sun enthron’d,

Staigrowinginamajestyandpomp,—thewhich
To leave a thousand-fold more bitter than
Tis sweet at first to acquire,—after this process.

To pve her title avaunti it is a pity

Would move a monster.
Old L. Hearts of most hard temper

Melt and lament for her.

Arms. O, God’s wiEi much better

She ne’er had known pomp: though it be tem-
poral,

Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce

It from the bearer, ’tis a sufferance panging
As soul and body’s severing.

OU L. Alas, poor ladyl

She’s a stranger now again.

Anne. So much the more
Must pity drop upon her. Verily,

I swear, ’tis better to be lowly bom,
And range with humble livers in content,

Than to be perk’d up in a gEstering grief,

And wear a golden sorrow.
Old L. Our content

Is our best having.
Arms. By my troth and maidenhead,

I would not be a queen.
Old L. Beshrew me, I would,

And venture maidenhead forit; and so would
you,

For aU this spice of your hypocrisy:
You, that have so fair parts of woman on you,
Have too a woman’s heart; which ever yet
Affected eminence, wealth, sovereign^;
Which, to say sooth, are blessings;—and which

gifts,—
Saving your mincing,—the capacity
Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive
If you might please to stretch it.

Anne. Nay, good troth,

—

Old L. Yes, troth and troth; you would not
be a queen?

Anne. No, not for aHthe richesunder heaven.

Old. L. ’Tis strange: a threepence bowed
would hire me,

Old as I am, to queen it: but, I pray you.
What think you of a duchess? have you Embs
To bear that load of title?

Anne. No, in truth.

Old 1. Then you are weaMy made: pluck
off a Ettle;

I would not be a young count in your way
For more than blushing comes to: if your back
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, ’tis too weak
Ever to get a boy.
Anne. How you do talk!

I swear again X would not be a queen
For all the world.

Old L, In faith, for Ettle England
You’d venture an emballmg: I myself
Would for Carnarvonshire, although there

long’d there?
No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes

Enter the lord Chamberlain.

Cham. Good-morrow, ladies. What wer*t
worth to know

The secret of your conference?

Anne. My good lord,

Not your demand; it values not your asking;

Our mistress’ sorrows we were pitying, [ing

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becom-
The action of good women: there is hope
AU will be well.

Anne. Now, I pray God, amenl
Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly

blessings [Iftdy,

Follow such creatures. That you may, fair

Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note’s
Ta’en of‘your many virtues, the king’s majesty
Cquimends his good opimon of you to you, and
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing
Than Marchioness of Pembroke; to which title

A thousand pound a year, annual support,
Out of his grace he adds.
Anne. I do not know

What kind of my obedience I should tender;
More than my^ is nothing: nor my prayers
Are not words duly hallow’d, nor my wishes
More worth than empty vanities; yet prayers

and wishes
Are all I can return. Beseech your lordship,

Vouchsafe to speak my thanks and my obed-
ience,

As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness;
Whose health and royalty I pray for.

Ckam. Lady,
I shaE not fail to approve the fair conceit
The king hath of you,—I have perus’d her

weU; [Aside.

Beauty and honour in her are so mingled
That they have caught the king: and who

knows yet
But from this lady may proceed a gem
To Eghten aE this isle?—I’E to the king
And say I spoke with you.
Anne. My honour’d lord.

[Exit Lord Chamberlain.

Old 1. Why, this it is; see, see!
I have been begging sixteen years in court,—
Am yet a courtier beggarly,—nor could
Come pat betwixt too early and too late ,
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For any suit of pounds; and you, O fate!

A very fresh-fisli here,—^fie, fie, fie upon [up

-rius compell’d fortune!—have your mouth fiUM
before you open it.

Arm. This is strange to me. [no.

Old L. How tastes it? is it bitter? forty pence.

There was a lady once,—'tis an old story,—

That would not be a queen, that would she not.

For all the mud in Egypt:—have you heard it?

Ame. Come, you are pleasant.

Old L. With your theme I could

O’ermount the lark. The Marchioness of

Pembroke!

A thousand poimds a year for pure respect!

Ho other obligation! By my life,

That promises more thousands: honour^s train

Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time

I know your back will bear a duchess:-say.
Are you not stronger than you were?
Anne. Good lady.

Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy.

And leave me out on’t. Would I had no being.

If this salute my blood a jot; it faints me
To think what follows.

The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful

In our long absence: pray, do not deliver

What here you have heard to her.

Old L. What do you think me?
[Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—London. A Hall in Black-
Fmars.

Trumpet, sennet, and comets. Enter two
Vergers, with short silver wands; next them,
two Scribes, m the habits of doctors; after

them, the Archbishop of Canterbury
done; after Mm, the Bishops of Lincoln,
Ely, Rochester, and Saint Asaph; next

them, with some small distance, follows a
Gentleman hearing the purse, with the great

seal, and a CardtnaPs hat; then two Priests,

faring each a silver cross; then a Gentle-
man-usher bareheaded, accompanied with a
Sergeant-at-Arms bearing a silver mace;
then two Gentlemen bearing two great silver

pillars; after them, side by side, the two
Cardinals, Wolsey and Campeius; two
Hoblemen with the sword and mace. Then
enter the King and Queen and their Trains.

The King takesplace under the cloth ofstate;

the two Cardinals sit under Mm as judges.

The Queen takes place at some distancefrom
the King. The Bishops place themselves on
each side the court, in manner ofa consistory;

between them the Scribes. The Lords sit

next the Bishops. The Cner and the rest of
the Attendants stand in convenient order

about the had.

Wot. Whilst our commission from Rome is

read,

Let silence be commanded.
K. Hen. What’s the need?

It hath already publicly been read,

And on all sides the authority allow’d;

You may, then, spare that time.

Wot Be’t so.—Proceed.
Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come

into ^e court.

Crier, Henry King of England, &c.

K. Hen. Here.
Scribe. Say, Katherine, Queen of En^iand,

come into the court
Crier. Katharine Queen of England,

[The Queen makes no answer, rises out cf
her chair, goes about the court, comes to

the King, and kneels at Ms feet; then
speaks.

Q. Kath. Sir, I desire you do me right and
justice;

And to bestow your pity on me; for
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger,
Bom ont of your dominions; having here
Ho judge indifferent, nor no more assurance
Of equS friendship and proceeding. Alas, air,

in what have I offended you? what cause
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure.
That thus you should proceed to put me off.

And take your good grace from me? Heaven
witness,

I have been to you a tme and humble wife.

At all times to your will conformable:
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, [sony
Yea, subject to jraur countenance,—glad or
As I saw it inclin’d. When was the hour
I ever contradicted your desire, [friends

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your
Have I not strove to love, although I knew
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine
That had to him deriv’d your anger, did I
Continue in my hking? nay, gave notice

He was firom thence dischai^d? Sir, calltomind
That I have been your wife, in this obedience,
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest

With many children by you: if, in the course
And process of this time, you can report.

And prove it too, against mine honour augh.^
My bond to wedlock or my love and duty,

Against your sacred person, in God’s name.
Turn me away; and let the foul’st contempt
Shut door upon me, and so give me up
To the sharp’st kind of justice. Please you, dr.
The Mug, your father, Was reputed for

A prince most prudent, of an excellent

And unmatch’d wit and judgment: Ferdinand,
My father, King of Spain, was reckon’d one
The wisest prince thatthere hadreign’dbymany
A year before: it is not to be question’d

That they had gather’d a wise council to them
Of every realm, that did debate this business,

Who deem’d our marriage lawful: wherefore £

humbly
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may
Be by my friends in Spain advis’d; whose

counsel
I will implore; if not, V the name of God,
Your pleasure be fulfill’d!

Wot You have here, lady,—
And of your choice,—these reverend fathers;

men
Of singular integrity and learning,

Yea, the elect o’ the land, who are assembled
To plead your cause: it shall be therefore boot-

less

That longer you desire the court; as well

For your own quiet to rectify

What is unsettled in the Mng.
Cam. His grace

Hath spoken well and justly; therefore, madam,
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session do proceed;
And thst, witliotit deky, their argoraents

Be sow produc’d and heard.

Q. Sjath. lord cardinal,—

To you I S
3
?eak.

Wd. Your pleasure, madam?
0. Kath. Sir,

I am about to weep; but, thinking that

We ate a queen,—or long have dream’d so,

—

certain

The daughter of a long, my droi« of tears

m turn to sparks of fire.

WoL Be patient yet
Q, Kath, I will, when you are humble;

nay, before,

Or God will punish me. I do believe,

Induc’d by potent circumstances, that

You are mine enemy; and make my challenge

You shall not be my judge: for it is you
Bave blown this coad betwixtmy lord andme,

—

Which God’s dew quenchl Therefore I say

I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul

Itcduse you for my judge; whom, yet once morCj

I hold my most rnaHcious foe, and think not
At all a friend to truth.

Wd. 1 do profess

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet

Have stood to chari^, and display’d the effects

Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom [wrong:

O’er toppingwoman’s power. Madam,you dome
I have no spleen against you, nor injustice

Bor you or any: how far I have proceeded.

Or how far further shall, is warranted

By a commission from the consistory, [mv

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge
That I have blown this coal: I do deny it:

The king is present: if it be known to him
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound,
And worthily, my fakehoodl-yea, as much
As you have done my truth. Ji he know
That I am free of your report, he knows
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him
It lies to cure me: and the cure is, to [fore

Remove these thoughts from you: tbe which be-
His highness shall speak in, I do beseech
You, gracious madam,tounthinkyour speaking,
And to say so no more.

Q. Kath. My lord, my lord,

I am a simple woman, much too weak
To oppose your cunning. You’re meek and

humble-mouth’d;
You sign your place and cdUing, in full seeming.
With meekness and humility; but your heart
Is cramm’d with arrogancy, spleen, and pride.
You have, by fortune and Ms highness’ favours,
GonesUghtlyo’erlowstep&,andnowaremounted
Where powers are your retainers; and your

words,
Domestics to you, serve your will as’t please
Yourselfpronouncetheiroffice. Imusttellyou,
You tender more your person’s honour than
Your Mgh profession spiritual: that again
I do refuse you for my judge; and here.
Before you aB, appeal unto the pope,
To bring my whole cause ’fore Ms holiness,
And to be judg’d by him.
ISAe curtsies to the King, and offers to depart
Cam,

^
The queen is obstinate,

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and

Disdainful to be tried by it: ’tis not welL
She’s going away.
K.Hen. Call her again.

Crier. Katharine Queen of Eng^d, come
into the court.

Orif. Madam, you are call’d back.

Q. Kath. What need you note i^ pray you,
keep your way:

When you are call’d, return.—How the Lord
help,

They vexme pastmy patience! Pray you, pass
on:

I will not tarry; no, nor ever more
Upon this business my appearance make
Di any of their courts.

[Exeunt Queebt, Grip., and her other
Attendants.

K. Sen, Go thy ways, Kate:
That man i’ the world who shall report he has
A better wife, let Mm in naught be trusted
For speaking false in that: thou art, alone

—

Kthy rare qualities, sweet gentleness,

Thy meekness samt-Iike, wife-Iifce govern-
ment

—

Obeying in commanding—and thy parts
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee

out,

—

The queen of earthly queens:—she’s noble
bom;

And like her true nobility she has
Carried herself towards me.
Wol Most gracious sir,

In humblest manner I require your highness
That it shall please you to declare, in hearing
Of all these ears,—-for where I am robb’d and

bound.
There must I be unloos’d; although not there
At once and fully satisfied,—whether ever I
Did broach tMs business to your highness; or
Laid any scruple in your way, which mi^t
Induce you to the question on’t? or ever
Have to you,—but with thanks to God for such
A royal lady,—spake one the least word that

might
Be to the prejudice of her present state,

Or touch of her good person?
K. Hen. My lord cardinal,

I do excuse you; yea, upon mine honour,
I free you from’t. You axe not to be tauglit
That you have many enemies, that know not
Why they are so, but, like to village curs.
Bark when their fellows do: by some of these
The queen is put in anger. You are excus’d:
But you be more justified? you ever
Have wish’d the sleeping of this business; never
Desir’d it to be stirr’d; but oft have hinder’d,

oft,

The passages made toward it:—on my honour,
I speak my good lord cardinal to this point,

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov’d me
to’t,

I will be bold with time and your attention:

—

Then mark the inducement. Thus it came;

—

0ve heed to’t:

—

My conscience first receiv’d a tenderness,
Smuple, and prick, on certain speeches utter’d
By the Bishop of Bayonne, then French am-

bassador;
Who had been Mther sent on the debating
A marriage ’twixt the Duke of Orleans and
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Our daughter Mary: F fbe progress of this

business,

£re a determinate resolution, be,

—

I mean tbe bishop,—did require a respite;

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise

T^ether our daughter were legitimate,

Respecting this otir marriage with the dowager,
Sometimesourbrother’swife. Thisrcspiteshook

The bosom of my conscience, enter’4 me,
Tea, with a splitting power, andmade to tremble
The region of my breast; which forcM such way
That many maz’d considerings did throng,

And press’d in with this caution. First, me-
thou^t

I stood not in the smile of heaven; who had
Commanded nature that my lady’s womb,
R it conceiv’d a male child by me, should
Do no more offices of life to’t than
The grave does to the dead; for her male issue

Or died where they were made, or shortly after

This world had air’d them: hence 1 took a
thought

This was a judgment on me; that my kingdom,
Well worthy the best heir o’ the world, ^ould

not
Be gladded in’t by me: then follows that

I weigh’d the danger which my realms stood in

By this my issue’s fail: and that gave to me
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in
The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer

Towards this remedy, whereupon we are
Now present here together; that’s to say,

I meant to rectify my conscience,—^which

I then did feel full sick, and yet not well,—
By all the reverend fathers of the land,

And doctors leam’d:—first, I began in private

With you, my Lord of Lincoln; you remember
How under my oppression I did reek
When I first mov’d you.

lin. Very well, my liege.

jST. ffen. I have spoke long: be pleas’d your-
self to say

How far you satisfied me.
Lin. So please your highness,

The question did at first so stagger me,

—

Bearing a state of mighty moment in’t,

And consequence of dread,—that I committed
The daring’st counsel which I had to doubt;
And did entreat your highness to this course
Which you are running here.

K. Hen. I then mov’d you,
My Lord of Canterbury; and got your leave
To make this present summons:—unsolicited
I left no reverend person in this court;

But by particular consent proceeded
Under your hands and sefus: therefore, go on;

For no dislike i’ the world against the person
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points

Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward:
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life

And kingly dignity, we are contented
To wear our mortal state to come with her,

Katharine our queen,beforetheprimestcreature
That’s paragon’d o’ the world.
Cam. So pleasure your highness.

The queen being absent, ’tis a needful fitness

That we adjourn this court till further day:
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion
Made to the queen to call back her appeal
She intends unto his holiness.

[They me to depart
K. Hen. I may perceive

These cardinals trifle with me; I abhor
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome. [Asiac.

My leam’d and well-belov’d servant, Cranmer,
Pr’ythee, return! with thy approach, I know.
My comfort comes along. Break up the court:
I say, set on,

[Exemt in manner as they entered*

ACT m.
Scene L—^Loistdon. Palace at BrideweU*

A Room in the Queen’s Apartment*

The Queen and some of her Women at work*

Q.Kath. Take thy lute, wench: my soul
grows sad with troubles;

Sing and disperse ’em, if thou canst: leave
wor^g.

SONG.
Oriheus with his lute made trees.
And the moimtain-tops that freere.
Bow themselves, when he did sing:

To his music plants and flowers
Ever sprung; as sun and showers
There had made a lastmg spring.

Everything that heard him ]^y,
Even the billows of the sea.
Hung therr heads and then lay by.

In sweet music is such art:

Killing care and grief of heart
Fall asleep, or, hearing, die.

Enter a Gentleman.

Q. Kath, How now? [cardinals

Gent. An’t please your grace, the two gifeat

Wait in the presence.

Q. Kath. Would they speak with me?
Gent. They will’d me say so, madam.
Q. Kath. Frey their graces

To come near. [Exit Gent.] What can be fibeii

business
With me, a poor weak woman, fallen firom

favour?
I do not like riieir coming, now I think on’t.

They should be good men; their affairs as
righteous:

But aU hoods make not monks.

Enter VfGLser and Campeius.

Wol. Peace to your hi^essl
Q. Kath. Your graces find me here part of&

housewife;
I would be all, against the worst may happen.
What are your pleasures with me, reverend,

lords? [withdraw
Wdl. May it please you, noble madam, to

Into your private chamber, we shall give you
The full cause of our coming.

Q. Kath. Speak it here;

There’s nothing I have done yet, o’ my con-

science.

Deserves a comer: would all other women
Could speak this with as free a soul as I dol

My lords, 1 care not,—so much I am happy
Above a number,—if my actions

Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw ’em.
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Enry and base op!xm>& sat agaiasi

I know my life so even. If your business

Seek me out, and that way I am wife In,

Out with it boldly: truth loves op^ dealing.

Fol. Tania est erga ie mentis integnias,

regina seremssima,

—

0* Kath, Of good my lord, no Latin;

I am not such a truant since my coming
As sot to know the language I have lived in:

A strange tonguemakesmycausenmre strange,

suspicious;

Pray, speak in Er^ilish: here are some will

thank you, [sake,—
If you speak truth, for their poor mistress*

BeUeve me, she h^ had much wrong: lord

cardinal,

The wiUmg’st sin I ever yet committed
May be absolv*d in Englkh.
TO. Noble lady,

I am sorry my integrity should breed,—
And service to his majesty and you,—
So deep susiacion, where all faith was meant.

We come not by the way of accusation

To taint that honour every good tongue blesses,

Nor to betray you any way to sorrow,

—

You have too much, good lady; but to know
How you stand minded in the weighty difference
Between the Mng and you; and to deliver,

like free and honest men, our just opinions,

And comforts to your cause.

Cam. Host honour’d madam,
My Lord of York,—out of his noble nature,

Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace,

—

Forgetting, Kke a good man, your late censure
Both ofhis truth andhim,—which was too far,

—

Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace,

His service and his counseL
Q. Jl^ath. To betray me. [Aside.

My lords, I thank you both for your good-wiBst

Ye speak like honestmen,—pray God ye prove
sot

But how to make ye suddenly an answer,
In such a point of wmghi so near mine

honour,

—

More near my hfe, I fear,—with my weak wit,

And to such men of gravity and learning,

In truth, I know not. I was set at work
Among my maids; full little, God knows,

looking
Either for such men (Hr such business.
For her sake that I have been,—for I feel

The last fit ofmy greatness,—good your graces,

Let me have time and counsel for my cause:
Alas, 1 am a woman, &iendless, hopeless!
TO. Madam, you wrong the king’s love

with these fears:

Your hopes and friends are inffnite.

Q. JSHatk. In England
But Ettle for my profit: can you think, lords.

That any Englishman dare give me counsel?
Or be a known friend, ’gainst his highness’

pleasure,—
Thoughhe begrownso desperate to behonest,—
And Eve a subject? Nay, forsooth, my friends,
They that must weigh out my afflictions,

They thatmy trust must grow to, live not here:
They are, as aH my other comforts, far hence,
2h mine own coun^, lords.

Cum. I would your grace
would leave your griefs, and take my couimeL

Q. Kath. How, rir?

Cam. Put your main cause into the h^’s
protection;

He’s loving and most gracious: ’twill be much
Both for your honour better and your cause;
For if the trial of the law o’ertake ye
You*H part away disgrac’d.

Wot. He tells you rightly.

Q. Kath. Ye tell me what ye wish for bo%
—my ruin:

Is this your Christian counsel? out upon ye?
Heaven is above all yet; there sits a Judge
That no king can corru^.
Cam. Your rage mistakes us.

Q. Kath. The more shame for ye: holy men
I thought ye,

Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtufes;

But cardinal sins and hollow hearts I fear ye:
Mend them, for shame, my lords. Is this your

comfort?
Tlie cordial that ye bring a wretched lady,

—

A woman lost among ye, laugh’d at, scorn’d?
I will not wish ye half my miseries;

I have more charity: but say I warn’d ye;
Take heed, for heaven’s sake, take heed, lest at

once '

The burden of my sorrows fall u^n ye,
WoL Madam, this is a mere distraction;

You turn the good we offer into envy.

Q. Kath. Ye turnme into nothing: woe ufMin
ye, me,

—

And all such false professors! would you have
H you have any justice, any pity,

If ye be anything but churchmen’s habits,

—

Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me?
Alas! has banish’d me his bed already.
His love too long ago! I am old, my lords.

And all the fellowship I hold now with him
Is only my obedience. What can happen
Tome above this wretchedness? all your studies
Make me a curse like this.

Cam. Your fears are worse.
Q. Kath. Have I liv’d thus long,—let ma

speak myself,

^ce virtue fihds no Mends,—a wife, a true
one?

A woman,—I dare say without vain-gloxy,—
Never yet branded with suspicion?
Have I with all my full affections

Still met the king? lov’d him next heaven?
obey’d him?

Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him?
Almost forgot my prayers to content him?
And am 1 thus rewarded? ’tis not well, lords.
Bring me a constant woman to her husband,
One thatne’erdream’dajoybeyondhispleasure;
And to that woman, when she has done most.
Yet will I add an honour,—a great patience.

Wol. Madam, you wander mom the good we
aim at. [gtulty,

Q. Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself so
To give up willingly that noble title

Your master wed me to: nothing but death
Shall e’er divorce my dignities.

Wol. Pray, hear me.
Q. Kath. Would I had never trod this

Eng^sh earth,

Or felt the flatteries tibat grow upon it!

Ye have angels* faces, but heaven knows your
hearts.
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W!mt will become of me now, wretched lady?

I am the most tmhappy woman living.—

Alas, poor wenches, where are now your for-

tunes? [fo her Women.
SWpwreck’d upon a kingdom, where no pity.

No friends, no hope; no Mndred weep for me;
Almost no grave ^ow’d me:—^like the lily,

ThatoncewasmistressofthefieldandriounshM,

ril hang my head and perish.

Wo2. If your grace

Could but be brought to know our ends are
honest,

You’d feel more comfort: why should we, good
lady.

Upon what cause, wrong you? alas, our places,

The way of our profession is against it:

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow ’em,

For goodness’ sake, consider what you do;

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly

Grow from the king’s acquaintance, by this

carriage.

The hearts of princes kiss obedience.

So much they love it; but to stubborn sjorits

They swell, and grow as terrible as storms.

1 know you have a gentle, noble temper,

A soul as even as a calm: pray, think us
Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and

servants.

Cam. Madam, you’ll find it so. You wrong
your virtues

With these weak women’s fears: a noble sporit.

As yours was put into you, ever casts

Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king
loves you;

Beware you lose it not: for us, if you please

To trust us in your business, we are ready
To use our utmost studies in your service.

Q. Kath. Do what ye will, my lords: and,
pray, forgive me

If I have us’d myself unmannerly;
You Imow 1 am a woman, lacking wit

To make a seemly answer to such persons.

Pray, do my service to his majesty;

He hasmy heart yet; and shall have my prayers

While I shall have my life. Come, reverend
fathers.

Bestow your counsels on me; she now begs
That littie thought, when she set footing here,

She should have bought her dignities so dear.

[Exeunt.

SCEIJE II.—Loirooif. Ante-chamber to the
King’s Apartment in ike Palace.

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, the Duke of
Suffolk, the Earl of Surrey, and the
Lord Chamberlain.

Nor. If you willnow unite in your complaints,
And force them with a constancy, the cardinal

Cannot stand tmder them: if you omit
The ofier of this time, I cannot promise
But that you shall sustain more new disgraces.

With these you bear already.

Sur. I am joyful

To meet the least occasion that may gjve me
Remembrance of my father-in-law, duke,
To be reveng’d on Mm.

Suf. Which of the peers
Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at least

Strangely neglected? when did he regard

The stamp of nobleness in any person
Out of himself?
Cham. My lords, you speak your pleasures:

What he deserves of you and me I know;
What we can do to hhn,—^&ough now time
Gives way to us,—I much fear. If you cannot
Bar his access to the king, never attempt
Anything on him; for he hath a witcherMt
Over the king in’s tongue.

Nor. O, fear.Mm not;
His spell in that is out: the king hath found
Matter against him that for ever mars
The honey of Ms language. No, he’s settled.

Not to come off, in his displeasure.
Sur. Sir,

I should be glad to hear such news as this
Once every hour.
Nor. Believe it, this is true:

In the divorce Ms contr^ proceedings
Are all unfolded; wherein he appears
As I would wish mine enemy,

Sur. How came
His practices to li^t?

Stif. Most strangely.

Sur. 0 , how, how?
St^, The cardinal’s letters to the pope mis-

camed,
And came to the eye 0’ the king; wherein was

read
How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness

To stay the judgment 0* the divorce; for if

It did take place, J do, quoth he, perceive
My king is tangled in affection to

A creature of the queen^s. Lady Anne BuUen.
Sur. Has the king tMs?
Suf. Beheve it.

Sur. Will this work?
Cham. The king in tMs perceives him how

h| coasts
And hedges Ms own way. But in this point

All Ms tricks founder, and he brings Ms physic
After Ms patient’s death: the king already
Hath married the fair lady.

Sur. Would he hadt
Suf. Mayyou be happy in yourwish, my lordl

For, I profess, you have it.

Sur. Now, all my joy

Trace the conjunction!

Suf. My amen to’tl

Nor. All men’s!
Suf. There’s order given for her coronation:

Marry, tMs is yet but young, and may be left

To some ears unrecounted.—But, my lords.

She is a gallant creature, and complete
In mind and feature: I persuade me, from.her
Will fall some blessing to this land, wMch shall

In it he memoriz’d.
Sur. But will the king

Digest tMs letter of the cardinal’s?

The Lord forbid!

Nor. Marry, amen!
Suf. No, no;

There he more wasps that buzz about Ms nosie

Will make tMs sting the sooner. Cardinal

Campeius
Is stol’n away to Rome; hath ta’en no leave;

Has le^ the cause 0’ the king unhandled; and
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal,

To second all Ms plot. I do assure you
The Mng cried Hal at tMs.
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Cham. Now, Ood incense him,
And let Mm cry Ha! louder!

Nor. But, my lord,

When returns Craamer?
He is return’d, in his opinions; which

Have satisfied the king for his divorce,

Together with all famous colleges

Almost in Christendom: shortly, I believe,

His second mardage shall be publish’d, and
Her coronation. Katharine no more
Shall be call’d queen, but princess dowager
And widow to Prince Arthur.

Nor. This same Cranmer’s
A worthy fellow, and hath ta’en much pain

In thetog’s business.

Suf. He has; and we shall see him
Por it an archbishop.

Nor. So I hear.

Suf. »Tis so.—
The cardinal!

Enter Wolsey and Cromweix.

Nor. Observe, observe, he’s moody.
Wol. The packet, Cromwell,

Gave’t you the king?

Crom. To his own hand, in’s bedchamber.
Wol. Look’d he o’ the inside of the paper?
Crom. Presently

He did unseal them: and the first he view’d,

He did it with a serious mind; a heed
Was in his countenance. You he bade
Attend him here this morning.

Wol. Is he ready
To come abroad?
Crom. I think by this he is.

WoZ. Leave me awhile. [Exit Cromwell.
It shall be to the Duchess of Alen^on,
The French tog’s sister: he shall marry her.

—

Anne BullenI No; I’ll no Anne Bullens for

him:
There’s more in’t than fair visage.—BullenI
No, we’ll-no Bullens.—Speedily I wish
To hear from Rome.—The Marchioness of

Pembroke!
Nor. He’s discontented.

Suf. May be he hears the tog
Does whet his anger to him.

Sur. Sharp enough.
Lord, for thy justice!

Wol. The late queen’s gentlewoman, a
kni^t’s daughter,

To be her mistress’ mistress! the queen’s
queen!

—

This candle bums not clear: ’tis I must snuff it;

Then out it goes.—What though I know her
virtuous

And well deserving? yet I know her for

A spleeny Lutheran; and not wholesome to
Our cause, that she should lie i’ the bosom of
Our hard-rul’d tog. Again, there is sprung up
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer; one
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the tog.
And is his oracle.

Nor, He is vex’d at something.
Sur, I would ’twere something that would

fret the string,

The master-HCOid on’s heart!

Sttf. The tog, the king!

Enter the Xing, reading a schedide, and
Lovell.

K. Hen. What piles of wealth hath he ac-
cumulated

To his own portion! and what expense by the
hour [thrift.

Seems to flow from him! How, i’ the name of
Does he rake this together!—Now, my lords,
Saw you the cardinal?

Nor. My lord, we have [tion

Stood here observinghim : some strange commo-
Is in his brain: he bites his lip and starts;

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground,
Then lays his finger on his temple; straight

Springs out into fast gait; then stops again,

Strikes his breast hard; and anon he casts

His eye against the moon: in most strange
postures

We have seen him set himself.

K. Hen. It may wen be;
There is a mutiny in’s mind. This morning
Papers of state he sent me to peruse,
As I requir’d: and wot you what I found
There,—onmy conscience, put unwittingly?

Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing,—
The several parcels of his plate, his treasure,

Rich stuffs, and ornaments of household; wMch
I find at such proud rate that it out-speaks
Possession of a subject.

Nor, It’s heaven’s will:

Some spirit put this paper in the packet
To bless your eye vrithal.

K. Hen. If we did think
His contemplation were above the earth.
And fix’d on spiritu$d object, he should still

Dwell in his musings: but I am afraid

His thinkings are below the moon, not worth
His serious considering.

[He takes his seat ami whispers Lovell,
who goes to Wolsey.

Wol. Heaven forgive me!
Ever God bless your highness!

K. Hen. Good, my lord,

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the in-

ventory
Of your best graces in your mind; the which
You were now running o’er: you have scarce

time
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span
To keep your earthly audit: sure, in that

I deem you an ill husband, and am glad
To have you therem my companion.

Wol. Sir,

For holy offices I have a time; a time
To think upon the part of business which
I bear i’ the state; and nature does require
Her rimes of preservation, which perforce

I, her frail son, amongst my brethem mortal,

Must give my tendance to.

K. Hen. You have said well.

Wol. And ever may your highness yoke to-

gether,

As I will lend you cause, my doing well
With my well saying!

K. Hen. ’Tis weU said again;

And ’tis a kind of good deed to say wOU:
And yet words are no deeds. My father lov’d

you:
He said he did; and with Ms deed did crown
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His word upon you. Since I had my office

I have kept you next my heart; have not alone

Employ’d you where hi^ profits might come
home,

But par’d my present havings to bestow

My bounties upon you.

WoL What should this mean? [^side.

SuT. The Lord increase this business!
[Aside to others.

K.. Hen. Have I not made you
The prime man of the state? I pray you, tell me
If what I now pronounce you have found true:

And, if you may confess it, say withal

If you are bound to us or no. What say you?
Wol. My sovereign, I confess your royal

graces, [could

Shower’d on me daily, have been more than

My studied purposes requite; which went
Beyond all man’s endeavours:—my endeavours
Here ever come too short of my desires,

Yet fiU’d with my abilities: mine own ends
Have been mine so that evermore they pointed

To the good of your most sacred person and
The profit of the state. For your great graces

Heap’d upon me, poor undeserver, I

Can nothrag render but allegiant thanks;

My prayers to heaven for you; my loyalty.

Which ever has and ever shall be growing,

Till death, that winter, kill it.

K. Hen. Fairly answer’d;

A loyal and obedient subject is

Therein illustrated: the honour of it

Does pay the act of it; as, i’ the contrary,

The foulness is the punishment. I presume
That, as my hand has open’d bounty to you.

My heart dropp’d love, my power rain’d

honour, more
On you than any; so your hand and heart.

Your brain, and every function of your power,
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty,

As ’twere in love’s particular, be more
To me, your friend, than any.

Wol. I do profess

That for your highness’ good I ever labour’d

More than mine own; that am, have, and will

be,— [you.

Though all the world should crack their du^ to

And throw it from their soul; though perils did
Abound as thick as thought couldmake ’em, and
Appear in forms more horrid,—yet my duty,

As doth a rock against the chiding flood,

Should the approach of this wild river break,

And stand unshaken yours.
K. Hen. ’Tis nobly spoken;

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast,

For you have seen him open’t.—Read o’er this;

[Giving him papers.
And after, this; and then to breaMast with
What appetite you have.

[Exit frowning upon Cardinal Wolsey;
the Nobles throng after Kim, smiling
and whispering.

Wol. What should this mean?
What sudden anger’s this? how have I reap’d

it?

He parted frowning from me, as if ruin
Leap’d from nis eyes: so looks the chafed lion

Upon the daring huntsman that has gall’d him;
Then makes him nothing. I must read this

paper;

I fear, the story of his anger.—*Tis so;
This paper has undone me:--^ti8 the account
Of all that world ofwealth Ihave drawntogether
For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the pope-

dom,
And fee my Mends in Rome. 0 negligence,
Fit for a fool to fall by! What cross devil
Made me put this main secret in the packet
I sent the king? Is there no way to cure tMs?
No new device to beat this frpm his brains?
I know ’twill stir him stroni^y; yet I know
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune,
Will bring me off again.—What’s ffiis—To the

Pope?
The letter, as I live, with all the business
I writ to’s holiness. Nay then, farewell I

I have touch’d the highest point of all my great-
ness;

And from that full meridian of my glory
I haste now to my setting; I shall fall

Like a bright exhalation in the evening.
And no man see me more.

Re-enter the Dukes op Noreolk (md Suf-
folk, the Earl of Surrey, and the Lord
Chamberlain.

Nor. Hear the king’s pleasure, cardinal;
who commands you

To render up the great seal presently
Into our hands; and to confine yourself

To Asher House, my Lord of Winchester’s,
Tin you hear further from his highness.

Wol. Stay,—
Where’s your commission, lords? words cannot

carry
Authority so wei^ty.

Suf. Who dare cross ’em, .

Bearing the king’s will from his mouth so ex-
pressly?

Wol. Till I find more than will or words to
do it,

—

I mean your malice,—know, officious lords,

I dare and must deny it. Now I feel

Of what coarse metal ye are moulded,—envy
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces,

As if it fed ye! and how sleek and wanton
Ye appear in everything may bring my ruiu!

FoUow your envious courses, men of mafice;

You have Christian warrant for them, and, no
doubt,

la time will find their fit rewards. That seal.

You ask with such a violence, the king,

—

Mine and your master,—witib his own hand
gave me;

—

Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honoui^,
During my life; and, to confirm his goodness,

Tied it by letters-patents: now, who’H take it?

Sur. The king, that gave it.

Wol. It must be himself then.

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest.

Wol. Proud lord, ttiou Kest;

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better

Have burnt that tongue than said so.

Sur. Thy^ ambition,

Thou scarlet sin, robb’d this bewailing land
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law:

The heads of all ihy brother cardinals,

—

Witii thee and afl thy best parts bound to-

gether,—
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Wdgix’d not t ludr of Ms, Hague of your policy I

Yott sent me deputy for Ireland;

Far tram Ms snccor, from the Mng, from all

that might haTe mercy on the fault thou gav’st

him;
WMlst your great goodness, out of holy pty,

AhsoiydMm mth an axe.

IFbZ. TMs, and all else

this talking lord can lay upon my credit,

I answer, is most false. The duke hy law
Found hm deserts: how innocent I was
From any iniTate malice in Ms end,

His noble jury and foul cause can witness,

if I IotM many words, lord, I should tell you
You have as Itfle honesty as honour,

That in the way of loyalty and truth

Toward the Mng, my ever royal master,

Bare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be,

And all that love his follies.

Sur, By my soul,

Your long coat, priest, protects you; thou
^ouldsit feel [lords,

My sword i’ the life-blood of thee else.—My
Can ye endure to hear tMs arrogance?

And from tMs fellow? If we live thus tamely,

To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet,

Farewell, nobility; let Ms grace go forward,

And dare us with Ms cap like larks.

Wol. All goodness

is pison to thystomach.
Sur. Yes, that goodness

Of gleaning all the land’s wealth into one,

into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion;

The goodness of your intercepted packets

You writ to the pope against the king: your
goodness, [ous.—

Since you provoke me, shall be most notori-

My.Lord of Norfolk,—as you are truly noble,

As you respect the common good, the state

Of our despis’d nobility, our issues.

Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen,

—

Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles

Collected from Ms life:—I’ll startle you
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown

wench
Lay Mssiiig in your arms, lord cardinal.

PPM. How much, methinks, I could despise
this man,

But that 1 am bound in charity against it!

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the
king’s hand:

Bui, thus much, they are foul ones.
Woi. So much fairer

And spotless shall mine innocence arise,

When the Mng knows the truth.

Star. This cannot save you:
I thank my memory I yet remember
Some of these articles; and out they shall.

Now, if you can blush and cry guilty, cardinal,

Yc^U show* a little honesty.
IroZ. Speak on, sir;

I your worst objections: if I blush,
It is to see a nobleman want manners.

Sur, Fd rather want those than my head.

—

Have at you! [ledge,

First, that, without the king’s assent or know-
Yott wrought to be a legate; by wMch power
You maim’d the jurisdiction of aU bishops.
Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Roms, or

else

To foreign princes, Effo et Rex mem [Mng
Was still inscrib’d; in wMch you brought the
To be your servant.

Suf. Then, that, without the knowledge.
Either of Mng or council, when you went
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold
To carry into Flanders the great seaL

Sur. Item, you sent a large commission
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude,

Without the king’s will or the state’s allowance,

A league between Ms Mghness and Ferrara*

Suf. That, out of mere ambition, you have
caus’d

Your holy hat to be stamp’d on the Mug’s coin.

Sur, Then, that you have sent innumerable
substance, [science.

By what means got I leave to your own con-
To fundsh Rome, and to prepare the ways
You have for dignities; to the mere undoing
Of aU the kingdom. Many more there are,

WMch, since they are of you, and odious,

I wiU not taint my mouth with.

CImm. O my lord,

Press not a falling man too far! ’tis virtue:

His faults He open to the laws; let them,
Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to see

him
So Httle of Ms great self.

Sur. I forgive him. [is,—

•

Suf. Lord Cardinal,theMng’sfurtherpleasure
Because all those things you have done of late,

By your power legatine within tMs kingdom.
Fall into the compass of a praemunire,—
That therefore such a writ be sued against you;
To forieit all your goods, lands, tenements,
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be
Out of the Mug’s protection:—tMs is my charge.

Nor, And so we’ll leave you to your menta-
tions

How to live better. For your stubborn answer
About the giving back the great seal to us,
The Mng shall know it, and, no doubt, shall

thank you.
So fare you wefl, my Httle good lord cardinaL

[Exeunt all but Wolsey.
Wol. So farewell to the Httle good you bear

me.
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness!
TMs is the state of man: to-day he puts forth

The tender leaves of hope; to-morrow blossoms,
And bears Ms blushing honours thick upon him;
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost,

And,—when he thinks, good easy man, full

surely
His greatness is a-ripening,—nips Ms root,

And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur’d.
Like httle wanton boys that swim on bladdei^
TMs many summers in a sea of glory;

But far beyond my depth: my hi^-blown pride
At length broke under me; and now has leftme.
Weary and old with service, to the mercy
Of a rude stream, that must for ever Mde me.
Vain pomp and glory of tMs world, I hate ye:
I feel my heart new opened. O, how wretched
Is that poorman that hangs on prince’s favours!

There is, betwixt that smile we would asj^e to.

That sweet aspect of princes, and their min,
More pangs and fears than wars orwomen have:
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer,

Never to hope again.
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Enter Cromwell, emazedly.

. Why, tow now, Cromwell!

Crom. I have no power to speak, sir.

Wkat, amaz’d

At my misfortunes? can thy spirit wonder

A great man should decline? Nay, an you weep,

I am fallen indeed.

Crom. How does your grace?

Wol Why, well;

ITever so truly happy, my good Cromwell.

I know myself now; and I feel withinme
A peace above all earthly dignities,

A still and quiet conscience. The king has
cur’d me,

I humbly thank his grace; and from these
shoulders,

These ruin’d pillars, out of pity, taken

A load would sink a navy,—too much honour:

0,
’tis a burden, Cromwell, ’tis a burden

Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven!

Crom. I am glad your grace has made that

light use of it. [thinks,

—

Wot I hope 1 have; I am able now, me<
Out of a fortitude of soul I feel,—

To endure more miseries and greater far

Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer.

What news abroad?
Crom* The heaviest and the worst

Is your displeasure with the king.

Wol God bless him!
Crom. The next is that Sir Thomas More is

chosen
Lord Chancellor in your place.

Wd. That’s somewhat sudden:
But he’s a learned man. May he continue

Long in his highness’ favour, and do justice,

For truth’s sake and his conscience; that his

bones, [ings,

When he has run his course and sleeps in bless-

May have a tomb of orphans’ tears wept on ’em!

What more?
Cronu That Cranmer is return’d with wel-

come.
Install’d Lord Archbishop of Canterbury.
Wol That’s news indeed.
Crom, Last, that the Lady Anne,

Whom the king hath m secrecy long married.

This day was view’d in open as his queen,
Going to chapel; and the voice is now
Only about her coronation.

Wol, There was the weight that pull’d me
down. O Cromwell,

The king has gone beyond me: all my glories

In that one woman I have lost for ever:

No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours,
Or gild again the noble troops that waited
Uponmy smiles. Go, get thee from me, Crom-

well;

I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now
To be thy lord and master: seek the king;

That sun, I pray, may never set! I have told

him [thee;

What and how true thou art: he will advance
Some little memory of,me will stir him,

—

1 know his noble nature,—not to let

Thyhopeful service perish too: good Cromwell,
Neglect him not; make use now, and provide
For thine own future safety.

Crom, 0 my lord,

Must 1 then leave you? must I needs forego

So good, so noble, and so true a master?
Bear witness, all that have not .hearts of iron.

With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord.

The king shall have my service; but my prayers
For ever and for ever shall be yours.
Wol Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear

In all my miseries; but thou hast forc’d me.
Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman.
Let’s dry our eyes: and thus far hear me,

Cromw^;
And,— when I am forgotten, as I shall be.
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention
Of me more must be heard of,—say I taught

thee;
Say Wolsey,—that once trod the ways of glory,

And sounded all the depths and shoals of hon-
our,

—

Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in;

A sure and safe one, though thy mastermiss’dit.
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me.
Cromwell, 1 charge thee, ffing away ambition:
By that sin fell the angels; how can man, then,
The image of his Maker, hope to win by it?

Love thyself last: cherish those hearts that hate
thee;

Corruption wins not more than honesty.
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace,
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear

not:

Let all the ends thou aim’st at be thy country’s,

Thy God’s and truth’s; then, if thou fall’st, 0,

Cromwell,
Thou fall’st a blessed marlyr! Serve the king;

And,—^pr’ythee, lead me in:

There take an inventory of all I have,
To the last penny; ’tis the king’s: my robe,
And my integrity to heaven, is all [well!

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Crom-
Had I but serv’d my God with half the zeal
I serv’d my king, he would not in mine age
Have left me n^ed to mine enemies.

Crom, Good sir, have patience.

Wol So I have. Farewell
The hopes of court! my hopes in heaven do

dwell. IFxeunf.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—A Street in Westminster,

Enter tieo Gentlemen, meeting.

1 Gent. You are well met once again.

2 Gent, So are you.
1 Gent. You come to take-your stand here,

and behold
The Lady Anne pass from her coronation?
2 Gent. ’Tis ail my business. At our last

encounter
The Duke of Buckingham came from his trial.

X Gent. ’Tis very true: but that time offer’d

sorrow;
This, general joy.

2 Gent. ’Tis well: the citizens,

I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds;
As, let ’em have their rights, they are ever

forward,
In celebration of this day with shows,
Pageants, and sights of honour.

X Gent. Never greater,

Nor, I’ll assure you, better taken, sir.
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3 Gent May X be boM to ask wbat Ibat coa-

taiasi

That paper in yooi hand?

1

Gent Yesj ’tis the list

Of those that claim their offices this day»

By cnstoxn of the coronation.

The Bake of Stffiolk is the first, and claims

To be high-steward; next, the Duke of Norfolk^

He to be earl marshal: yon may read the rest.

3 Gent 1 thflitir you, sir; had I not known
those customs,

I should have been beholden to your paper.

But, Ibeseechyou, what’s become of Katharine,

The princess dowager? how goes her business?

1 Gent. That I can tell you too. The Arch-
bishop

Of Canterbury, accompanied with other
Learned and reverend fathers of his order.

Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off

From Ampffiill, where the princess lay; to

which
She was often died by them, but appear’d not:

And, to be short, for not appearance and
The Mng’s late scruple, by the main assent

Of all these learned men, she was divorc’d.

And the late marriage made of none effect:

Since which she was remov'd to Kimbolton,
Where she remains now sick.

3 Gent Alas, good ladjl—
[Tnm^is.

The trumpets sound: stand dose, the gueen is

coming.

The Order of The Procession
A lively flourt^ of tnmpete: then ertter,

X, Two Judges.
. lord Chancellor, with the parse and mace before

him.
3. Chonstefs singing. [Music*

4* Mayor of London, bearing the mace. Then Gar-
ter, in his coat of arms, and on his head a
gilt copper crown.

5. Marquis Dorset, bearing a sceptre of gold, on his
head a demi-coronal of gold. With him, the
Earl of Sarrey, bearing the rod of silver with
the dove, crowned with an earl’s coronet.
Collars of SS.

. Duke of Sofiok, m his robe of estate, his coitmet
on his head, bearmg a long white wan^as
high-steward. With him, ue Duke of Nor-
fo^ with the rod of marshalship, a coronet
on his head. Collars of SS.

y. Acanopy borne by four of the Cinque-ports; under
it me Queen in her robe; her hair rich^ a-
domed with pearl, crowned. On each side of
her, the Bishops of London and Winchester.

8. The old Duchess or Norfolk, in a coronal of gold,
wrought with flowers, bearing the Queen’s
tram.

p. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlets

of gold without flowers.

A royal train, believe me.—These I know:

—

Who’s that that bears the sceptre?
1 Gent Marquis Dorset:

And that the Earl of Surrey, with Ae rod.
2 Gent A bold brave gentleman. Thai

should be
The Duke of Suffolk?

1 Gent ’Tis the same,—high-steward.
2 Gent And that my Lord of Norfolk?
1 Gent Yes.
2 Gent Heaven bless thee I

[looMng on the Queen.

Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look’d on.—
Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel;
Our king has all the Indies in his arms,
And more and richer, when he strains that lady:
I cannot blame his conscience.

1 Gent They that bear
The cloth of honour over her are four barons
Of the Cinque-ports.

3

Gent Those men are happy; and so are all

are near her.

I take it, she that carries up the train

Is that old noble lady, Duchess of Norfolk,
z Gent It is: and all the rest are countesses.
2 Gent Their coronets say so. These are

stars indeed;
And sometimes falling ones.

1 Gent No more of ffiat.

[Exit Procession, with a great fiomish of
trumpets.

Enter a third Gentleman,

God save you, sirl where have you been broil-
ing? [a finger

3 Gent Amongthe crowd i’ the abbey; where
Could not be wedg’d in more: I am stifled

With the mere rankness of their joy.

2 Gent You saw
The ceremony?

3 Gmt That I did.

1 Gent How was it?

3

Gent Well worth the seeing.

3

Gent Good sir, speak it to us.

3 Gent Aswellaslamable. Therichstream
Of lords and ladies, having brought the queen
To a prepar’d place in the choir, fell off

A distance from her: while her grace sat down
To rest awhile, some half an hotu: or so.

In a rich chair of state, opposing freely

The beauty of her person to the people.
Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman
That ever lay by man: which when the people
Had the full view of, such a noise arose
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest,
As loud, and to as many tunes: hats, cloi^s,—
Doublets, I think,—flew up; and had their faces
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such

joy
I never saw before. Great-bellied women,
That had not half a week to go, like rams
In the old time of war, would shake the press.
And make ’em reel before ’em. No man living
Could say. This is mg wife, there; all were

woven
So strangely in one piece.

2 Gent But what follow’d?

3 Gent At length her grace rose, and with
modest paces [saintUke,

Came to the altar; where she kneel’d, and.
Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray’d de-

voutly.

Then rose again, and bow’d her to the people:
When by the Archbishop of Canterbury
She had all the royal makings of a queen:
As holy oil, Edward Confessor’s crown.
The rod, and bird of peace, and all such

emblems
Laid nobly on her: which perform’d, the choir,

With all the choicest music of the kingdom,
Together sung Te Deum. So she parted,
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And with the same full state pac’d back again

To York Place, where the feast is held.

1 Gent. Sir,

You must no more call it York Place, that’s

past:

For, since the cardinal fell, that title’s lost:

'Tis now the king’s and call’d Whitehall.

3 Gent. I know it;

But ’tis so lately alter’d that the old name
Is fresh about me.

2 Gent. What two reverend bishops

Were those that went on each side of the queen?

3 Gent. Stokesly and Gardiner; the one of

Winchester,

—

Kewly preferr’d from the king’s secretary,

—

The other, London.

2 Gent. He of Winchester

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop’s,

The virtuous Cranmer.

3 Gent. All the land knows that:

However, yet there is no great breach; when it

comes, [him.

Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from
2 Gent Who may that be, I pray you?

3 Gent Thomas Cromwell;

A man in much esteem with the king, and truly

A worthy friend.~The king
Has made him master 0’ the jewel-house.

And one, already, of the privy council.

2 Gent He will deserve more.

3 Gent Yes, without all doubt.

—

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which
Is to the court, and there ye shall be my

guests:

Somethmg I can command. As X walk thither

I’ll tell ye more.
Both. You may command us,

[EMunt

Scene IL—Kimbolton.

Enter Katharine, Dowager, sick; led between
Griffith and Patience.

Grif. How does your grace?
Kaih. 0 Griffith, sick to death!

My legs, like loaden branches, how to the
earrh,

Willing to leave their bnrden. Reach a chair;—
So,—now, methinks, I feel a little ease, [me.
Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou ledd’st

Thatthe great child ofhonour, Cardinal Wolsey,
Was dead?

Grif. Yes, madam; but X think youx grace,

Out of the psdn you suffer’d, gave no ear to’t.

Ekth. Pr’ythee, good Griffith, teU me how
he died:

If well, he stepp’d before me, happily,

For my example,
Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam:

For after the stout Earl Northumberland
Arrested him at York, and brought him for-

ward,

—

As* a man sorely tainted,—to his answer,
He feh sick suddenly, and grew so ill

He could not sit his mule.
Kath. Alas, poor man!
Grif. At last, with easy roads, he came to

Leicester,

Lodg’d in the abbey; where the reverend abbot.
With all his coveat, honourably receiv’d him;

Towhomhegavethese words,—O,fatherabbot.
An old man, broken with the storms ofstate,
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye;
Give him a hide earth for charity!
So went to bed; where eagerly his sickness
Pursu’d Inm still: and three nights after this,

About the hour of ei^t,—^which he himself
Foretold should be his last,—full of repentance,
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows.
He gave his honours to the world again,

His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace.
Kath. So may hb rest; his faults lie gently

on him! [him.
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak
And yet with charity. He was a man
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking
BKmself with princes; one that, by suggestion,
Tied all the kingdom: simony was fair play;

His own opinion was his law: i’ the presence
He would say untruths; and be ever double
Both in his words and meaning: he was never.
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful:

His promises were, as he then was, mighty;
But his performance, as he is now, nothing:
Of his own body he was ill, and gave
The clergy ill example.

Grif. Noble madam,
Men’s evil manners Hve in brass; their virtues
We write in water. May it please your highness
To hear me speak his good now!
Kath. Yes, good Griffith;

I were malicious else.

Gnf. This cardinal,

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly
Was fashion’d to much honour from his cradle.

He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one;
Exceeding wise, fair-spoken, and persuading:
Lofty and sour to them that lov’d him not;
But to those men that sought him sweet as

summer.
And though he were unsatisfied in getting,

—

Which was a sin,—yet in bestowing, madam,
He was most pnncely: ever witness for him
Those twins of learning that he rais’d in you,
Ipswich and Oxford! one of which fell with him,
tfnwilling to outlive the good that did it;

The other, though unfinish’d, yet so famous.
So excellent in art, and st^ so rising,

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue.

His overthrow heap’d happiness upon him;
For then? and not till then, he felt himself.

And found the blessedness of being little:

And, to add greater honours to his age
Than man could give him, he died fearing God.
Kath. After my death I wish no other herald.

No other speaker of my living actions.

To keep mine honour from corruption.

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith.

Whom I most hated Eving, thou hast made me.
With thy religious truth and modesty,
Now in his ashes honour: peace be with him!

—

Patience, be near me still; and set me lower:

I have not long to trouble thee.—Good Griffith,

Cause the musicians play me that sad note
I nam’d my knell, whilst I sit meditating
On that celestial harmony I go to.

and solemn, music.

Grif. She is asleep; good wench, let’s sit

down quiet.

For fear we wake her:—softly, gentile Patience.
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The YlSION. Bvier, scimnly tripping me after

onote, eiz Personages elad in white rooes, toear*

ins m tifitf Aeod® cartojufe of bays, and goldm
pirnrds on their faces; hranehes of hays or palm

in i^uir hands, they first emgee unto her, thm
dance; and, at eetiain changes, the first two hold

a spars garland om her head; at which the mer
four mam reoerent courtesies: then the two that

mM tlm garland deliver the same to the cfher next

ixo, who observe the same order in their changes,

and hdding the garland over her head: which done,

:&ey deUver the same garland to the last two, who
Ukemse observe the same order: <d which,—as it

were by inspiration,—she makes in her sleep signs

of ngoieing, and hoUetk up her hands to heaven:

mi so in ^eir dancing th^ vanish, carrying the

garlcmd wUh &m. The music continues.

^th. Spaxits of peace, where are ye? Are
ye all gone?

And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye?

Grif. Madam, we are here.

Katk. It is not yon I call for:

Saw ye none enter since I slept?

Grif. Eone, nmdam.
^ih. No? Saw yon not, even now, a

blessed troop

Invite me to a banqnet; whose bright faces

Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun?
They promis’d me eternal happiness;

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which 1 feel

I am not worthy yet to wear: I shall,

Assuredly. [dreams
Gt^. I am most joyful, madam, such good

Possess your fancy.

Kath. Bid the music leave,

They are harsh and heavy to me. [Musk ceases.

Pat. Do you note
How much her grace is alter’d on the sudden?
How long her face is drawn? how pale she

looks,

And of an earthy cold? Mark you her eyes!

Grif. She is going, wench: pray, pray.

Pat. Heaven comfort her!

Enter a Me^enger.

Mess. An*t like yoUr grace.

—

Kath. You arc a saucy fellow:

Deserve we no more reverence?
Grif. You are to blame.

Knowing she will not lose her wonted greatness,

To use so rude behaviour; go to, kneel.

Jfm. I humbly do entreat your highness’
pardon; [staying

My haste made me unmannerly. There is

A gentleman, sent from the Mng, to see you.
Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith: but

this fellow
Xet me ne’er see again.

[Exeunt Griffith and Messenger.

Me~enter Griefith, with Capucius.

H my dght fail not.
You should he lord ambassador from the

emperor,
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius,

Cap. Madam, the same,—your servant
Kjath. 0, my Lord,

The times and titles now are alter’d strangely
with me since first you knew me. But^ I

’ pray you,
What is your pleasure wiih me?

Cap. Noble .lady,

First, mine own service to your grace; the next,
The king’s request that I would visit you:
Who grieves much for your weakness, and by

me
Sends you his princely commendations.
And heartily entreats you take good comfort
Kath. O, my good lord, that comfort comes

too late;

’Tis like a pardon after execution:

That gentle physic, given in time, had cur’d me;
But now I am past all comforts here, but

prayers.

How does his highness?
Cap. Madam, in good health.
Kath. So may he ever do! and ever flourish;

When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor
name

Banish’d the kingdom!—Patience, is that letter

I caus’d you write yet sent away?
* Pat. No, madam.

[Giving it to Kathardte.
Kath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver

This to my lord the king.

Cap. Most willing, madam.
Kath. In which I have commended to his

goodness
The model of our chaste loves, his young

daughter,

—

The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on
her!

—

Beseeching him to give her virtuous breeding;
She is young, and of a noble modest nature,—
I hope she will deserve well;—and a little

To love her for her mother’s sake,* that lov’d

him, [petition

Heaven knows how dearly. My next ]poor

Is, that his noble grace would have some pity

Upon my wretched women, that so long
Have follow’d both my fortunes faithfully;

Of which there is not one, I dare avow,— .

And now I should not lie,—hut will deserve.
For virtue and true beauty of the soul,

For honesty and decent carriage,

A right good husband, let him be a noble;
And, sure, those men are happy that shall have

them.
The last is, for my men,—they are the poorest,
But poverty could never draw ’em from me,—
That they may have their wages duly paid ’em,
And something over to remember me by:
If heaven had pleas’d to have given me longer

life

And able means, we had not parted thus.

These are the whole contents:—and, good my
lord,

By that you love the dearest in this world.
As you wish Christian peace to souls departed,
St^d these poor people’s friend, and urge the

king
To do me this last riifiit.

Cap. By heaven, I wiD,
Or let me lose the fashion of a man! [me
Kath. I thank you, honest lord. Remember

La all humility unto his highness:
Say his long trouble now is [passing [him.

Out of this world; tell him, in death I Mess’d
For so I will,—Mine eyes grow dim.*—Farewell,
My lord.—Griffith, farewell.—Nay, Patience,
You must not leave me yet: 1 must to bed; .
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Call ia more womea.—-When I am dead, good
wench,

let me be us’d with honour: strew me over

With maiden flowers, that all the world may
know

I was a chaste wife to my grave: embalm me.
Then lay me forth: although unqueen’d, yet

like

A queen, and daughter to a Mng, inter me.
I can no more. [Exeunt, leading Katharine.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

London. A Gallery in the Palace,

Enter Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester, a
Page with a torch 5e/ore him.

Gar. It’s one o’clock, boy, is’t not’?

Boy. It has struck.

Gar. These should be hours for necessities,

Not for delights; times to repair our nature

With comfortmg repose, and not for us
To waste these times.

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell.

Good hour of night. Sir Thomas!
Whither so late?

JLov. Came you from the king, my Lord?
Gar. I did, Sir Thomas; and left him at

ptimero
With the Duke of Suffolk.

Lov. I must to him too,

Before he go to bed. FU take my leave.

Gar. Not yet. Sir Thomas Lovell. What’s
the matter?

It seems you are in haste; an if there be
No great offence belongs to’t, give your friend

Some touch of your late business: affairs lhat
walk,

—

As they say spirits do,--at midnight, have
In them a wilder nature than the business
That seks despatch by day.

Lov. My lord, I love you;
And durst commend a secret to your ear
Much weightier than this work. The queen’s

in labour.

They say in great extremity; and fear’d

She’ll with the labour end.
Gar, The fruit she goes with

I pray for heartily, that it may find [Thomas,
Good time, and live: but for the stock. Sir

I wish it grubb’d up now.
Lov. Methinks I could

Cry thee amen; and yet my conscience says
She’s a good creature, and, sweet lady, does
Deserve our better wishes.

Gar. But, sir, sir,

—

Hear me, Sir Thomas: you are a gentleman
Of mine own way; I know you wise, religious;

And, let me tell you, it will ne’er be well,

—

’Twill not. Sir Thomas Lovell, take’t of me,—

•

Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and
she,

Sleep in their graves.
Lov. Now, sir, you speak of two

The most remark’d i’ the li^gdom. As for

Cromwell,— [master
Beside that of the jewel-house, he’s made
O’ the rolls, and the Mug’s secretary; further,

Stands in the gap and trade of more prefer-

ments,
With which the time will load lum. The arch-

bishop [speak
Is the king’s hand and tongue; and who dare
One syllable against Mm?

Gar. Yes, yes. Sir Thomas,
There are that dare; and I myself have ventur’d
To speak my mmd of him: and indeed tMs day,
Sir,—^I may teE it you,—I tMnk I have
Incens’d the lords o’ council, that he is,

—

For so I know he is, they know he is,—
A most arch heretic, a pestilence [moved,
That does infect the land: with wMch they
Have broken with the Mng; who hath so far

Given ear to our complaint,—of his great grace
And princely care; foreseeing those fell mis-

chiefs

Our reasons laid before him,—^hath commanded
To-morrow morning to the council-board
He be convented. He’s a rank weed, Sir

Thomas,
And we must root him out. From your affairs

I hinder you too long: good night. Sir Thomas,
Lov. Many good mghts, my lord: I rest your

servant.

[Exeunt Gardiner and Page.

As Lovell is going out, enter the King and the
Duke of Suffolk.

K, Ben. Charles, I will playno more to-night;

My mind’s not on’t; you are too hard for me.
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before.

K. Hen. But little, Charles;
Nor shall not, when my fancy’s on my play,—
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is tiie news?

Lov. I could not personally deliver to her
What you commanded me, but by her woman
I sent your message; who return’d her thanks
In the greatest humbleness, and desir’d your

highness
Most heartily to pray for her.

K. Ben. What say’st thou, ha?
To pray for her? what, is she crjing out?

Lov. So said her woman; and that her suffer-

ance made
Almost each pang a death.
K. Ben. Alas, good lady!

Suf. God safely quit her of her burden, and
With gentle travail, to the gladding of
Your Mghness with an heir!

K. Ben. ’Tis midnight, Charles;
IVythee, to bed; and in thy prayers remember
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone;
For I must think of that wMch company
Will not be friendly to.

Suf. 1 wish your Mghness
A quiet night; and my good mistress will

Remember in my prayers.

K. Ben. Charles, good-ni^t.
[Exit Suffolk.

Enter Sm Anthony Denny.

Well, sir, what foEows? [bishop,

Den. I have brou^t my lord the arch-

As you commanded me.
K. Ben. Ha! Canterbury?
Den. Ay, my good lord.

K. Ben. ’Tis true: where is he, Denny?
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Den. He attends yotir higitness* pleasure.

K. Hen. Bring Inm to us.

[Exit Denny.
lou.TIiis is about that wkch tke bishop

spake:
I am happily come hither. [Aside.

Reenter Denny, with Ciuitmer.

K. Hen. Avoid the gallery,

[Lovell seems fo stay.

Ha! I have said. Be gone.

WhatS [Exeunt Lovell and Denny.
Cran. I am fearful:—wherefore frowns he

thus?
’Tis his aspect of terror. All’s not well. [Aside.

K. Hen. How now, my lord? you do desire

to know
Wherefore I sent for you.

Cran. It is my duty

To attend your highness’ pleasure.

K. Hen. Pray you, arise.

My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury.

Come, you and I must walk a turn together;

I have news to tell you: come, come, give me
your hand.

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak.

And am right sorry to repeat what follows;

I have, and most unwillingly, of late

Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord,

Grievous complaints of you; which, being
consider’d,

Have mov’d us and our council that you shall

This morning come before us; where, I know,
You cannot with such freedom purge yourself

But that, tin further tnal in those charges

Which will require your answer, you must take

Your patience to you, and be well contented

To m^e your house our Tower: you a brother

of us,

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness

Would come against you.

Cran. I humbly thank your highness;

And am right glad to catch this good occasion

Most thoroughly to be winnow’d, where my
chaff

And corn shall fiy asunder: for I know
There’s none stands under more calumnious

tongues
Than I myself, poor man.
K. Hen. Stand up, good Canterbury:

Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted

In us, thy friend: give me thy hand, stand up;
Pr’ythee, let’s walk. How, by my holy-dame,
What manner of man are you? My lord, I

look’d

You would have given me your petition that

I should have ta’en some pains to brmg together
Yourself and your accusers; and to have heard

you.

Without indurance, further.

Cran. Most dread liege.

The good I stand on is my truth and honesty:
If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies, [not.

Will triumph o’er my person; which I weigh
Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing
What can be said against me.
K. Hen. Know you not

How your state stands f the world, with the
whole world?

’ Your enemies are many, and not small; their
practices

Must bear the same proportion; and not ever
The justice and the truth o’ the question carries

The due o’ the verdict with it: at what ease
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt

To swear against you? such things have been
done.

You are potently oppos’d; and with a malice
Of as great size. Ween you of better luck,

I mean in perjur’d witness, than your Master,
Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv’d

Upon this naughty earth? Go to, go to;

You take a precipice for no leap of danger.

And woo your own destruction.

Cran. God and your majesty
Protect mine innocence, or I fall into

The trap is laid for me!
K. Hen. Be of good cheer;

They shall no more prevail than we give way to.

Keep comfort to you; and this morning see
You do appear before them: if they shall chance,
In chargmg you with matters, to commit you.

The best persuasions to the contrary

Fail not to use, and with what vehemency
The occasion shall instruct you: if entreaties

WiH render you no remedy, this ring

Dehver them, and your appeal to us
There make before them.—Look, the good

man weeps!
He’s honest, on mine honour. God’s bless’d

mother!
I swear he is true-hearted; and a soul

None better m my kingdom.—Get you gone,
And do as I have bid you. [Exit Ceahmer.]

—He has strangled

Eis language in his tears.

Enter an Old Lady.

Gent. [Within.] Come back; what mean you?
Old L. I’ll not come hack; the tidings that

I bring [angels

Will make my boldness maimers.—Now, good
Fly o’er thy royal head, and shade thy person
Under their blessed wings!
K. Hen. Now, by thy looks

I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver’d?

Say ay; and of a boy.

Old L. Ay, ay, my liege;

And of a lovely boy: the God of Heaven
Both now and ever bless her!—’tis a girl,

—

Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen
Desires your visitation, and to be
Acquainted with this stranger; ’tis as like you
As cherry is to cherry.

K. Hen. Lovell,—

Re-enter Lovell.

Lov. Sir?
K. Hen. Give her an hundred marks. I’ll

to the queen. [Fjaf.

Old L. An hundred marks! By this light,

I’ll ha* more.
An ordinary groom is for such payment.
I will have more, or scold it out of him.
Said I for this, the girl was like to him?
I will have more, or else unsay’t; and now,
While it is hot, Fll put it to the issue,

[Exeunt.
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Scene ll,—Lobby before the Council Chamber.

Enter Cranmer; Servants, Door-keeper, &c.,
attending.

Cran. I hope I am not too late; and yet the
gendeman

That was sent to me from the council pray’d me
To make great haste. All fast? what means

this?—Hoi
Who waits there?—Sure, you know me?

D. Keep. Yes, my lord;

But yet I cannot help you.

Cran. Why?
D. Keep. Your grace must wait till you be

call’d for.

Enter Doctor Butts.

Cran. So.

Butts. [Aside.] This is a piece of malice. I

am glad

I came this way so happily: the king
Shall understand it presently. [Exit.

Cran. [Aside.] ’Tis Butts,

The King’s physician: as he pass’d along,

How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me!
Pray, heaven, he sound not my disgrace! For

certain,

This is of purpose laid by some that hate me,

—

God turn their hearts! I never sought their

malice,— [make me
To quench mine honour; they would shame to

Wait else at door, a fellow-counsellor,

Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their
pleasures

Must be fulfill’d, and I attend with patience.

The King and Butts appear at a window above

Butts. I’ll show your grace the strangest
sight,—

K. Hen. What’s that. Butts?
Butts. I think your highness saw this many

a day.

K. Hen. Body 0’ me, where is it?

Butts. There my lord:

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury;
Who holds his state at door, ’mongst pur-

suivants,

Pages, and footboys.

K Hen. Ha! ’tis he indeed:
Is this the honour they do one another?
’Tis well there’s one above them yet. I had

thought
They had parted so much honesty among ’em,

—

At least good manners,—as not thus to suffer

A man of his place, and so near our favour,

To dance attendance on their lordships’ plea-

sures.

And at the door too, like a post with packets.
By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knavery:
Let ’em alone, and draw the curtain close;

We shall hear more anon. [Exeunt.

The Council Chamber.

Enter the Lord Chancellor, the Duke of Suf-
folk, the Duke of Norfolk, Earl of
Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, Gardiner,
and Cromwell. The Chancellor places

himself at the upper end of the table on the

left hand; a seat being left void above him,
as for the Archbishop of Canteeibury
The rest seat themselves in order on eachside,
Cromwell at the lower end, as Secretary.

Chan. Speak to the business, master secre-
tary:

Why are we met in council?

Crom. Please your honours,
The chief cause concerns his grace of Canter-

bury.

Gar. Has he had knowledge of it?

Crom. Yes.
Nor. Who waits there?
D. Keep. Without, my noble lords?
Gar. Yes.
D. Keep. My lord archbishop;

And has done half an hour, to know your
pleasures.

Chan. Let him come in.

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now.
[Cran. approaches the Counal-toUe.

Chan. My good lord archbishop, I am very
sorry

To sit here at this present, and behold
That chair stand empty; but we all are men.
In our own natures frail, and capable
Of our flesh; few are angels: out of which

frailty

And want of wisdom, you, that best should
teach us,

Have misdemcan’d yourself, and not a little,

Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling

The whole realm, by your teaching and your
chaplains,

—

For so we are inform’d,
—

^with new opimons,
Divers and dangerous; which are heresies.

And, not reform’d, may prove pernicious.

Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too.

My noble lords; for those that tame wild horses
Pace ’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle,

But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and
spur ’em,

Till they obey the manage. If we suffer,

—

Out of our easiness, and childish pity

To one man’s honour,—this* contagious sick-

ness,
Farewell all physic: and what follows then?
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint

Of the whole state: as, of late days, our neigh-
bours.

The upper Germany, can dearly witness.

Yet freshly pitied in our memories. [gress

Cran. My good lords, hitherto in aU the pro-

Both of my life and office, I have labour’d,

And with no little study, that my teaching
And the strong course of my authority
Mi^t go one way, and safely; and the end
’Syas ever to do well: nor is there living,

—

I speak it with a single heart, my lords,

—

A man that more detests, more stirs against,

Both in his private conscience and his place,

Defacers of a public peace, than I do.

Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart

With less allegiance in it! Men that make
Envy and crooked malice nourishment
Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships

That, in this case of justice, my accusers,

Be what they will, may stand forth face to face.

And freely urge against me.
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Suf. Naj, my lord,

That caimot be: yon are a counsellor.

And, by tbat virtue, no man dare accuse you.

Gar. My lord, because we have business of

more moment, [pleasure,

We will be short with you. *Tis his highness*

And our consent, for better trial of you,

From hence you be committed to the Tower;

Where, being but a private man again,

You shall know many dare accuse you boldly.

More than, I fear, you are provided for.

Cron. Ah, my good Lord of Winchester,!
thank you; [pass

You are always my good friend; if your will

I shall both find your lordship judge and jnror.

You are so merciful: I see your end,

—

’Tis my undoing: love and meekness, lord.

Become a churchman better than ambition:

Win straying souls with modesty again,

Cast none away. That I shall clear myself,

Lay aH the weight ye can upon my patience,

I make as little donbt as you do conscience

In doing daily wrongs. I could say more,
But reverence to your calling makesme modest.

Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a sectary.

That’s the plain truth; your painted gloss dis-

covers, [ness.

To men that understand you, words and weak-
Cronu My Lord of Winchester, you are a

little,

By your good favour, too sharp; men so noble.

However faulty, yet should find respect

For what they have been: ’tis a cruelty

To load a faffing man.
Gcr. Good master secretary,

I cry your honour mercy; you may, worst
Of iffi this table, say so.

Crom. Why, my lord?

Gar. Do not I know you for a favourer

Of this new sect? ye are not sound.
Crom. Not sound?
Gar. Not sound, I say.

Crom, Would you were half so honest!
Men’s prayers then would seek you, not their

fears.

Gar. I shall remember this hold language.
Crom. Bo.

Eemember your bold life too.

Chm. This is too much;
Forbear, for shame, my lords.

Gar. I have done.
Crom. And I.

Chm. Then thus for you, my lord; it stands
agreed,

I take it, by aH voices, that forthwith
You be conveyed to the Tower a prisoner;
There to remain till the ^g’s further pleasure
Be known unto us:~are you all agreed, lords?
M. We are.

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy,
But I must needs to the Tower, my lords?

What other
Would you expect? You are strangely trouble-

some.

—

Let some o’ the guard be ready there.

Enter Guard.

.Cron. For me?
Must 1 go Hke a traitor thither?

Oar. Receive him.
And see him safe i’ the Tower.

Cran. Stay, good my lords,

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords;

By virtue of that ring I take my cause
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it

To a most noble judge, the Mug my master.
Cham. This is the king’s ring.

Sm. ’Tis no counterfeit.

Suf. ’Tis the right ring, by heaven: 1 told ye

Whenwe firstput this dangerous stone a-roffing,

’Twould fail upon ourselves.

Nor. Do you think, my lords,

The king will suffer but the little finger

Of this man to be vex’d?

Cham. ’ Tis now too certain

:

How much more is his life in value with him?
Would I were fairly out on’tl

Crom. My mind gave me,
In seeking tales and informations

Against this man,-—whose honesty the devil

And his disciples only envy at,—
Ye blew the fire that bums ye: now have at ye.

Enter the King frouming on them; he takes
his seat.

Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we
bound to heaven

In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince;

Not only |Ood and vrise, but most religious:

One that, m all obedience, makes the church
The chief aim of his honour; and, to strengthen
That holy dut^, out of dear respect.

His royal self in judgment comes to hear
The cause betwixt her and this great offender.
K.JBen. You were ever good at sudden

commendations,
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I. come not
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence;
They are too thin and bare to hide offences.

To me you cannot reach: you play the spaniel.

And think with wagging of your tongue to win
me;

But whatsoe’er thou tak’st me for, I am sure
Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody.

—

Good man [to Cranmer], sit down. Now let

me see the proudest,
He that dares most, but wag his finger at thee:
By all that’s holy, he had better starve [not.

Than but once think this place becomes thee
Swr. May it please your grace,

—

K. Hen, No, sir, it does not please me.
I had thought I had had men of some under-

standing
And wisdom of my council; but I find none.
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man.
This good man,—few of you deserve that

title,—

This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy
At chamber door? and one as great as you are?
Why, what a shame was thisi Did my com-

mission
Bid ye so far forget yourselves? I gave ye
Power as he was a counsellor to try Mm,
Not as a groom: there’s some of ye, I see.
More out of malice than integrity,

Would tty him to the utmost, had ye mean;
Which ye shall never have while I five.
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Chan. Thus far,

My' most dread sovereign, may it like your
grace [pos’d

To let my tongue excuse all. What was pur-

Concerning Ms imprisonment was rather,

—

If there he faith in men,—meant for Ms trial,

And fair purgation to the world, than malice,

—

I’m sure in me.
K. Hen. WeU, well, my lords, respect him;

Take Mm, and use him well, he’s worthy of it.

I will say thus much for him,—if a prince

May be beholding to a subject, I

Am, for Ms love and service, so to him.
Makeme no more ado, but ^ embrace Mm;
Be friends, for shame, my lords!—My Lord of

Canterbury,

I have a suit wMch you must not deny me;
That is, a fair young maid that yet wants bap-

tism,

You must be godfather, and answer for her.

Cmn. The greatest monarch now alive may
glory

In such an honour: how may I deserve it,

That am a poor and humble subject to you?
K. Hen. Come, come, niy lord, you’d spare

your spoons: you shall have
Two noble partners with you: the old Duchess

of Norfolk [you?

And Lady Marquis Dorset: will these please

Once more, my Lord of Winchester, I charge
you,

Embrace and love tMs man.
Gar. With a true heart

And brother-love I do it.

Cran. And let heaven
Witness how dear I hold this confirmation.

K. Hen. Good man, those joyful tears show
thy true heart:

The common voice, I see, is verified

Of thee, wMch says thus,—Do my Lord of
' Canterbury

A shrewd turn, and he is your friend forever. —
Come, lords, we trifle time away; I long

To have tMs young one made a Christian.

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain;
So I grow stronger, you more honour gain.

[Exeunt.

Scene III .—The Palace Yard.

Noise and tumult within. Enter Porter and
his Man.

Port. You’ll leave your noise anon, ye
rascals: do you take the court for Paris garden?
ye rude slaves, leave your gaping.

[Wffhm.j Good master porter, I belong to

tbe larder.

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged,
you rogue! is this a place to roar in?—Fetch
me a dozen crab-tree staves, and strong ones;
these are but switches to them.—I’ll scratch

your heads: you must be seeing christenings?

do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude
rascals?

Man. Pray, sir, be patient: ’tis as much
impossible,— [cannons,

—

Unless we sweep them from the door with
To scatter ’em as *tis to make ’em sleep
On May-day morning; wMoh will npver be:
We may as wpU push against Paul’s as stir ’em.

Port How got they in, and be bang’d?
Man. Alas, I know not; how gets the tide in?

As much as one sound cudgel of four foo^—
You see the poor remainder,—could distribute,

1 made no spare, sir.

Port. You did nothing, sir.

Man. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, nor
Colbrand, [any

To mow ’em down before me: but if I sp^d
That had a head to Mt, either young or old,

He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker.
Let me ne’er hope to see a chine again;

And that I would not for a cow, God save lierl

[Within.] Do you hear, master porter?

Port. I shall be with you presently, good
master puppy.—Keep the door close, sinrah.

Man. What would you have me do?
Port. What should you do, but knock them

down by the dozens? In tMs Moorfields to

muster in? or have we 'some strange Indian
with the great tool come to court, the women
so besiege us? Bless me, what a foy of fornica-

tion is at door! On my Christian conscience,

tMs one chnstening beget a thousand:
here will be father, godfather, and all together.

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir.

There is a fellow somewhat near the door, he
should be a brazier by Ms face, for, 0’ my con-
science, twenty of the dog-days now reign in’s

nose; all that stand about him are undfer the
line, they need no other penance: that fire-drake

did I Mt three times on the head, and three

times was Ms nose distharged against me; he
stands there, like a mortar-piece, to blow us.

There was a haberdasher’s wife of small wit

near him, that railed upon me till her pink’d
porringer fell ofi her head, for kindling such a
combustion in the state. I mis’d the meteor
once, and Mt that woman, who cned out Clubs!
when I might see from far some forty tnm-
cheoners draw to her succor, wMch were the
hope of the Strand, where she was quartered.

They fell on: I made good my place; at length

they came to the broomstaff to me; I defied

them still: when suddenly a file of boys behind
them, loose shot, delivered such a shower of

pebbles, lhat I was fain to draw mine honour
in, and let them win the work: the devil was
amongst them, I think, surely.

Port These are the youths that thunder at a
play-house and fight for bitten apples; that, no
audience, but the Tribulation of Tower-Mil or
the limbs of Limehouse, thieir dear brothers,

are able to endure. 1 have some of them iit

Limbo Pairum, and there they are like to
dance these three days; besides the running:

banquet of two beadles that is to come.

Enter the Lord Chamberlain.

Cham. Mercy 0’ me, what a multitude are
here! [coining.

They grow still too; from all parts mey are
As if we kept a fair here! Where are these

Ijorters,

These lazy knaves?—Ye have made a jfine hand,
fellows.

There’s a trim rabble let in: are all these
Your faithful friends o’ the suburbs? We shaE

have
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Great store of iwaa, no doubt, f®r fii®

ladies,

Wben tkey pass back from the chnstoniog.

Port. An’t please your bonoor,

We are but men; and wbat so many may do.

Hot being tom a pieces, we have done:

An army cannot me ^em.

Chanu As I live,

If the king blame me foPt, 1*11 lay ye all

By the heels, and suddenly; and on yonr heads
Clap rotind fines for neglect: yoa*Te l«tzy knaves;

And here ye Ee baiting of bombards, when
Ye ^ottld do service. Harkl the trumpets

sound;
They are come already from the christening:

Go, break among the press, and find a way out
To let the troop pass fairly; or PE find

A Marshalsea shall hold you play these two
months.

Fort. Make way there for the princess.

Man, You great feEow,
Stand close up, or PH make your head ache.

Fort. You i’ the camlet, get up o* the rail;

PH pick you o*er the pales else. [Exeunt

ScEHE IV.—TAe Fdace.

Enter trumpets, sounding; then two Aldermen,
lord. Mayor, Garter, Crahmer, Duke of
Horfolk, with Ms marshciPs staff, Duke
OF Suffolk, two Koblemen bearing great

standing-bowtsfor the christenmg gifts; then

ffmr Hoblemen bearinga canopy, under which
the Duchess of Horfoik, godmother,
bearing the child richly habited in a mantle,
&c. Train borne by a Lady; then follows
the Marchioness of Dorset, the other
godmother, and Ladies. The troop pass once
about the stage, and Garter

Oort Heaven, from thy endless
,

send prosperous life, long, and even
the high and mighty princess of

Elkabethl

Flourish, Enter King and Train.

Cran. [Kneeling.] And to your royal grace
and the good queen,

My noble partners and myself thus pray;

—

AH comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady.

Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy.
May hourly fall upon yel

K. Hem Thank you, good lord archbishop.
What is her name?

Cran, Elizabeth.

K. Hen. Stand up, lord.—
[The Kmo kisses the child.

With this kiss take my blessiag: God protect

toeel

Into whose hand I give thy Hfe.

Cran. Amen.
K.Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been

too prodigaL
I thank ye heartily; so shaH this latfy.

When she has so much English.
Cran. Let me speak, sir.

For heaven now bids me; and the words I utter
Let none think flattery, for they’U find *em

truth.

This royal infant,—Heaven still move about
her!—

Though in her cradle, yet now promises
Upon this land a thousand thousand hlesrings.
Which time shafl bring to ripeness: she shall

be,—
,

But fewnow living can behold that goodness,—
A pattern to aH prmces living with her,

And aH that shaH succeed: Saba was never
More covetous of wisdom and fair virtue
Than this pure sotd shaH be: aH princely graces.
That mould up such a mighty piece as this is,

With aH the virtues that attend the good,
ShaH stiH be doubled on her; truth ^aH nurse

her,

Holy and heavenly thoughts stiH counsel her:
She shaU be lov’d and fear’d: her own shall

bless her;

Her foes shake Kke a field of beaten com,
And hang their heads with sorrow: good grows

with her:

La her days every man shaH eat in safety.

Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing
The merry songs of peace to aH his neighbours:
God shaH be truly Imown; and those about her
From her shaU read the perfect ways of honour.
Andbythose claimtheir greatness, notby blood.
Hot shaH this peace sleep with her: but as when
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix,
Her ashes new create another heir,

As great in admiration as herself;

So ShaH she leave her blessedness to one,

—

When heaven shaU caU her from this cloud of
darkness,

—

Who from the sacred ashes of her honour
ShaH star-fike rise, as great in fame as she was.
And so stand fix’d: peace, plenty, love, truth,

terror,

That were the servants to this cnosen infant,

Shall then be bis, and like a vine grow to him:
Wherever the bright sun of heaven ^afl shine,
]£s honour and the greatness of his name
ShaH be, and make new nations: he shaH

fl.ourish,

And, like a mountain cedar, reach Hs branches
To aH the plains about him:—our children’s

children

ShaH see this and bless Heaven.
K. Hen. Thou speafc’st wonders.
Cran. She shaU be, to the happiness of

England,

An aged princess; many days shaH see her,
And yet no day without a deed to crown it.

Would I had known no morel but she must die,

She must, the saints must have her,—yet a
virgin;

A most unspotted lily shaH she pass
To the ground, and aH the world shaH mourn

her.

K. Hen. 0 lord archbishop,
Thou hast made me now a man; never, before
This happy child, did I get anytidng;
This oracle of comfort has so pleas’d me
That when 1 am in heaven I shaH desire

To see what this child does, and praise my
Maker.

—

I thank ye all.—To you, my good lord mayor,
And you, good breihem, I am much beholding;
I have received much honour by your presence,
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And ye shall find me thanfcPui.—Lead the way,

lords:— [ye,

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank

She will be sick else. This day, no man think

Has business at his house? for all shall stay;

This little one shall make it hoEday. [Exeunt

EPILOGUE

>Tis ten to one this play can never please

All that are here: some come to take iieir ease,

And sleep an act or two; but those, we fear,

627

We have frightened with our trumpets; so, 'tis

clear,

They*E say ’tis naught; others to hear the city

Abus’d extremely, and to cry,—That’s unity!
Which we have not done neither; that, I fear,

AH the expected good we’re like to hear
For this play at this time, is only in

The merciful construction of good women;
For such a one we show’d ’em: if they smile,

And say ’twill do, I know, within awhile
All the best men are ours; for ’tis iE hap
If they hold when their ladies bid ’em clap.

KING HENEY TOI
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Scene,—Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it.

PROLOGUE.
In Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of

Greece
The princes orgulous, their high blood chaf'd,

Have to the port of Athens sent their ships,

Fraught with the ministers and instruments
Of cruel war: sixty and nine, that wore
Their crownets regal, from the Athenian hay
Put forth toward Phrygia: and their vow is

made
To ransack Troy; within whose strong immures
The ravish’d Helen, Menelaus’ queen,
With wanton Paris sleeps; and that’s the

quarrel.

To Tenedos they come;
And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge

Their warlike fraughtage: now on Dardan plains
The fresh and yet unbrmsed Greeks do pitch

Their brave pavilions: Pnam’s six-gated city,

Dardan, and Xymbria, Hehas, Chetas, Troien,
And Antenorides, with massy staples

And corresponsive and fuWUmg bolts,

Sperr up the sons of Troy.
Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits,

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek,
Sets all on hazard:—and hither am I come
A prologue arm’d,—^but not in confidence
Of author’s pen or actor’s voice; but suited
In like conditions as our argument,

—

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play
Leaps o’er the vaunt and firstlings of those

broils,
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Be^iuiiiig in the middle; starting thence away
To what may be digested in a play.

Like, or find fault; do as your pleastires are;

Now good or bad, ’tis but the chance of war.

ACT I.

Scene I.—Troy. Before Priam’s Palace.

Enter Troilus aimed, and Pandarus.

Tro. Call here my varlet; I’ll unarm agam:
Why should I war without the walls of Troy,

That find such cruel battle here within?

Each Trojan that is master of his heart,

Let him to field; Troilus, alasi hath none.
Pan. Will this gear ne’er be mended?
Tro. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to

their strength, [vahant;

Pierce to their skill, and to their fierceness

But I am weaker than a woman’s tear.

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance,

Less valiant than the virgia in the night.

And sMHess as unpractis’d infancy.

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this:

for my part, I’ll not meddle nor make no
further. He that will have a cake out of the

wheat must needs tarry the grinding.

Tro. Have I not tarried?

Pan. Ay, the grinding; but you must tarry

the bolting.

Tro, Have I not tarried?

Pan. Ay, the bolting; but you must tarry

the leavening.

Tro. Still have I tarried.

Pan. Ay, to the leavening; but here’s yet

in the word hereafter, the kneading, the making
of the cake, the heating of the oven, and the

baking; nay, you must stay the cooling too, or

you may chance to burn your lips. [be,

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess e’er she
Doth lesser blench at sufierance than I do.

At Priam’s royal table do I sit;

Andwhenfair Cressidcomesintomythoughts,—
So, traitor1—when she comes1—When is she

thence?
Pan. Well, she looked yesternight fairer than

ever I saw her look, or any woman else.

Tro. Iwas about to tellthee,—whenmyheart,

As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain;

Lest Hector or my father should perceive me,
I have,—as when the sun doth li^t a storm,—
Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile:

But sorrow that is couch’d in seeming gladness
Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness.

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker
thanHelen’s,

—
^well, go to,—there were nomore

. comparison between the women,—^but, for my
part, she is my kinswoman; I would not, as

they term it, praise her,—^but I would some-
body had heard her talk yesterday, as I did.

I wul not dispraise your sister Cassandra’s wit;

but,—
Tro. 0 Pandarus 1 1 tell thee, Pandarus,—

When I do tell thee there my hopes lie drown’d,
Heply not in how many fathoms deep
They lie indrench’d. 1 teU thee, I am mad
In Cressid’s love: thou answerist, she is fair;

Pourist in the open ulcer of my heart [voice;

. Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her
Handiest m thy discourse, 0, that her hand,

In whose companson all whites are ink,

Writing their own reproach; to whose soft

seizure

The cygnet’s down is harsh, and spirit of sense
Hard as the palm of ploughman!—Thte then

tell’st me,
As true thou telPst me, when I say I love her;
But, saymg thus, instead of oil and balm, [me
Thou lay’st in every gash that love hath given
The knife that made it.

Pan. 1 speak no more than truth.

Tro. Thou dost not speak so much.
Pan. Faith, I’ll not meddle in’t Let her

be as she is: if she be fair, ’tis the better for
her; an she be not, she has the meads in her
own hands.

Tro. Good Pandarus,—how now, PandaiusI
Pan. I have had my labour for my travail;

in-thought on of her, and ill-thought on of you:
gone between and between, but small thanks
for my labour.

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus?
what, with me?
Pan. Because she is kin to me, therefore

she’s not so fair as Helen: an she were not km.
to me, she would be as fair on Friday as Helen
is on Sunday. But what care I? I care not
an she were a blackamoor; ’tis aU one to me.

Tro. Say I, she is not fair?

Pan. 1 do not care whether you do or no*
She’s a fool to stay behind her father; let her
to the Greeks; and so PU tell her the next
time I see her: for my part, I’U meddle nor
make no more in the matter.

Tro. Pandarus,

—

Pan. Not I.

Tro. Sweet Pandarus,

—

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me: 1
will leave all as I found it, and there an end.

[Exit. An alarum^
Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace,

rude sounds!
Fools on both sides! Helen must needs be fair.

When with your blood you daily paint her thus.
I cannot fi^t upon this argument;
It is too starv’d a subject for my sword.
But Pandarus,—O gods, how do you xdague

me!
I cannot come to Cressid but by Pandar;
And he’s as tetchy to he woo’d to woo.
As she is stubhom-chaste against all suit.

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne’s love,

What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we?
Her bed is India; there she lies, a pearl:

Between our Ilium and where she resides
Let it be call’d the wild and wandering flood;

Ourself the merchant; and this sailing Pandar
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark.

Alarum. Enter Mneas.

Mne. How now, Prince Troilus! wherefore
not afield? [sorts,

Tro. Because not there: this woman’s answer
For womanish it is to be from thence.

What news, Aeneas, from the field to-day?

JEne. That Paris is returned home, and hurt.

Tro. By whom, Aeneas?
Mne. Troilus, by Menelaus.
Tro. Let Paris bleed: ’tis but a scar to scorn;

Paris is gor’d with Menelaus’ horn. [Alarum,



Hark, what good sport is out of town
to-day I

Tro. Better at home, if would I might were
may.— [thither?

But to the sport abroad;—are you bound
jBne, In all swift haste.

Tro, Come, go we, then, together.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—Troy. A Street

Enter Cressida and Alexander.

Cres. Who were those went by?
Alex. Queen Hecuba and Helen.
Cres. And whither go they?
Alex. tip to the eastern tower.

Whose height commands as subject all the vale,

To see the battle. Hector, whose patience

Is as a virtue fix’d, to-day was mov’d:
He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer;
And, hke as there were husbandry in war.
Before the sun rose he was harness’d light,

And to the field goes he, where every flower
Bid, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw
In Hector’s wrath.

Cres. What was his cause of anger?
Alex. The noise goes, this: there is among

the Greeks
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector;
They call him A.jax.

Cres. Good, and what of him?
Alex. They say he is a very man per se.

And stands alone.

Cres. So do all men,—unless they are drunk,
sick, or have no legs.

Alex This man, lady, hath robbed many
beasts of their particular additions: he is as
valiant as the hon, churlish as the bear, slow
as the elephant: a man mto whom nature hath
so crowded humours that his valour is crashed
into folly, his folly sauced with discretion: there
is no manhath a virtue that he hath not a glimpse
of; nor any man an attaint, but he carries some
stain of it: he is melancholy without cause, and
merry against the hair; he hath the joints of
everything; but everythmg so out of joint that
he IS a gouty Briareus, many hands and no use;
or purblind Argus, all eyes and no sight.

Cres. But how should this man, that makes
me smile, make Hector angry?

Alex. They say he yesterday coped Hector
in the battle, and struck him down; the disdain
and shame whereof hath ever since kept Hector
fasting and waking.

Cres. Who comes here?
Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus.

Enter Pandards.

Cres. Hector’s a gallant man.
Alex. As may be in the world, lady.
Pan. What’s that? what’s that?
Cres. Good-morrow, uncle Pandarus.
Pan. Good-morrow, cousin Cressid: what

do you talk of?—Good-morrow, Alexander,

—

How do you, cousin? When were you at Ilium?
Cres. This morning, uncle.
Pan. What were you talldng of when I came?

Was Hector armed and gone ere ye came to
Ilium? Helen was not up, was she?

Cres. Hector was gone; hut Helen was not
up.

Pan. E’en so: Hector was stirring early.

Cres. That were we talking of, and of his
anger.
Pan. Was he angry?
Cres. So he says here.

Pan. True, he was so; I know the cause too;

he’ll lay about him to-day, I can tell them that:

and there is Troilus will not come far hehmd
him; let them take heed of Troilus, I can tell

them that too.

Cres. What, is he angry too?

Pan. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better
man of the two.

Cres. 0 Jupiter! there’s no comparison.
Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector?

Do you know a man if you see him?
Cres. Ay, if I ever saw him before, and knew

him.
Pan. Well, I say Troilus is Troilus.

Cres. Then you say as I say; for I am sure
he is not Hector.
Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus in some

degrees.
Cres. ’Tis just to each of them; he is himself.

Pan. Himself! Alas, poor Troilus! I would
he were,

—

Cres. So he is.

Pan. Condition, I had gone barefoot to India.

Cres. He IS not Hector.
Pan. Himself! no, he’s not himself,—would

’a were himself^ Well, the gods are above;
time must friend or end: well, Troilus, well,

—

I would my heart were in her body!—No,
Hector is not a better man than Troilus.

Cres. Excuse me.
Pan. He is elder.

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me.
Pan. The other’s not come to’t; you shall

tell me another tale when the other’s come to’t.

Hector shall not have his wit this year,—
Cres. He shall not need it if he have his own.
Fan. Not his quahties,

—

Cres. No matter.

Pan. Not his beauty.

Cres. ’Twould not become him,—^his own’s
better.

Pan. You have no judgment, niece: Helen
herself swore the other day that Troilus, for a
brown favour,—for so ’tis, I must confess,

—

not brown neither,—
Cres. No, but brown.
Pan. Faith, to say truth, brown and not

brown.
Cres. To say the truth, true and not true.

Pan. She praised his complexion above
Paris.

Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough.
Pan. So he has.

Cres. Then Troilus should have too much:
if she praised him above, Ms complexion is

higher than his; he having colour enough, and
the other higher, is too flaming a praise for a
good complexion. I had as lief Helen’s golden
tongue had commended Troilus for a copper
nose.

Pan. I swear to you I think Helen loves him
better than Paris.

Cres. Then she’s a merry Greek indeed.

,
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Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came
to him the other day into the compassed win-

<iow,—and, you know, he hs^ not past three or

four hairs on his cMa,

—

Cres. Indeed, a tapster’s arithmetic may
soon bring his parriculars therein to a total.

Pan. TOy, he is very young: and yet will

he, within three pounds, Hft as much as his

brother Hector. {hfter?

Cres, Is he so young a man and so old a
Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves

hiiri,—she came, and puts me her white hand
to his cloven chin,

—

Ores* Juno have mercy! how came it cloven?

Pan. Why, you know, ’tils dimpled; I think

his smiling becomes him better riian any man
in all Phrygia.

Cres, O, he smiles valiantly.

Pan. Does he not?

Cres. 0 yes, an ’twere a cloud in autumn.
Pan. Why, go to, then:—but to prove to you

that Helen loves Troilus,

—

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof if you’ll

prove it so.

Pan. Troilus! why, he esteems her no more
than I esteem an addle egg.

Cres, If you love an addle egg as well as
you love an idle head, you would eat chickens i’

the shell.

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh to think

how she tickled his chinj—indeed, she has a
marvellous white hand, I mustneeds confess,

—

Cres. Without the rack.

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white
hair on his chin.

Cres. Alas, poor chin! many a wmt is richer.

Pan. But there was such laughing!—Queen
Hecuba laughed, that her eyes ran o’er,

—

Cres. With millstones.

Pan. And Cassandra laughed,—
Cres. Buttherewasmoretemperatefireunder

the pot of her eyes.—Did her eyes run o’er too?

Pan. And Hector laughed.
Cres. At what was all this laughing?
Pan. Marry, at the white hrir that Helen

spied on Troilus’ chin.

Cres. An’t had been a green hair I should
have laughed too.

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair

as at Ms pretty answer.
Cres. "^at was Ms answer?
Pan. Quoth she, Here’s but one and fifty

fmrs on your chin, and one of them is white.

Cres. TMs is her question.

Pan. That’s true; make no question of that.

One and fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white:

that white hair ts my father, and all the rest

are his sons.~~JupUer.' quom she, which of
these hairs is Paris my husband?—The forked
one, quoth he; pluck it out and give it him.
But there was such laughing! and Helen so

blushed, and Paris so chafed; and ah the rest

so laughed that it passed.
Cres. So let it now; for it has been a great

while going by.
Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yester-

day; tMnk on’t
Cres. So I do.
Pan. Ph be sworn *tis tmej he will weep

you, an ’twere a man bom in April.

Cres. And I’ll springup in Ms tears, an ’twere
a nettle against May. [A retreat sounded.
Pan. Hark! they are coming from the held:

shah we stand up here, and see them as they
pass toward Bium? good niece, do; sweet
Cressida.

Cres. At your pleasure.

Pan- Here, here, here’s an excellent place;
here we may see most bravely: I’ll teU you
them ah by their names as they pass by; but
mark Troilus above the rest

Cres. Speak not so loud.

iEi?EAS passes.

Pan. That’s -^neas: is not that a brave
man? he’s one of the flowers of Troy, I can
tell you. But mark Troilus; you shah see anon.

Antenor passes.

Cres. Who’s that?
Pan. That’s Antenor: he has a shrewd wit,

I can teh you; and he’s a man good enough;
he’s one 0’ the soundest judgments in Troy,
whosoever, and a proper man of person. When
comes Troilus?—I’ll show you Troilus anon;
if he see me, you shall see Mm nod at me*

Cres. Will he give you the nod?
Pan. You shall see.

Cres. If he do, the rich shall have more.

Hector passes.

Pan That’s Hector, that, that, look you,
that; there’s a fellow!—Go thy way, Hectorl
—There’sa brave man, niece.—O brave Hectorl
—Look how he looks!—There’s a countenance!
Is’t not a brave man?

Cres. 0, a brave man!
Pan. Is ’a not? It does a man’s heart good.
—Look you what hacks are on Ms helmet! look
you yonder, do you see? look you there: there’s

no jesting; there’s laying on; take’t off who
will, as they say: there be hacks!

Cres. Be those with swords?
Pan. Swords! anything, he cares not; an

the devil come to Mm, it’s all one: by god’s
lid, it does one’s heart good. Yonder comes
Paris, yonder comes Paris:

Paris passes.

look ye yonder, niece; is’t not a gallant man
too, is’t not?—Why, tMs is brave now.—Who
said he came hurt home to-day? he’s not hurt:

why, tMs will do Helen’s heart good now, ha!
—Would I could see Troilus now!—you shall

see Troilus anon.

Helewus passes.

Cres. Who’s that?

Pan. That’s Helenust—I marvel where
Troilus is:—that’s Helenus:—I tMnk he went
not forth to-day:—that’s Helenus.

Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle?

Pan. Helenus! no;—yes, he’ll fight indiffer-

ent well.—I marvel where Troilus is.—Hark!

do you not hear the people cry Troilus?

—

Helenus is a priest,

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder?
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Taoaxjs jmses.

Pan. Where? yonder? that’s Deiphobus:

—

’tis Troilus! there’s a man, niece1—Hem!

—

Brave Troilns! the prince of chivalry!

Cres. Peace, for shame, peace!

Pan. Mark him; note him:—0 brave

Troilus!—look well upon him, niece; look you
how his sword is bloodied, and ids helm more
hack’d than Hector’s; and how he looks, and
how he goes!—0 admirable youth! he ne’er

saw three and twenty.—Go thy way, Troilus,

go thy way!—Had I a sister were a grace, or a
daughter a goddess, he should take his choice.

0 adimrafale man* Paris?—^Pans is dirt to him;

and, I warrant, Helen, to change, would give

an eye to boot.

Cres. Here come more.

Forces pass.

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts! chaff and bran,

chaff and bran! porridge after meat!—I could

live and die i’ the eyes of Troilus.—Ne’er look,

ne’er look; the eagles are gone: crows and
daws, crows and daws!—I had rather be such
a man as Troilus than Agamemnon and all

Greece,
Cres. There is among the Greeks Achilles,

—a better man than Troilus.

Pan. Achilles! a drayman, a porter, a very
camel.

Cres. Well, well.

Pan. Well, well!—Why, have you any
discretion? have you any eyes? do you know
what a man is? Is not birth, beauty, good
shape, discourse, manhood, learning, gentle-

ness, virtue, youth, liberality, and such like,

the spice and salt that season a man?
Cres. Ay, a minced man; and then to be

baked with no date in the pie,—for then the
man’s date’s out

Pan. You are such a woman! one knows
not at what ward you lie.

Cres, Upon my back, to defend my belly;

upon my wit, to defend my wiles; upon my
secrecy, to defend mine honesty; my mask, to

defend my beauty; and you, to defend all these:
and at all these wards I he, at a thousand
watches.

Pan. Say one of your watches.
Cres. Nay, I’ll watch you for that; and

that’s one of the chiefest of them too: if I can-
not ward what I would not have hit, I can
watch you for tellmg how I took the blow;
unless it sweE past hiding, and then it is past
watching.

Pan, You are such another!

Enter Troilus’ Boy.

Soy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with
you.
Pan. Where?
Boy. At your own house; there he unarms

him.
Pan. Good boy, tell Hm I come. [Exit boy.

1 dpubt he be hurt.—Fare ye welh good niece.
Cres. Adieu, uncle.
Pan. I’E be with you, niece, by and iQr,

• Cres. To bring, uncle.

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus.

Cres. By the same token—you are a bawd.
[Exit Pakoarus

Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love’s Mi sacri-
fice,

He offers in another’s enterprise:

But more in TroEus thousand-fold I see
Than in the glass of Pandar’s praise may be;
Yet bold I off. Women are angels, wooing;
Things won are done, joy’s soul lies in the

doing:

That she belov’d knows naught that knows not
this,

—

Men prize the thing ungain’d more than it is;

That she was never yet that ever knew
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue;
Therefore this maidm out of love I teach,

—

Achievement is command; ungain’d beseech;
Then though my heart’s content firm love do^

bear,

Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear.

[Exit.

Scene III.—The Grecian Camp. Before
Agamemnon’s Tent.

Sennet Enter Agamemnon, Nestor,
Ulysses, Menelaus, and others.

Agam. Princes, [cheeks?
What gnef hath set the jaundice on your
The ample proposition that hope makes
In aE designs begun on earth below [disasters

Fails in the promis’d largeness: checks and
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear’d;

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap,

Infect the sound pine, and divert lus grain
Tortive and errant from his course of growth.
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us
That we come short of our suppose so far
That, after seven years’ siege, yet Troy waEs

stand;

Sith every action that hath gone before,
Whereof we have record, trial did draw
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim,
And that unbodied figure of the thought
That gav’t surmised shape. Why, then, you

princes,

Do you with cheeks abash’d behold our works;
And caE them shames, which are, indeed,

naught else

But the protractive trials of ^eat Jove
To find persistive constancy in men?
The fineness of which metd is not foimd
In fortune’s love: for then the bold and coward,
The wise and fool, the artist and unread.
The hard and soft, seem aE afftn’d and Mn:
But, in the wind and tempest of her frown,
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan,

PuflBng at dl, winnows the Hght away,
And what hath mass or matter, by itself

Lies rich in virtue and unmingled. [seat,

Nest With due observance of thy godlike
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shdl apply
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance
Lies the true proof of men; the sea being

smooth,
How many shdlow bauble boats dare sail

Upon her patient breast, making their way
With those of nobler bulk!

But let the ruffianDoreas once enrage
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The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold

The strong-ribb’d bark through Hqnid motan-
tains cut,

Bounding between the two moist elements,

like Perseus’ horse; where’s then the saucy
boat.

Whose weak untimber’d sides but even now
Co-rivall’d greatness? either to harbour fled

Or made a toast for ISTeptune. Even so

Doth valour’s show and valour’s worth divide

In storms of fortune: for in her ray and bright-

ness
The herd hath more annoyance by the breeze

Than by the tiger: but when the splitting wind
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks.

And flies fled under shade,—why, then the
thing of courage.

As rous'd with rage, with rage doth sympathize,

And with an accent tun’d in self-same key
Retorts to chiding fortune.

Ulyss. Agamemnon,

—

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of

Greece,
Heart of our munbers, soul and only spirit,

In whom the tempers and the minds of all

Should be shut up,—^hear what Ulysses speaks.

Besides the applause and approbation

The which,—most mighty for thy place and
sway,— [To Agamemkon.

And thou most reverend for thy stretch’d-out

life,— [To Nestor.
I give to both your speeches,—which were such
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece
Should hold up high in brass; and such again

As venerable Nestor, hatch’d in silver, [tree

Should with a bond of air,—strong as the axle-

On which heaven rides,—^knit all the Greekish
ears [both,—

To his experienc’d tongue,—yet let it please

Thou great,—and wise,—^to hear Ulysses speak.
Agam, Speak, Prince of Ithaca; and he’t

of less expect,

That matter needless, of importless burden.

Divide Ihy lips, than we are confident,

When raiSk Thersites ojpes his mastifi jaws,

We shall hear music, wit, and oracle.

Ulyss, Troy, yet upon his basis, Jmd been
down, [master.

And the great Hector’s sword had lack’d a
But for these imstances.

The specialty of rule hath been neglected:

And look, how many Grecian tents do stand

Hollowupon this plain, so many hollow factions.

When that the general is not like the hive,

To whom the foragers shall all repair.

What honey is expected? Degree being viz-

arded,

The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask.
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this

centre.

Observe degree, priority, and place,

Insisture, course, proportion, season, form.

Office, and custom, in all line of order:

And therefore is the glorious planet Sol

In noble eminence enthron’d and spher’d

Amidst the other; whose me^cinable eye
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil,

And posts, like the commandment of a kmg,
Sans check to good and bad: but when the

planets, •

In evil mixture, to disorder wander.
What places and what portents! what mutiny
What raging of the sea! shaking of earth!
Commotion in the winds! frights, changes

horrors,

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate
The unity and married calm of states [shalfd
Quite from their fixture! 0, when degree is
which is the ladder to all hig^ designs.
The ente:^rise is sick!How could communities.
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities,

Peaceful commerce from dividahle shores.
The primogenitive and due of birth.

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels.
But by degree, stand in authentic place?
Take but degree away, untune that string,

And, hark, what discord follows! each thing
meets

In mere oppu^ancy: the bounded waters
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores,
And make a sop of all this solid ^obe:
Strength should he lord of imbecility,

And the rude son should strike Hs fa&er dead:
Force should be right; or, rather, right and

wrong,—
Between whose endless jar justice resides,

—

Should lose their names, and so should justice
too.

Then everything includes itself in power,
Power into will, will into appetite;

And appetite, an universal wolf,

So doubly seconded with will and power,
Must make perforce an universal prey,
And last eat up himself. Great Agamemnon,
This chaos, when degree is suffocate,

Follows the choking.

And this neglection of degree it is

That by a pace goes baci^ard, with a purpose
It hath to climb. The general’s disdain’d

By him one step below; he by the next;
That next by Mm beneath: so every step,

Exampled by the first pace that is sick
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever
Of pale and bloodless emulation;
And ’tis tMs fever that keeps Troy on foot,

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length,
Troyinourweakness stands, notinher strength.

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here dis-

cover’d

The fever whereof all our power is sick.

Agam. The nature of the sickness found,
Ulysses,

What is the remedy? [crowns
Ulyss. The great Achilles,—whom opinion

The sinew and the forehand of our host,

—

Having his ear full of his airy fame.
Grows dainty of Ms worth, and in Ms tent
Lies mocMng our desigi^: with Mm Patroclus*
Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day
Breaks scurril jests;

And with ridiculous and awkward action,

—

WTiich, slanderer, he imitation calls,

—

Hepageantsus. Sometime, greatAgamemnon,
Thy topless deputation he puts on;
And, like a strutting player,—^whose conceit

Lies in Ms hamstring, and doth think it rich

To hear the wooden dialogue and sound
’Twixt Ms stretch’d footing and the scaffold-

age,—
Such to-he-iri.ffed and o’er-wrested seeming
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He acts thy greatness in: and when he speaks
*Tis like a chime a-mending; with terms tm-

sqnarM, [dropp’d,

Which, from ihe tongue of roaring Typhon
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff

The large Achffies, on his press’d bed lolling,

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause;

Cries, ExceUeni! His Agamemnon just.

Now play me Nestor; hem, andstroke thy beard.

As he being drest to some oration.

That’s done;—as near as the extremest ends
Of parallels; as like as Vulcan and his wife :

Yet god Achilles shll cries, Excellent
^Tis Nestor right Now play him me, Patroclus,

Arming to answer m a night alarm.

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age
Must be the scene of mirth; to cough and spit,

And, with a palsy-fumbling on Ms gorget.

Shake in and out the rivet: and at this sport

Sir Valour dies; cries, 0, enough, Patroclus;

Or give me nbs of steel! I shall split all

In pleasure of my spleen. And in this fasMon
All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes,

Severals and generals of grace exact,

Achievements, plots, orders, preventions,

Excitements to the field or speech for truce,

Success or loss, what is or is not, serves

As stuff for these two to make paradoxes.

Nest And in the imitation of the^e twmn,

—

Who, as Ulysses says, opimon crowns
With an imperial voice,—many are infect.

Ajax is grown self-willed; and bears his head
In such a rein, in full as proud a place

As broad Achilles; keeps his tent like him;
Makes factious feasts; rails on our state of war
Bold as an oracle; and sets Thersites,—
A slave, whose gall coins slanders like a mmt,

—

To match us in compansons with dirt.

To weaken and discredit our exposure,

How rank soever rounded in with danger.

Vlyss. They tax our policy, and call it

cowardice;
Count wisdom as no member of the war;
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act

But that of hand: the still and mental parts,

—

That do contrive how many hands shall strike.

When fitness calls them on; and know, by
measure

Of their observant toil, the enemies’ weight,

—

Why, this hath not a iSnger’s dignity:

They call this bed-work, mappery, closet-war;
So that the ram that batters down The wall,

For the great swing and rudeness of his poise.

They place before his hand that made the
engine,

Or those that with the fineness of their souls
By reason guide Ms execution.

Nest. Let tMs be granted, and Achilles’ horse
Makes many Thetis’ sons. [Trumpet sounds.
Agam. What trumpet? look, Menelaus.
Men. From Troy.

Enter JEneas.

Agam. What would you ’fore our tent?
j^ne. Is this great Agamemnon’s tent, 1

pray you?
Agam. Evenihis.
ASne. May one, that is a herald and a prince.

Do a fair message to his kingly ears?

Agam. With surety stronger than Achilles’
arm [voice

’Fore all the GreeMsh heads, wMch with one
Call Agamemnon head and general. [may
ABne. Fair leave and large security. Ho

A stranger to those most imperial looks
Know them from eyes of other mortals?
Agam. How!
Mne. Ay;

I ask, that I might waken reverence,
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes
The youthful Phoebus:
WMch is that god in office, guiding men?
WMch is the high and mighty Agamemnon?
Agam. TMs Trojan scorns us; or the men

of Troy
Are ceremonious courtiers.

ABne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, un-
arm’d.

As bending angels; that’s their fame in peace:
But when they would seem soldiers, they have

galls, [Jove’s accord.
Good arms, strong joints, true swords; and,
NotMng so full of heart. But peace, ^neas.
Peace, Trojan; lay thy finger on thy lips!

The worthiness of praise distams his worth.
If that the prais’d Mmself bring the praise forth:

But what the repining enemy commends,
That breath fame Wows; that praise, sole pure,

transcends. [iEneas?
Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself
ABne. Ay, Greek, that is my name.
Agam. What’s your affair, I pray you?
ASne. Sir, pardon; ’tis for Agamemnon’s ears.

Agam. He hears not privately that comes
from Troy. [Mm:

Mne. Nor I from Troy come not to wMsper
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear;

To set his sense on the attentive bent.
And then to speak.
Agam. Speak frankly as the wind;

It is not Agamemnon’s sleeping hour:
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake.
He tells thee so himself.

ABne.
^

Trumpet, blow loud.

And every Greek of mettle, let him know
What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aloud.

[Trumpet sounds.
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy
A prmce called Hector,—^Priam is his father,—
Who in this dull and long-continued trace
Is rusty grown: he bade me take a trumpet
And to tMs purpose speak. Kings, prin es,

lords!

If there be one among the fair’st of Greece
That holds Ms honour Mgher than his ease;
That seeks Ms praise more than he fears his

peril;

That knows his valour and knows not his fear;

ThatlovesMsmistressmorethaninconfession,—
With truant vows to her own lips he loves,—
And dare avow her beauty and her worth
In other arms than hers,—to him tMs challenge.
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks,
Shall make it good, or do Ms best to do it,

He hath a lady wiser, fairer, truer
Than ever Greek cfid compass in Ms arjns

And will to-morrow with his trumpet call
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Mid-way between yonr tents and walls of Troy,

To rouse a Grecian tkat is true in love:

If any come, Hector shall honour Inm;

If none, he*ll say in Troy when he retires,

The Grecian dames are sunburnt, and not worth
The splinter of a lance. Even so much.
Agcm. This shall be told our lovers, Lord

^ueas;
If none of them have soul in such a kind,

We left them all at home: but we are soldiers;

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove
That means not, hath not, or is not in love I

If then one is, or hath, or means to be,

That one meets Hector; if none else, I am he.
Nest. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man

When Hector’s grandsire suck’d: he is old now;
But if there be not in our Grecian host
One noble man that hath one spark of fire

To answer for his love, tell him from me

—

I’ll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver,
And in my vantbrace put this wither’d brawn;
And, meeting him, will tell him that my lady
Was fairer than his grandame, and as chaste
As may be in the world: his youth in flood,

I’ll prove this truth with my three drops of
blood. (youth!

JSne. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of

Vlyss. Amen. [hand;
Agam. Fair Lord Aeneas, let me touch your

To our pavihon shall I lead you, sir.

Achilles shall have word of this intent;

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent:

Yourself shall feast with us before you go,

And find the welcome of a noble foe.

[Exeunt all but Ulyss. and Nest.
Ulyss, Nestor,

—

Nest What says Ulysses? [brain;

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my
B e you my time to bring it to some shape.
Nest Whatis’t?
Ulyss. This ’tis:—

Blunt wedges rive hard knots: the seeded pride
That hath to this maturity blown up
In rank Achilles must or now be cropp’d,

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil,

To ovcrbulk us aU.
Nest Well, and how? [sends,
Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector

However it is spread in general name,
Relates in purpose on^ to Achilles. [stance,

Nest The purposeisperspicuous evenas sub-
Whose groBsness little characters sum up;
And, in the publication, make no strain

But that Achilles, were his brain as barren
As banks of Libya —^though, ApoUo knows,
’Tis dry enough,—^will, with great speed of

judgment,
Ay, with celerity, find Hector’s purpose
Pointing on him.

Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, think
you? [else oppose

Nest Yes, ’tis most meet: whom may you
That can from Hector bring his honour off.

If not Achilles? Though’t be a sportful combat,
Yet in the trial much opimon dwells;
For here the Trojans taste our dear’st repute
With their fin’st palate : and trustto me, Ulysses,
Our imputation shall be oddly pois’d
In this wild action; for the success,
Although particular, shall give a scantlkg

Of good or bad unto the general;

And in such indexes, although small pncks
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen
The baby figure of the giant mass
Of things to come at large. It is suppos’d
He that meets Hector issues from our choice:

And choice being mutual act of all our souls.

Makes merit her election; and doth boil.

As ’twere from forth us ah, a man distill’d

Out of our virtues; who miscanying, [p^,
What heart receives from hence the conquering
To steal a strong opinion to themselves?
Which entertain’d, limbs are Ms instruments.
In no less working than are swords and bows'
Directive by the Hmbs,

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech;

—

Therefore ’tis meet AcMBes meet not Hector.
Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares,
And think perchance they’ll sell; if not.

The lustre of the better shall exceed,
By showing the worst first. Do not consent
That ever Hector and Achilles meet;
For both our honour and our shame in this

Are dogg’d with two strange followers.

Nest I see them not with my old eyes: what
are they?

Ulyss. What glory cur Achilles shares from
Hector, [him:

Were he not proud, we all should share with
But he already is too insolent;

And we were better parch in Afrfc sun
Than in the pride and salt scorn of Ms eyes,

Should he ’scape Hector fair: if he were foil’d,

Why, then we did our main opinion crush
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery;

And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw
The sort to fight with Hector: among ourselves.

Give Mm allowance for the better man;
For that will physic the great Myrmidon
Who broilsm loud applause, and make Mm fall

His crest that prouder than blue Iris bends.
If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off,

We’n dress him up in voices: if he fail.

Yet go we under our opinion still

That we have better men. But, Mt or miss.

Our project’s life tMs shape ofsense assumes,

—

Ajax employ’d plucks down Achilles’ plumes.

Nest Now, Ulysses, I begin to relish thy
advice;

And I will give a taste of it forthwith

To Agamemnon: go we to him straight.

Two curs shall tame each other: pride alone

Must tarre the mastiffs on, as ’twere their bone.
[Exeimf,

ACT IL

Scene I,—Another pari of the Grecian Comji,

Enter Ajax and Thersites,

Ajax. Thersites,—
Ther. Agamemnon,—^how if he had boils,

—

full, aU over, generally?

—

Ajax. Thersites,—
Ther. And those boils did run?—Say so,—

did not the general run then? were not that a
botchy core?

—

Ajax. Dog,

—

Ther. Then would come some matter from
Mm; I see none now.
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Ajax* Tiiou Mtcli-wolfs son, canst thou not

tear? Feel, tken. [Beating hm.
Tim. The plapte of Greece upon thee, thou

mongrel! beef-witted lord!

Ajax. Speak, then, thou vinewedst leaven,

sp^: I will beat thee into handsomeness.
Tker. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and

holiness: but I think thy horse will sooner con

an oration, than thou learn a prayer without

book. Thou canst strike, canst thou? a red

murrain o’ thy jade’s tricks!

Ajax. Toadstool, leam me the proclamation.

Tker. Dost thou think I have no sense, thou
strikest me thus?

Ajax. The proclamation,

—

Tker. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think.

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers

itc£
Ther. I would thou didst itch from head to

foot, and I had the scratching of thee; I would
make thee the loathsomest scab in Greece.
When thou art forth m the mcursions, thou
strikest as slow as another.

Ajax. I say, the proclamation,

—

Tker. Thou gnimblest and railest every hour
on Achilles; and thou art as full of envy at his

greatness as Cerberus is at Proserpina’s beauty,

ay, that thou barkest at him.
Ajax. Mistress Thersites:

Tker. Thou shouldst strike him.
Ajax. CobloafI

Tker. He would pim thee into shivers with
his as a sailor breaks a biscuit.

Ajax. You whoreson cur! [Beating him.
Tker. Do, do.

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch!
Ther. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord!

thou hast no more brain than 1 have in mine
elbows; an assinego may tutor thee: thou
scurvy valiant assl thou art here but to thrash
Trojans; and thou art bought and sold among
those of any wit, like a barbarian slave. K
thou use to beat me, I will begin at thy heel,
and tell what thou art by inches, thou thing of
no bowels, Ihou!

Ajax. You dog!
Ther. You scurvy lord!

Ajax. You curl [Beating kirn.

Tim. Mars his idiot! do, rudeness; do,
camel; do, do.

Bnfer Achuxes and Patroclus.

AckiL Why, how now, Ajax! wherefore do
you thus?—

How now, Thersites! what’s the matter, man?
Tker. You see Mm there, do you?
Achih Ay; what’s the matter?
Ther. Nay, look upon him,
AcksL So I do: what’s the matter?
Tker. Nay, but regard him weU.
Achii. WeU! why, I do so.

Tker. But yet you look not well upon him;
for whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax.
AcM. I know that, fool.

Tker. Ay, but that fool knows not himself,
Ajax. Therefore I beat thee.
Tker. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit

he utters! Ms evasions have ears thus long. I
have bobbed Ms brain more than he has beat

my bones: I will buy nine sparrows for a
penny, and Ms pia mater is not worth the
ninth part of a sparrow. This lord, Achilles,
Ajax,—who wears Ms wit in his belly, and Ms
gats in his head,—I'll tell you what I say of
him.

Ackil. What?
Tker. 1 say, this Ajax,—

[Ajax offers to beat him, Achilles
interposes.

AchU. Nay, good Ajax.

Ther. Has not so much wit,—
Ackil. Nay, I must hold you.
Ther. As wM stop the eye of Helen’s needle,

for whom he comes to fight.

Ackil. Peace, fool!

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but
the fool wiU not: he there; that he; look you
there.

Ajax. O thou damned cur! I shall,

—

AcM. Will you set your wit to a fool's?

Ther. No, I warrant you; for a fool’s will

shame it.

Pair. Good words, Thersites.

AchB. What’s the quarrel?

Ajax. I bade the vile owl go leam me the
tenor of the proclamation, and he rails upon me.

Ther. I serve thee not.

Ajax. WeU, go to, go to.

Ther. I serve here voluntary.

Ackil. Your last service was sufferance, ’twas

not voluntary,—no man is beaten voluntary:

Ajax was here the voluntary, and you as under
an impress.

Ther. E’en so; a great deal of your wit, too,

Ues in your sinews, or else there be Kars.

Hector shaU have a great catch if he knock out
either of your brains; ’a were as good crack a
rusty nut with no kernel.

Achil. What, with me too, Thersites?
Tker. There’s Ulysses and old Nestor,—

whose wit was mouldy ere your grandsires had
nails on their toes,—yoke you like draught
oxen, and make you plough up the wars.

Ackil. What, what? [Ajax! to!

Tker. Yes, good sooth: to, AcMUes! to,

Ajax. I shaU cut out your tongue.
Tker. ’Tis no matter; I shaU speak as much

as thou afterwards.

Fair. No more words, Thersites; peace!
Tker. I wiU hold my peace when AcMUes’

brach bids me, shall I?

Ackil. There’s for you, Patroclus.

Tker. I wiU see you hanged, Uke clotpoles,

ere I come any more to your teats: I wiU keep
where there is wit stirring, and leave the faction

of fools. [Exit.

Fatr. A good riddance.
Ackil. Marry, tMs, sir, is proclaim’d through

aU otir host:

—

That Hector, by the fifth hour of the sun,

WiU, with a trumpet, ’twixt our tents and Troy,

To-morrow morning caU some knight to arms
That hath a stomach; and such a one that dare
Maintain I know not what; ’tis trash. Fare-

weU.
Ajax. Farewell. Who shaU answer him?
Ackil. X know not, it is put to lottery;

otherwise
He knew Ms man.
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Afcx. 0, meaning you.—I’ll go learn more
of it. [£jceunf.

Scene IL—Troy. A Room in Priam’s
Palace.

Enter Priam, Hector, Troilns, Paris,
and Helenus.

PrL After so many hours, hves, speeches
spent.

Thus once again says Nestor fromthe Greeks:

—

Deliver Helen, and all damage else,

—

As honour, loss of time, travail, expense.

Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is

consum’d
In hot digestion of this cormorant war,—
Shall be struck o#.—Hector, what say you to’t?

Heci. Though noman lesser fears the Greeks
than I,

As far as toucheth my particular,

Yet, dread Pnam,
There is no lady of more softer bowels.

More spongy to suck in the sense of fear.

More ready to cry out, Who knows whatfollows?
Than Hector is: the wound of peace is surety.

Surety secure; but modest doubt is call’d

The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches

To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go:

Since the first sword was drawn about this

question,

Everytithe soul, ’mongstmanythousanddismes.
Hath been as dear as Helen,—-I mean, of ours:

If we have lost so many tenths of ours,

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us,

Had it our name, the value of one ten,

—

What ment’s in that reason which denies

The yielding of her up?
Tro. Fie, fie, my brotherl

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king.

So great as our dread father, in a scale

Of common ounces^ will you with counters sum
The past-proportion of his infinite?

And buckle-in a waist most fathomless
With spans and inches so diminutive

As fears and reasons? fie, for godly shame!
HeL No marvel though you bite so sharp at

reasons: [father

You are so empty of them. Should not our
Bear the great sway of his aflfairs with reasons.

Because your speech hath none that tells him
so?

fro. You are for dreams and slumbers,

brother priest; [reasons:

You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your
You know an enemy intends you harm;
You know a sword employ’d is perilous,

And reason flies the object of all harm:
Who marvels, then, when Helenus beholds

A Grecian and his sword, if he do set

The very wings of reason to his heels,

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove,

Or like a star disrob’d?—^Nay if we talk of

reason [honour

Let's shut our gates and sleep: manhood and
Should have hare hearts would they but fat

their thoughts
With this cramm’d reason: reason and respect

Make livers pale and lustihood deject.

Meet. Brother, she is not worth what she

doth cost

The holding.

fro. What is aught but as ’tis valued?
Heci. But value dwells not m particular will;

It holds his estimate and dignity
As well wherem ’tis precious of itself

As in the pnzer: ’tis mad idolatry
To make the service greater than the god;
And the will dotes, that is attributive
To what infectiously itself affects,

Without some image of the affected merit.
fro. I take to-day a wife, and my election

Is led on in the conduct of my will;

My will enkindled by tome eyes and ears,

Two traded pilots ’twixt the dangerous shores
Of will and judgment: how may I avoid,
Although my will distaste what it elected.

The wife I chose? there can be no evasion
To blench from this, and to stand firm by

honour:
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant
When we have soil’d them; nor the remainder

viands
We do not throw in unrespective sieve,

Because we now are full. It was thought meet
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks:
Your breath of full consent belhed his sails;

The seas and winds,—old wranglers,—took a
truce, [desir’d;

And did him service: he touch’d the ports
And for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held

captive, [freshness
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and
Wrinkles Apollo’s, and makes stale the morn-

ing.

Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt:
Is she worth keeping? why, she is a pearl,

Whose price hath launch’d above a thousand
ships,

And turn’d crown’d kings to merchants.
If you’ll avouch ’twas wisdom Paris went,

—

As you must needs, for you all cned, Go, go,

—

If you’ll confess he brought home noble pnze,

—

As you must needs, for you all clapp’d your
' hands,

And cried, Inestimablel—why do you now
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate,

And do a deed that fortune never did,—
Beggar the estimation which you pnz’d
Richer than sea and land? O theft most base.
That we have stol’n what we do fear to keepl
But thieves, unworthy of a thing so stol’n,

That in their country did them that disgrace,

We fear to warramt in our native place!

Cos. [Within.] Cry, Trojans, cry!

Pri. What noise? what shnek is this?

Pro. ’Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice.

Cas. [Within.] Cry, Trojans!
Hect. It is Cassandra.

Enter Cassandra, raving.

Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousand
eyes,

And I will fill them with prophetic tears.

Hect. Peace, sister, peace. [old,

Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled

Soft infancy, that nothing const but cry,

Add to my clamours! let us pay betimes
A moiety of that mass of moan to come.
Cry, Trojans, cry! practise your eyes with tears!

Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand;
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Our firebrand brother, Paris, bums us aU.

Cry, Trojans, cry! an Helen and a woe:
Cry, cry! Troy bums, or else let Helen go.

[Ent
Hect. How, youthful Troilus, do not these

high strains

Of divination in our sister work
Some touches of remorse? or is your blood

So madly hot that no discourse of reason,

Hor fear of bad success in a bad cause.

Can qualify the same?
fro. Why, brother Hector,

We may not think the justness of each act

Such and no other than event doth form it;

Nor once dej'ect the courage of our minds
Because Cassandra’s mad: her brain-sick

raptures

Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel

Which hath our several honours all engag’d

To make it gracious. For my private part,

I am no more touch’d than all Pnam’s sons:

And Jove forbid there should be done amongst
us

Such things as might offend the weakest spleen

To fight for and maintainl

Ear, Else might the world convince of levity

As wdl my undertafcmgs as your counsels:

But I attest the gods, your full consent

Gave wings to my propension, and cut off

AU fears attending on so dire a project.

For what, alas, can these my smgle arms?
Whatpropugnation is in one man’s valour

,

To stand the push and enmity of those

This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest.

Were I alone to pass the difficulties,

And had as ample power as I have will,

Pads should ne’er retract what he hath done,

Nor faint in the pursuit.

Fri. Paris, you speak
like one besotted on your sweet delights:

You have the honey still, but these the gaH;
So to be valiant is no praise at all-

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself
The pleasures such a beauty biin^ with it;

But I would have the soil of her fair rape

Wip’d off in honqurable keeping her.

What treason were it to the ransack’d queen.
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me.
Now to deliver her possession up
On terms of base compulsion! Can it be
That so degenerate a strain as this [bosoms?
Should once set footing in your generous
There’s not the meanest spirit on our party.

Without a heart to dare or sword to draw.
When Helen is defended; nor none so noble.

Whose life were lU bestow’d or death unfam’d.
Where Helen is the subject: then, I say, [well,

won may we fight for her, whom, we know
The world’s large spaces cannot parcel.
Meet, Paris and Troilus, you have both said

well;

And on the cause and question now in hand
Have gloz*d,“but superficially; not much
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought
Unfit to hear moral philosophy:
The reasons you allege do more conduce
To the hot passion of distemper’d blood
Thau to m&e up a free determination
’Twixt right and wrong; for pleasure and

revenge

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice
Of any true decision. Nature craves
AH dues be render’d to their owners; now,
What nearer debt in all humanity
Than wife is to the husband? If this law
Of nature be corrupted through affection;

And that great minds, of partial mduigence
To their benumbed wills, resist the same;
There is a law in each well-order’d nation
To onrb those raging appetites that are
Most disobedient and refractory.

If Helen, then, be wife to Sparta’s king,

—

As it is known she is,—these moral laws
Of nature and of nations speak aloud
To have her back return’d : thus to persist

In doing wrong extenuates not wrong,
But makes it much more heavy. Hector’s

opinion

Is this, in way of truth: yet, ne’ertheless,

My spntely brethren, I propend to you
In resolution to keep Helen stall,

For ’tis a cause that hath no mean dependence
Upon our joint and several dignities.

Tro. Why, there you touch’d the life of our
design;

Were it not glory that we more affected

Than the performance of our heaving spleens,
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood
Spentmoreittherdefence. But, worthyHector,
She is a theme of honour and renown;
A spur to valiant and magnammous deeds;
Whose present couragemay beat down our foes,

And fame in time to come canonize us;
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose
So rich advantage of a promis’d glory,

As smiles upon the forehead of this action,

For the wide world’s revenue.
Beet I am yours.

You valiant offspring of great Priamus.

—

I have a roisting challenge sent amongst
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits:

I was advertis’d their great general slept,

Whilst emulation in the army crept:

This, I presume, will wake him. [Exeunt

Scene IIL—The Grecian Camp. Before
Achilles’ Tent

Enter Thersites.

Ther. How now, Thersites! what, lost in
the labyrinth of thy fury! Shall the elephant
Ajax carry it thus? he beats me, and I rail at
him; O worthy satisfaction! would it- were
otherwise; that I could beat him, whilst he
railed at me. ’Sfoot, I’ll learn to conjure and
raise devils, but I’ll see some issue of my
spiteful execrations. Then there’s Achilles,

—

a rare engineer. If Troy be not taken till

these two undermine it, the walls will stand
tiH they fall of themselves. 0 thou great
thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that thou
art Jove, the Mug of gods; and, Mercury, lose
aU serpentine craft of thy caduceus; if ye
take not that little little less-than-little wit
from them that they have! which short-aimed
ignorance itself Knows is so abundant scarce, it

will not in circumvention deliver a fly from a
spider, without drawing their massy irons and
cutting the web. After this, the vengeance on
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the whole camp I or, rather, the bone-ache I

for that, methinks, is the curse dependent on

those that war for a placket. I have said my
prayers; and devil envy say Ameiu—Whai
hoi my Lord Achilles I

Enter Patroclus.

Pair. Who’s there? ThersitesI Good Ther-
mtes, come in and rail.

Ther. If I could have remembered a gilt

counterfeit, thou wouldst not have slipped out

of my contemplation; but is is no matter;

thyself upon thyself! The common curse of

mankmd, folly and ignorance, be thine in great

revenuel heaven bless thee from a tutor, and
discipline come not near thee! Let thy blood

be thy direction till thy death! then if she
that lays thee out says thou art a fair corse,

m be sworn and sworn upon’t she never
shrouded any but lazars. Amen.—^Where’s

Achilles?

Pair. What, art thou devout? wast thou in

prayer?
Ther. Ay, the heavens hear me!

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Who’s there?

Pair. Thersites, my lord.

Achil. Where, where?—Art thou come?
Why, my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou
not served thyself in to my table so many
meals? Come,—what’s Agamemnon?

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles:—then tell

me, Patroclus, what’s Achilles?

Pair. Thy lord, Thersites: then tell me, I

pray thee, what’s thyself?

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus: then tell me,
Patroclus, what art thou?

Patr. Thou mayst tell that knowest.

AcM. 0, tell, tell.

Ther. I’ll decline the whole question. Aga-
memnon commands Achilles; Achilles is my
lord; I am Patroclus’ knower; and Patroclus

is a fool.

Patr. You rascal!

Ther. Peace, fool! I have not done.
Achil He is a privileged man.—Proceed,

Thersites.

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool; Achilles is a
fool; Thersites is a fooh and, as aforesaid,

Patroclus is a fool.

Achil Derive this; come.
Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to com-

mand Achilles; Achilles is a fool to be com-
manded of Agamemnon; Thersites is a fool to

serve such a fool; and Patroclus is a fool posi-

tive.

Patr. Why am I a fool?

Ther. Make that demand of the prover. It

sufBices me thou art.—Look you, who comes
here?

Achil Patroclus, I’ll speak with nobody.—
Come in with me, Thersites. {Exit.

Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling,

and such knavery! all the argument is a cuckold
and a whore; a good quarrel to draw emulous
factions and bleed to death upon. Kow the
dry serpigo on the subject! and war and lechery
confound all! {Exit

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor,
Diomedes, and Ajax,

Agam. Where is Achilles? [lord.

Patr. Within his tent; but iH-dispos’d, my
Agam. Let it be known to him that we are

here.

He shent our messengers; and we lay by
Our appertainments, visiting of him:
Let him be told so; lest, perchance, he think
We dare not move the question of our place,

Or know not what we are.

Patr. I shall say so to him. [Exit.

Vlyss. We saw him at the openmg of his

tent:

He is not sick.

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart:
you may call it melancholy, if you will favour
the man; but, by my head, ’tis pnde: but why,
why? let him show us the cause.—A word, my
lord. [Takes Agamemnon aside.

Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him?

^
Ulyss. AchiUes hath inveigled his fool from

him.
Nest. Who, Thersites?
Ulyss. He.
Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have

lost his argument.
Ulyss. No; you see, he is his argument that

has his argument,—AchiUes.
Nest. All the better; their fraction is more

our wish than their faction. But it was a strong
composure a fool could disumte.

Ulyss. The amity that wisdom knits not,

folly may easily untie. Here comes Patroclus.

Nest. No AchUles with him.
Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none

for courtesy: his legs are legs for necessity, not
for flexure.

Re-enter Patroclus.

Pair. Achilles bids me say, he is much sorry
If anything more than your sport and pleasure
Did move your greatness and this noble state

To call upon him; he hopes it is no other
But for your health and your digestion sake,—
An after-dinner’s breath.
Agam. Hear you, Patroclus:—

We are too well acquainted with these answers:
But his evasion, wing’d thus swift with scorn.

Cannot outfly our apprehensions.
Much attribute he hath; and much the reason
Why we ascribe it to him: yet all his virtues,

—

Not virtuously on his own part beheld,

—

Do in our eyes begin to lose their gloss;

Yea, like fair fruit in an imwholesome dish,

Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him
We come to speak with him; and you shall

not sin

If you do say we think him over-proud
And under-honest; m self-assumption greater

Than m the note of judgment, and worthier

than himself
Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on,

Disguise the holy strength of their command,
And underwrite in an obsemng kind

His humorous predominance; yea, watch

His pettish lunes, his ebbs, hds flows, as if

The passage and whole carriage of this action

Rode on his tide. Go tell him this; and add,
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Tliat if he overhoH Ms price so much,
We’ll none of him; but let him, like an engine

Not portable, Ee under this report,—
Bring action hither, this cannot go to war:

A stming dwarf we do allowance give

Before a sleeping giant:—tel! hSm so.

Fair. I shall; and bring his answer presently.

[Exit

Agam. In second voice we’ll not be satisfied

We come to speak with him.—Ulysses, enter

you. [Exit Ulysses

Ajax. What is he more than another?

Agam. No more than what he thinks he is

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think

he thinks himself a better man than I am?
Agam. Ho question.

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and
say he is?

Agam. No, noble Ajax; you are as strong,

as valiant, as wise, no less noble, much more
gentle, and altogether more tractable.

Ajax. Why should a man be proud? How
doth ufide grow? I know not what pnde is.

Agam. Your mmd is the clearer, Ajax, and
your virtues the fairer. He that is proud eats

up himself: pride is his own glass, his own
trumpet, his ovra chronicle; and whatever
praises itself but in the deed devours the deed
in the praise.

Ajax. I do hate a proud man as I hate the

engendering of toads.

Nest. Yet he loves himself: is’t not strange?
[Aside.

Re-enter Ulysses.

Achilles will not to the field to-morrow.

Agam. What’s Ms excuse?

Ulgss. He doth rely on none;

But carries on the stream of Ms dispose,

Without observance or respect of any,

In will peculiar and in self-admission,

Agam. Why will he not, upon our fair

request,

Untent Ms person, and share the air with us’
Ulgss. TMngs small as nothing, for request’s

sake only, [greatness:

He makes important* possess’d he is with
And speaks not to Mmself but with a pride,

That quarrels at self-breath: imagin’d worth
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse
That ’twist Ms mental and Ms active parts

Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages.

And batters down Mmself: what should I say?
He is so plaguy proud that the death tokens of it

Cry, No recovery.

Agam. Let Ajax go to him.

—

Dear lord, go you and greet him in Ms tent:
’Tis said he holds you well; and will be led.

At your request, a little from Mmself.
Ulyss. 0 Agamemnon, let it not be so!

We’ll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes
When they go from Aclffles. Shall the proud

lord,

That bastes his arrogance with his own seam.
And never suffers matter of the world
Enter his thoughts,—save such as do resolve
And ruminate Mmself,—shall he he worsMpp’d
Of that we hold an idol more than he?
No, this thrice-worthy and right valiant lord
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquir’d;

Nor, by my will, assufajugate his merit,

As amply titled as Achilles is,

By going to^AcMUes:
That were to enlard Ms fat-already pride,

And add more coals to Cancer when he btims
With entertaining great Hyperion.

TMs lord go to himl Jupiter forbid;

And say in thunder, Achilles go to him.
Nest. 0, tMs is well; he rubs the vein of Mm.

[Asicfe.

Dio. And how Ms silence drinks up tMs ap-
plause! [Aside,

Ajax, if I go to Mm, with my armed fist

I’ll pash Mm o’er the face.

Agam. 0, no, you shall not go. [pride

Ajax. An’ a be proud with me I’ll pheeze his
Let me go to him. [quarrel.

Vlyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our
Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow!

Nest How he describes himself! [Aside.

Ajax. Can he not be sociable?

Ulyss. The raven cMdes blackness. [Aside.

Ajax. I’ll let Ms humours blood.

Agam. He will be the physician that should
be the patient. [Aside.

Ajax. An all men were 0 ’ my mind,

—

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fasMon. [Aside.

Ajax ’A should not bear it so, ’a should eat
swords first: shall pnde carry it?

Nest An ’twould, you’d carry half. [Aside.

Ulyss. ’A would have ten shares. [Aside.

Ajax, I will knead Mm, I’ll make him supple.
Nest He’s not yet thorough warm; force

him with praises: pour m, pour in: his ambi-
tion is dry. (Aside.

Ulyss. My lord, you feed too much on tMs
dislike. [To Agamemnow.

Nest Out noble general, do not do so.

Dio. You must prepare to fight without
Achilles. [harm.

Ulyss. Why ’ts tMs naming of Mm does Mm
Here is a man—but ’tis before Ms face;
I will be silent.

Nest Wherefore should you so?
He is not emulous, as Achilles is.

Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as
valiant.

Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus
with us!

Would he were a Trojan!
Nest What a vice were it in Ajax now,

—

Ulyss. If be were proud,

—

Dio. Or covetous of praise,

—

Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne,

—

Dio. Or strange, or self-affected!

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of
sweet composure; [suck;

Praise Mm that got thee, she that gave ^ee
Fam’d be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature
Thrice-fam’d, beyond all erudition:
But he that disciplin’d thy arms to fight.

Let Mars divide eternity in twain.
And give Mm half: and, for thy vigour,
Bull-bearing Milo Ms addition yield
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom,
WMch, hke a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines
Thy spacious and dilated parts: here’sNestor,-—
Instructed by the antiquary times,
He must, he is, he cannot but be wise;

—

But pardon, father Nestor, were your days
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As green as Ajax’, and yonr brain so temper’d,
You should not have the eminence of him,
But be as Ajax.

Ajax. Shall I call you father?

Nest. Ay, my good son.

Dio. Be rul’d by him, Lord Ajax,
Ulyss. There is no tarrying here; the hart

AchiUes
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general
To call together all his state of war;
Fresh kings are come to Troy. To-morrow
We must with all our main of power stand fast:

And here’s a lord,—come knights from east to

west.

And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best.

Agam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep;

Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks
draw deep. [Exeunt.

ACT m.

Scene L—Troy, a Room in Priam’s
Palace.

Enter Pandarus and a Servant.

Pan. Friend, you,—pray you, a word; do
not you follow the young Lord Paris?

Serv. Ay, sir, when he goes before me.
Pan. You depend upon him, I mean?
Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord.

Pan. You depend upon a noble gentleman,
1 must needs praise him.

Serv. The lord be praised!

Pan. You know me, do you not?
Serv, Faith, sir, superficially.

Pan. Friend, know me better; I am the
Lord Pandarus.

Serv. 1 hope I shall know your honour better.

Pan. 1 do desire it.

Serv. You are in the state of grace.

[Music within.

Pan. Grace! not so, friend; honour and
lordship are my titles.—^What music is this?

Serv. I do but partly know, sir: it is music
in parts.

Pan. Know you the musicians?
Serv. Wholly, sir.

Pan. Who play they to?

Serv. To the hearers, sir.

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend?

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love music.
Pan. Command, I mean, friend.

Serv. Who shall I command, sir?

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another:

I am too courtly, and thou art too cunning.

At whose request do these men play?

Serv. That’s to’t, indeed, sir. Marry, sir,

at the request of Paris my lord, who is there in

person; with him, the mortal Venus, the heart-

blood of beauty, love’s invisible soul,—
Pan. Who, my cousin Cressida?

Serv. No, sir, Helen: could you not find

out that by her attributes?

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast

not seen the Lady Cressida. I come to speak
with "Paris from the Prince Troilus: I will

make a complimental assault upon him, for

my business seethes.

Serv. Sodden business! there^s a stewed
phrase indeed!

Enter Paris and Helen, attended.

Pan. Fair be^to you, my lord, and to all

this fair company! fair desires, in all fair

measure, fairly guide them!—especially to you,
fair queen! fair thoughts be your fair lallowf

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words#^
Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet

queen.—Fair prince, here is good brokenmusiCr
Par. You have broke it, cousin: and by my

life, you shall make it whole again; you shall

piece it out with a piece of your performance.
—Nell, he is full of harmony.
Pan. Truly, lady, no.

Helen. 0, sir,—
Pan. Rude, in sooth; in good sooth, very

rude. [fits.

Par. Well said, my lord! well, you say so in
Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen.
—My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word?

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out:

we’ll hear you sing, certainly.

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant
with me.—But, marry, thus, my lord,—My
dear lord, and most esteemed friend, your
brother Troilus,

—

Helen. My Lord Pandarus; hohey-sweet
lord,

—

Pan. Go to, sweet queen^ go to:—commends
himself most affectionately to you,

—

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our
melody: if you do. our melancholy upon your
head!

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen; that’s a
sweet queen, i’ faith.

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad is a
sour offence.

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn;

that shall it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not
for such words; no, no.—And, my lord, he
desires you that, if the king call for him at
supper, you will make his excuse.

Helen. My Lord Pandarus,

—

Pan. What says my sweet queen,—my very
very sweet queen?

Par. What exploit’s in hand? where sups
he to-night?

Helen. Nay, but, my lord,

—

Pan. What says my sweet queen?—My
cousin will fall out with you. You must not
know where he sups.

Par. I’ll lay my life, with my disposer
Cressida.
Pan, No, no, no such matter; you are wide:

come, your disposer is sick.

Par. Well, I’ll make excuse.
Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you

say Cressida? no, your poor disposer’s sick.

Par. I spy.

Pan. You spy! what do you spy?—Come,
give me an instrument.—Now, sweet queen.
Helen. Why, this is kindly done.

Pan. My niece is horribly m love with a

thing you have, sweet queen.
Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be

not my Lord Paris.

Pan. He! no, she’ll none of him; they two
are twain.

Helen. Falhng in, after falling out, may
make them three.



642 TEOILFS AN

Pm. Come, come, I’ll liear no more ot

this; HI sing you a song now.
Heien. Ay, ay, pr’ytliee now. By my troth

sweet lord, thou hast a fine forehead.

Pm. Ay, you may, you may.
Helen. Let thy song be love; this love will

iiTirtfi as sB. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid!

Pm. Love! ay, that it shaU, i* faith, [love.

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but

Pm. In good troth, it begins so;

Love, love, nothing but love, sUU more!
For, oh, love’s bow
Shoots buck and doe:

The shaft confounds.
Not that it wounds.

But tickles still the sore.

These lovers cry—Oh! oh' they die!

Yet that which seems the would to kill,

Both turn oh! oh' to ha! ha! he!

So dying love hves still;

Oh! oh! a while, but ha! ha! ha!

OhI oht groans out for ha! hal ha!

Heigh ho!
Helen. In love, i’ faith, to the very tip of the

nose.
Par. He eats nothing but doves, love; and

that breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets

hot thoughts, and hot thoughts beget hot deeds,

and hot deeds is love.

Pan. Is this the generatiou of love? hot

blood, hot thoughts, and hot deeds? Why,
they are vipers; is love a generation of vipers?

—Sweet lord, who’s a-field to-day?

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor,

and all the gallantry of Tioy: I would fain

have armed to-day, but my Nell would not

have it so. How chance my brother Troilus

went not?

Helen. He hangs the lip at something:—
you know all, Lord Pandarus.
Pm. Not I, honey-sweet queen.—I long to

hear how they sped to-day. You’ll remember
your brother’s excuse?

Par. To a hair.

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen.
Helen. Commend me to your niece.

Pm. I will, sweet queen. [PxiV.

[A retreat sounded.
Par. They are come from field; let us to

Priam’s hall [woo you,
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must
To help unarm our Hector: his stubborn

buckles, [touch’d,

With these your white enchanting fingers

Shall more obey than to the edge of steel,

Or force of GreeMsh smews; you shall do more
Than allthe island kings,—disarm greatHector.
Helen. Twill make us proud to be his ser-

vant, Paris;

Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have,
Yea, overshines ourself.

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee.

[Pxemt.

Scene. II—Troy. Patooarxts’ Orchard.

Enter Pandartts and Troilus* Boy meeting

Pm. How now! where’s thy master? at
my cousm Cressida’s?

CEESSIDA [act m.

Boy. No, sir; he stays for you to conduct
him thither.

Pan. 0, here he comes.

Enter Trodlus.

How now, how now!
Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Exit Boy.
Pan. Have you seen my cousin?

Tro. No, Pandarus: I stalk about her door,

Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon,
And give me swift transportance to those fields

Where I may wallow in the My beds
Propos’u for the deserver! 0 gentle Pandarus,
From Cupid’s shoulder pluck his painted wings,

And fly with me to CressidI

Pan. Walk here i’ the orchard, I’ll bring her
straight. [Exit.

Tro. I am giddy; expectation whirls me
round.

The imaginary relish is so sweet
That it enchants my sense; what will it be,

When that the wat’ry palate tastes indeed
Love’s thrice-repured nectar? death, I fear me;
Swoonmg destruction; or some joy too fine,

Too subtie-potent, tun’d too sharp in sweetness,
For the capacity of my ruder powers:
I fear it much; and I do fear besides
That I shall lose distinction m my joys;

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps
The enemy flying.

Re-enter Pandarus.

Pan. She’s making her ready, she’ll come
straight: you must be witty now. She does so
blush, and fetches her wind so short, as if she
were frayed with a sprite: I’ll fetch her. It

is the prettiest villain: she fetches her breath
as short as a new-ta’en sparrow. [Exit.

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my
bosom:

My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse;
And all my powers do their bestowing lose.

Like vassalage at tmawares encount’nng
The eye of majesty.

Re-enter Pandarus with Cressdda.

Pan. Come, come, what need you blush?
shame’s a baby.—Here she is now: swear the
oaths now to her that you have sworn to me.—What, are you gone again? you must ha
watched ere you be made tame, must you?
Come your ways, come your ways; an you
draw backward, we’ll put you i’ fibe fills.

—

Why do you not speak to her?—Come, draw
this curtain, and let’s see your picture. Alas
the day, how loth you axe to offend daylight!
an ’twere dark, you’d close sooner. So, so;
rub on, and Mss the mistress. How now, a
Mss in fee-farm! build there, carpenter; the
air is sweet. Nay, you shall fight your hearts
out ere I part you. The falcon as the tercel,

for all the ducks i’ the river: go to, go to,

Tro. You have berett me of all words, lady.
Pan, Words pay no debts, give her deeds:

but she’ll bereave you o’ the deeds too, if she
call your activity in question. What, billing

again? Here’s—/n witness whereof the parties
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interchangeably-—Come in, come in; I’E go
get a fire. [£«)?.

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord?

Tro 0 Ci’essida, how often have I wished
me thus'

Cres. Wished, my lord!—The gods grant,—
0 my lord!

Tro. What should they grant? what makes
this pretty abruption? What too cunous dreg
espiesmy sweet ladym the fountain of ourlove’

Cres. More dregs than water, if my fears
have eyes.

Tro. Fears make devils of cherubims; they
never see truly.

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads,

finds safer footing than bhnd reason stumbling
without fear; to fear the worst oft cures the
worse.

Tro. O, let my lady apprehend no fear: in all

Cupid’s pageant there is presented no monster.
Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither?
Tro. Nothing, but our undertainngs; when

we vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks,
tame tigers; thinking it harder for our mistress
to devise imposition enough than for us to
undergo any difficulty imposed. This is the
monstruosity in love, lady,—that the will is

infimte, and the execution confined; that the
desire is boundless, and the act a slave to limit.

Cres. They say, all lovers swear more per-
formance than they are able, and yet reserve
an ability that they never perform; vowing
more than the perfection of ten, and discharg-
ing less than the tenth part of one. They that
have the voice of lions and the act of hares,
are they not monsters?

Tro. Are they such? such are not we:
praise us as we are tasted, allow us as we
prove; our head shall go bare till merit crown
it: no perfection in reversion shall have a
praise in present: we will not name desert
before his birth; and, being born, his addinon
shall be humble. Few words to fair faith:

Troilus shall be such to Cressid as what envy
can say worst shall be a mock for his truth;
and what truth can speak truest not truer than
Troilus.

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord?

Re-enter Pakdartjs,

Pan. What, blushing still? have you not
done talking yet?

Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I
dedicate to you.

Pan. I thank you for that; if my lord get
a boy of you, you’ll give him me. Be true to
my lord; if he flinch, chide me for it.

Tro. You know now your hostages; your
uncle’s word and my firm faith.

Pan. Nay, I’ll give my word for her too;
our kindred, though they be long ere they are
wooed, they are constant being won: they are
burs, I can tell you; they’ll stick where they
are thrown,

Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and brings
me heart:

—

Prince Troilus, I have lov’d you night and day
For many weary months.

Tro. Why was my Cressid, then, so hard to
win?

Cres. Hard to seem won; but I was won, my
lord

With the first glance that ever—Pardon me,

—

If I confess much, you will play the tyrant.
I love you now; but not, till now, so much
But I might master it:—^m faith, I he;
My thoughts were like unbridl’d children, grown
Too headstrong for their mother:—see, we fools!
Why have I biabb’d? who shall be true to us,
When we are so unsecret to ourselves?

—

But, though I lov’d you well, I woo’d you not;
And yet, good faith, I wish’d myself a man,
Or that we women had men’s privilege
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my

tongue;
For, ip this rapture, I shall surely speak
The thing I shMl repent. See, see, your silence,
Cuiming in dumbness, frommy weakness draws
My very soul of conscience!—Stop my mouth.

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music issues
thence.

Pan. Pretty, i’ faith.

Cres. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me;
’Twas not my purpose thus to beg a kiss:
I am ash^’d;—0 heavens! what have I done?
For this time will I take my leave, my lord.

Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid!
Pan. Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow

morning,

—

Cres. Pray you, content you.
Tro. What offends you, lady?
Cres. Sir, mine own company.
Tro. You cannot shun

Yourself.

Cres. Let me go and try:

I have a kind of self resides with you;
But an unkind self, that itself will leave
To be another’s fool. I would be gone;

—

Where is my wit? I know not what I speak,
Tro. Well know they what they speak that

speak so wisely.
Cres. Perchance, my lord. I show more craft

than love;

And fell so roundly to a large confession,
To angle for your thoughts: but you are wise;
Or else you love not; for to be wise and love
Exceeds man’s might; that dwells with gods

above.
Tro. 0 that Ithoughtit could bein awoman,—

As if it can, I will presume in you,

—

To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love;
To keep her constancy in phght and youth.
Outliving beauty’s outward, with a mind
That doth renew swifter than blood decays!
Or, that persuasion could but thus convince

me,—
That my integrity and truth to you
Might be affronted with the match and weight
Of such a winnow’d punty in love;

How were I then upHfted! but, alas!

I am as true as truth’s simplicity,

And simpler than the infancy of truth.

Cres. In that I’ll war with you.
Tro. 0 virtuous fight,

When right with right wars who shall be most
right!

True swains in love shah, in the world to come,
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their

rhymes,
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare,
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Want similes, tratli tir’d with iteration,—
As tnie as steel, as plantage to the moon.
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate,
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre,—
Yet, after all comparisons of truth.

As truth’s authentic author to be cited,

As true as TxoEus shall crown up the verse,

And sanctify the numbers.
Cres. Prophet may you be!

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth,

When time is old and hath forgot itself.

When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy
And blind oblivion swallow’d cities up.
And mighty states characterless are grated
To dusty nothing; yet let memory
From false to false, among false maids in love,

Upbraid my falsehood! when they have said

—

as false

As ak, as water, wind, or sandy earth.

As fox to Iamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf.

Paid to the hind, or stepdame to her son;
Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of false-

hood,
As false as Cressid.

Pan'. Go to, a bargain made: seal it, seal it;

I’ll be the witness. Here I hold your hand;
here my cousin’s. If ever you prove false one
to another, since I have taken such pains to
bring you together, let all pitiful goers-between
be called to the world’s end after my name,
call them all Pandars; let all constant men be
Troiluses, all false women Cressids, and all

brokers between Pandars! say, amen.
Tro, Amen.
Cres. Amen.
Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show you

a chamber and a bed; which bed, because it

shall not speak of your pretty encounters, press
it to dea^; away!
And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here,
Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear!

[Exeunt

ScEiTE III,—The GaEcmnr Camp.

Enter Agamemkon, Ulysses, Diomedes
Nestor, Ajax, Menelaus, and Calchas.

Cal Now, princes, for the service I have
done you

The advantage of the time prompts me aloud
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind
That, through the sight I bear in things to Jove,
I have abandon’d Troy, left my possession,
Incurr’d a fcaitor’s name; expos’d myself.
From certain and possess’d conveniences.
To doubtful fortunes; sequest’ring from me all
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition
Made tame and most familiar to my nature;
And here, to do you service, am become
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted:
I do beseech you, as in way of taste,
To give me now a little benefit,
Out of those many register’d in promise,
Which, you say, live to come in my behalf.
Agam, What wouldst thou of us, Trojan?

make demand. [Antenor,
CqZ. You have a Trojan prisoner, cdl’d

Yesterday, took: Troy holds him very dear.
Oft have you,—often have you tliantr«=! fhere-

fore,—

Desir’d my Cressid in right great exchange,
Whom Troy hath still denied: but this Antenor,
I know, is such a wrest in their affairs

That their negotiations all must slack
Wanting his manage; and they will almost
Give us a pnnce of blood, a sou of Pnam,
In change of him: let him be sent, great pnnces,
And he shall buymy daughter; and her presence
Shall quite strike off all service I have done
In most accepted pain.

Agam. Let Diomede? bear him.
And bring us Cressid hither: Calchas shall have
What he requests of us.—Good Diomed,
Furnish you fairly for this interchange:
Withal, bnng word if Hector will to-morrow
Be answer’d in his challenge: Ajax is ready,
Dw. This shall I undertake; and ’tis a burden

Which I am proud to bear.
[Exeunt Diomedes and Calchas.

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before
then tent.

Vlyss. Achilles stands i’ the entrance of his
tent:

—

Please it our general to pass strangely by him,
As if he were forgot; and, pnnces all,

Lay negligent and loose regard upon him:
I will come last. ’Tis like he’ll question me
Why such unplausive eyes are bent on him:
If so, I have dension med’cinabie,
To use between your strangeness and his pride.
Which his own will shall have desire to drink:
It may do good: pnde hath no other glass
To show itself but pnde; for supple knees
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man’s fees.
Agam. We’ll execute your purpose, and

put on
A form of strangeness as we pass along;

—

So do each lord; and either greet him not,
Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him

more
Than if not look’d on. I will lead the way.

Achii. What, comes the general to speak
with me? [Troy.

You know my mind, I’ll fight no more ’gainst
Agam. What says Achilles? would he aught

wth us? [general?
Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the
Achil No.
Nest. Nothing, my lord.

Agam. The better.

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor
Achil Good day, good day.
Men. How do you? how do you? [Exit,
Achil What, does the cuckold scorn me?
Ajax. How now, Patrodus?
Achil Good-morrow, Ajax.
Aj'ax. Ha?
Achd. Good-morrow.
Ajax. Ay, and good next day too.
Achil What mean these fellows? Know

they not Achilles? [to bend,
Pair. They pass by strangely: they were us’d

To send their smiles before them to AchiUes;
To come as humbly as they us’d to creep
To holy altars.

Achil What, am 1 poor of late?
Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with

fortune,
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Must fall out With men too. What the declin’d

is»

He shall as soon read in the eyes of others

As feel on his own fall: for men, like butterflies,

Show not theiT mealy wings but to the summer;
And not a man, for being simply man,
Hath any honour; but honour for those honours
That are without him, as place, nches, and

favour,

Prizes of accident as oft as merit;

Whichwhen they fall, as being slippery standers.

The love that lean’d on them as slippery too.

Do one pluck down another, and together

Die in the fall. But ’tis not so with me:
Fortune and I are fnends; I do enjoy
At ample point all that I did possess [out

Save these men’s looks; who do, methinks, find

Something not worth m me such nch beholding
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses:

I’ll interrupt his reading.—
How now, Ulysses!

Ulyss. Now, great Thetis’ son!

Achtl. What are you reading’

Ulyss. A strange fellow here
Writes me, That man,—how dearly ever parted,

How much in having, or without or in,

—

Cannot make boast to have that which he hath,

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection;

As when his virtues shimng upon others

Heat them, and they retort that heat again

To the first giver.

Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses.

The beauty that is borne here m the face

The bearer knows not, but commends itself

To others’ eyes: nor doth the eye itself,—

That most pure spirit of sense,—behold itself,

Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos’d:

Salutes each other with each other’s form:

For speculation turns not to itself

Till It hath travell’d, and is mirror’d there

Where it may see itself. This is not strange
at all.

Ulyss. I do not strain at the position,—

It is familiar,—but at the author’s drift;

Who, in his circumstance, expressly proves

That no man is the lord of anything,

—

Thoughinand ofhimthere bemuch consisting,

—

Till he communicates his parts to others;

Nor doth he of himself know them for aught
Till he behold them form’d in the applause

Where they’re extended; who, hke an arch,

reverberates

The voice again; or, like a gate of steel

Fronting the sun, receives and renders back
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt m
.

this;

And apprehended here immediately
The unknown Ajax.

Heavens, what a man is there! a very horse;

That has he knows not what. Nature, what
things there are

Most abject in regard and dear in use!

What things again most dear in the esteem
And poorm worth! Now shall we see to-morrow

An act that very chance doth throw upon him,

Ajax renown’d. 0 heavens, what some men do,

While some men leave to do!

How some men creep in skittish fortune’s hall,

Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes!

How on^ m^n eats into another’s pride,

While pride is fasting in his wantonness 1

To see these Grecian lords!—why, even already
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder
As if his foot were on brave Hector’s breast,

And great Troy shrinking.

Achil. 1 do believe it; for they pass’d by me
As nusers do by beggars,—neither gave to me
Good word nor look. What, are my deeds

forgot? [back,

Ulyss Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his

Wherein he puts alms for oblivion,

A great-siz’d monster of ingratitudes:

Those scraps are good deeds past; which are
devour’d

As fast as they are made, forgot as soon
As done: perseverance, dear my lord,

Keeps honour bright: to have done is to hang
Quite out of fashion, hke a rusty mail [way;

In monumental mockery. Take the instant

For honour travels in a strait so narrow [path;

Where one but goes abreast: keep, then, the
For emulation hath a thousand sons
That one by one pursue: if you give way,
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright,

Like to an enter’d tide they all rush by.

And leave you hindmost;
Or, hke a gallant horse faU’n in first rank,
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear,

O’er-run and trampl’d on: then what they do
in present, [yours;

Though less than yours in past, must o’ertop

For time is like a fashionable host, [hand;

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the

And with his arms out-stretch’d, as he would
fly,

Grasps in the comer: welcome ever smiles,

And farewell goes out sighing. 0, let not
virtue seek

Remimeration for the thing it was;
For beauty, wit,

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service.

Love, friendship, chanty, are subjects all

To envious and calumniating time. [kin,—
One touch of nature makes the whole world
That all, with one consent, praise new-born

gawds, [past;

Thou^ they are made and moulded of things

And give to dust that is a httle gilt [eye

More laud that gilt o’er-dusted. The present
Praises the present object:

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man,
That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax;
Since things in motion sooner catch the eye
Than what not stirs. The cry went once on

thee,

And still It might; and yet it may again.

If thou wouldst not entomb thyself alive.

And case thy reputation in thy tent;

Whose glorious deeds but m these fields of late

Made emulous missions ’mongst the gods
themselves,

And drave great Mars to faction.

Achil. Of this my privacy

I have strong reasons.

Ulyss. But ’gainst your privacy

The reasons are more potent and heroical;

’Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love

With one of Priam’s daughters.

Achil. Hal known!
Ulyss. Is that a wonder?
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The providence that’s itt a watchful state
Knows almost every grain of Pluto’s gold;
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps;
Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the

gods,

Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles.

There is a mystery—with whom relation

Durst never meddle—in the soul of state;

Which hath an operation more divine

Than breath or pen can give expressure to:

All the commerce that you have had with Troy
As perfectly is ours as yours, my lord;

better would it fit Achilles much
To throw down Hector than Polyxena:
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home,
When fame shall in our island sound her trump;
And all the GreeMsh girls shall tapping sing,

Great Heciofs sister did Achilles win;
But our brave Ajax bravely beat down him.
Farewell, my lord: I as your lover speak;
The fool shdes o’er the ice that you should

break. [Exit
Pair. To tins effect, Achilles, have I moved

you.
A woman impudent and mannish grown
Is not more loath’d than an effeminate man
In time of action. I stand condemn’d for this;

They think my httle stomach to the war,
And your great love to me, restrams you thus:
Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton

Cupid
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold,

And, like a dew-drop from the hon’s mane.
Be shook to air.

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector?
Pair. Ay, and perhaps receive much honour

by him.
AchiL I see my reputation is at stake;

My fame is shrewdly gor’d.
Pair. 0, then, beware;

Those wounds heal ill that men do give them-
selves;

Omission to do what is necessary
Seals a commission to a blank of danger;
And danger, like an ague, subtly taints
Even then when we sit idly in the sun.

Achil. Go call Thersites Mther, sweet
Patroclus:

I’ll send the fool to Ajax , and desire him
To invite the Trojan lords, after the combat,
To see us here unarm’d: I have a woman’s

longing,
An appetite that I am sick withal,
To see great Hector m lus weeds of peace;
To talk with him, and to behold his visage,
Even to my full of view. A labour sav’di

Enter Thersites.

Tker. Awonderl
Achil What?
Ther. Ajax goes up and down the field

asking for himself.
Achil. How so^
Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with

Hector; and is so prophetically proud of an her-
oical cudgelling that he raves in saying nothing.
Achil How can that be?
Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a

peacock,—a stride and a stand: ruminates like

an hostess that hath no arithmetic but her brain
to set down her reckoning: bites his hp with a
politic regard, as who should say, There were
wit in this head, an ’twould out; and so there
is; but it lies as coldly in him as fire in a flmt,
which will not show without knocking. The
man’s undone for ever; for if Hector break not
his neck i’ the combat, he’ll break it himself in
vain-glory. He knows not me. I said Good-
morrow, Ajax; and he rephes, Thanks,
Agamemnon. What think you of this man,
that takes me for the general’ He is grown a
very land fish, languageless, a monster. A
plague of opinion! a man may wear it on both
sides, hke a leather jerkin.

Achil Thou must be my ambassador to him,
Thersites.

Ther. Who, I? why, he’ll answer nobody;
he professes not answering: speaking is for
beggars; he wears his tongue in’s arms. I
win put on his presence: let Patroclus make
demands to me, you shall see the pageant of
Ajax.

Achil. To him, Patroclus; tell him,—

I

humbly desire the valiant Ajax to invite the
most valorous Hector to come unarmed to my
tent; and to procure safe conduct for his person
of the magnanimous and most iUustnous six-or-

seven-times-honoured captain-general of the
Grecian army, Agamemnon. Do this.

Pair. Jove bless great Ajaxh
Ther. HumI
Pair. I come from the worthy Achilles,

—

Ther. Ha!
Pair. Who most humbly desires you to invite

Hector to his tent,

—

Ther. Hum!
Pair. And to procure safe conduct from

Agamemnon.
Ther. Agamemnon!
Pair. Ay, my lord.

Ther. Ha!
Petr. What say you to’t?

Ther. God be wi’ you, with all my heart.
Pair. Your answer, sir.

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven
o’clock It will go one way or other: howsoever,
he shall pay for me ere he has me.

Pair. Your answer, sir.

Ther. Fare you well, vsrith all my heart.
Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he?
Ther. 'No, but he’s out o’ tune thus. Wfiat

music virill be in him when Hector has knocked
out his brains I know not: but, I am sure,
none; unless the fiddler Apollo get his sinews
to make catlings on.

Achil. Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him
straight.

Tker. Let me bear another to his horse; for
that’s the more capable creature.
Achil My mind is troubl’d, hke a fountain

stirr’d;

And I myself see not the bottom of it.

[Exeunt Achil. and Patroclus.

Ther. Would the fountain of your mind were
clear again, that I might water an ass at it! I
had rather be a tick in a sheep than such a
valiant ignorance.

[Exit.
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ACT IV.

Scene I.—Troy. A Street

Enter, at one side, Mneas, and Servant with

a torch; at the other, Paris, Deiphobus,
Antenor, Diomedes, and others, with
torches.

Par. See, ho! who's that there?

Dei. ’Tis the Lord iEneas.
JEne. Is the prince there in person?

—

Had X so good occasion to lie long [business

As you, Pnnce pans, nothing but heavenly
Should rob my bed-mate of my company.

Dio. That’s my mind too.—Good-morrow,
Lord ^neas. [hand,

—

Par. A vahant Greek, iEneas,~~take his

Witness the process of your speech, wherein
y ou told how Diomed, a whole week by days.

Bid haunt you in the field.

Mne. Health to you, valiant sir,

During aH question of the gentle fruce;

But when I meet you arm’d, as black defiance

As heart can think or courage execute.

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces.
Our bloods are now in calm; and, so long,

health;

But when cpntention and occasion meet,
By Jove, I’ll play the hunter for thy life

With all my force, pursuit, and pohcy.
JEne. And thou shalt hunt a hon, that will

fly [ness,

With his face backward.—In humane gentle-

Welcome to Troyl now, by Anchises’ hfe.

Welcome indeed! By Venus’ hand I swear
No man alive can love, in such a sort.

The thing he means to kill, more excellently.

Dio. We sympathise.—Jove, let .ffineas live

If to my sword his fate be not the glory,

A thousand complete courses of the sun!

But, in mine emulous honour, let him die,

With every joint a wound, and that to-morrow!

JEne. We know each other well.

Dio. We do; and long to know each other

worse.
Par. This is the most despiteful gentle greet-

ing,

The noblest hateful love, that e’er I heard of.

—

What business, lord, so early?

JEne. I was sent for to the king; but why,
I know not. [this Greek

Par. His purpose meets you: ’twas to bring

To Calchas’ house; and there to render him,

For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid.

Let’s have your company; or, if you please,

Haste there before us: I constantly do think,

—

Or, rather, call my thought a certain know-
ledge,—

My brother Troilus lodges there to-night:

Rouse him, and give him note of our approach,

With the whole quality wherefore: I fear

We shall be much unwelcome.
JEne. That I assure you:

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece
Than Cressid borne from Troy.

Par. There is no help;

The bitter disposition of the time

Will have it so. On, lord; we’ll follow you.

JEne. Good-morrow, all.

[Exit, with Servant.

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed,—faith,

teh me true,

Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship^—
Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best,

Myself or Menelaus?
Dio. Both alike:

He meritsweE to have her, that doth seek her,

—

Not making any scruple of her soilure,

—

With such a hell of pain and world of charge;
And you as well to keep her, that defend her,

—

Not palating the taste of her dishonour,

—

With such a costly loss of wealth and friends:
He, like a puhng cuckold, would drink up
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece;

You, hke a lecher, out of whorish loins

Are pleas’d to breed out your inheritors:

Both ments pois’d, each weighs nor less nor
more;

But he as he, each heavier for a whore.
Par. You are too bitter to your country-

woman.
Dio. She’s bitter to her country. Hear me,

Paris.

—

For every false drop in her bawdy veins
A Grecian’s life hath sunk; for every scrapie
Of her contaminated carrion weight [speak,

A Trojan hath been slain: since she could
She hath not given so many good words breath
As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer’d death.

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do.

Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy:
But we m silence hold this virtue well.

—

We’ll not commend what we intend to sell.

Here lies our way. [Exeunt

Scene II.—Troy. Court of Pan3>artjs’
House.

Enter Troilus and Cressida.

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself: the morn
is cold. [uncle down;

Cres. Then, sweet my lord, I’ll call mine
He shall unbolt the gates.

Tro. Trouble him not;

To bed, to bed: sleep kill those pretty eyes,

And give as soft attachment to thy senses
As infants empty of all thought!

Cres. Good-morrow, then.

Tro. I pr’ythee now, to bed.
Cres. Are you aweary of me?
Tro. 0 Cressida! but that the busy day,

Wak’d by the lark, hath rous’d the ribald crows,

And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer
I would not from thee.

Cres. Night hath been too brief.

Tro. Beshrew the witch! with venemous
wights she stays

As tediously as hell; but flies the grasps of love

Withwingsmore momentary-swift thanthought.
You will catch cold, and curse me.

Cres. Pr’ythee, tarry;

—

You men will never tanj.

—

0 foolish Cressid!—I might have still held off,

And then you would have tarried. Hark!
there’s one up. [here?

Pan. [Within.] What, ’s aD, the doors open
Tro. It is your uncle, [mocMng:
Cres. A pestilence on him! now will he be

1 shall have such a life!

—
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Enter Pandarus. Aene. Good, good, ray lord; the secrets of

Pan. How now, how now? how go maiden'
’ heads?
—Here yon maid! where’s my cousin Cressid?

Cres. Go hang yourself, yon naughty mock-
ing uncle!

You bring me to do, and then you flout me too.

Pan. To do what? to do what?—let her say

what: what have I brought you to do?

Cres. Come, come, beshrew your heart!

you’ll ne’er be good,

Nor suffer others.

Pan. Ha, ha’ Alas, poor wretch! ah, poor

capocchia! hast not slept to-night? would he
not, a naughty man, let it sleep? a bugbear
take him!

Cres. Did not I tell you?~would he were
knock’d i’ the head!— [Enochnsi.

Who’s that at door? good uncle, go and see.

—

My lord, come you again into my chamber:
You smile, andl mockme, as if Imeant naughtily.

Tro. Ha! ha!

Cres. Come, you are deceiv’d, I think of no
such thing.— [Knochhff.

How earnestly they knock!—Pray you, come in:

I would not for half Troy have you seen here.

[Exeunt Troilus and Cressida
Pan. [Ooinff to the door.] Who’s there’

what’s the matter? will you beat down the

door? How now? what’s the matter?

Enter ^Eneas.

Mne. Good-morrow, lord, good-morrow.
Pan. Who’s there? my lord ^Eneas? By

my troth, I knew you not: what news with

you so early?

jEne. Is not Prince Troilus here?

Fan. Here! what should he do here?

Mne. Come, he is here, my lord; do not
deny him:

It doth import him much to speak with me.
Pan. Is he here, say you? ’tis more than I

know. I’ll be sworn.—For my own part, I

came in late. What should he do here?
Mne. Who!—nay, then:—come, come,

you’ll do him wrong ere you are ware: you’ll

be so true to him to be false to him: do not
you know of him, but yet go fetch him hither;

go.

As PAlTOARtrs IS going out, re-enter Troilus

Tro. How now! what’s the matter?
' Mne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to

salute you,

My matter is so rash. There is at hand
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus,
The Grecian Dioraed, and our Antenor
Deliver’d to us; and for him forthwith,

Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour.
We must give up to Diomedes’ hand
The Lady Cressida.

Tro. Is it so concluded?
Mne. By Priam, and the general state of

Troy:
They are at hand, and ready to effect it.

' Tro. How my achievements mock me!
I will go meet them:—and, my lord Aeneas,
We met by chance; you did not find me here.

,

nature
Have not more gift in taciturnity,

[Exeunt Troilus and jEneas.
Pan. Is’t possible? no sooner got but lost?

The devil take Antenor! the young prince will

go mad: a plague upon Antenor! I would
they had broke’s neck!

Re-enter Cressida.

Cres How now! what is the matter? who
was here’

Pan. Ah, ah!

Cres. Why sigh you so profoundly? where’s
my lord? gone! tell me, sweet uncle, what’s
the matter?
Pan Would I were as deep under the earth

as I am above!
Cres. O the gods' what’s the matter?
Pan. Pr’ythree, get thee m. Would thou

hadst ne’er been born’ I knew thou wouldst
be his death!—0, poor gentleman!—A plague
upon Antenor!

Cres. Good uncle, I beseech you, on my
knees I beseech you, what’s the matter?
Pan Thou must be gone, wench, thou must

be gone; thou art changed for Antenor: thou
must to thy father, and be gone from Troilus;

’twill be his death; ’twill be his bane; he can-
not bear it.

Cres. 0 you immortal gods!—I will not go.
Pan. Thou must.
Cres. I will not, uncle: I have forgot my

father;

I know no touch of consanguinity;

No km, no love, no blood, no soul so near me
As the sweet Troilus —0 you gods dmne!
Make Cressid’s name the very crown of false-

hood [death
If ever she leave Troilus! Time, force, and
Do to this body what extremes you can;
But the strong base and building of my love
Is as the very centre of the earth,

Drawing all things to it.—I’ll go in and weep.—
Pan. Do, do.

Cres. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my
praised cheeks; [heart

Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from

Troy. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—Troy. Street before Pandarus’
House.

Enter Paris, Troilus, .Eneas, Deiphobus,
Antenor, and Diomedes.

Par. It IS great momirig; and the hour
prefix’d

Of her delivery to this valiant Greek
Comes fast upon:—good my brother Troilus,

Tell you the lady what she is to do,

And haste her to the purpose.
Tro. Walk in to her house;

FU bring her to the Grecian presently:
And to his hand when I deliver her.
Think it an altar; and thy brother Trolius
A priest, there offering to it his own heart,

[Exit.
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Par. I know what *tis to love;

And would, as I shall pity, I could help!—
Please you walk in, my lords. [Exeunt

Scene IV.—Troy. A Room in Pandarus*
House.

Enter Pandaros and Cressida.

Pan. Be moderate, he moderate.
Cres. Why tell you me of moderation?

The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste,

And violenteth in a sense as strong [it?

As that which causeth it: how can I moderate
If I could temporize with my affection.

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate,

The like ailayment could I give my grief:

My love admits no qualifying dross;

No more my grief, in such a precious loss.

Pan. Here, here, here he comes.

Enter Troilus.

Ah, sweet ducks!
Cres. 0 Troilus! Troilus! [Embracing him.
Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here! Let

me embrace too. O hearti es the goodly saying

is,—
O heart, heavy heart.

Why Slgh’st thou without breaking?

where he answers again.

Because thou canst not ease thy smart
By silence nor by speaking.

There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast

away nothing, for we may live to have need of

such a verse: we see it, we see it.—How now,
lambs! [purity

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strain’d a
That the bless’d gods,—as angry with my fancy.

More bright in zeal than the devotion which
Cold Ups blow to their deities,—take thee from

me.
Cres. Have the gods envy?
Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay; ’tis too plain a case.

Cres. And is it true that I must go from Troy?
Tro. A hateful truth.

Cres. What, and from Troilus too?
Tro. From Troy and Troilus.

Cres. Is it possible?

Tro. And suddenly; where injury of chance
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips

Of aH rejomdure, forcibly prevents

Our lock’d embrasures, strangles our dear vows
Even in the birth of our own lab’ring breath:

We too, that with so many thousand sighs

Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves

With the rude brevity and discharge of one.

Injunous time now, with a robber’s haste,

Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how:
As many farewells as be stars in heaven,
With distinct breath and consign’d kisses to

them,
He fumbles up into a loose adieu;

And scants us with a single famish’d Mss,
Distasted with the salt of broken tears.

Aene. [Wif/ifn.] My lord, is the lady ready?
Tro. Hark! you are call’d. Some say the

Genius so
,

Cries, Come! to him that instantly must die.

—

Bid them have patience; she shall come anon.

Pan. Where are my tears? ram, to lay this

wind, or my heart will be blown up by the

root? [Exff.

Cres. I must, then, to the Grecians?
Tro. No remedy.
Cres. A woeful Cressid ’mongst the merry

Greeks!
When shall we see again?

Tro. Hear me, my love. Be thou but true

of heart,— [is this?

Cres. I true! how now! what wicked deem
Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation Mndly,

For it is parting from us:
I speak not be thou true, as fearing thee;

For I will throw my glove to death himself
That there’s no macifiation in thy heart:

But be thou true, say 1, to fashion in

My sequent protestation; be thou true,

And I will see thee. [dangers
Cres. O, you shall be expos’d, my lord, to

As infinite as imminent! but I’ll be true.

Tro. And I’ll grow fnend with danger.
Wear this sleeve.

Cres. And you this glove. When shall I

see you?
Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels.

To give thee nightly visitation.

But yet be true.

Cres. 0 heavens!—be true, again!

Tro. Hear why I speak it, love:

The Grecian youths are full of quality;

They’re loving, well compos’d, with gifts of

nature flowing,

And swelling o’er with arts and exercise:

How novelty may move, and parts with person,
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy,—
Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,—
Makes me afeard.

Cres. 0 heavens! you love me not.

Tro. Die I a villain, then!
In this I do not call your faith in question
So mainly as my merit; I cannot sing,

Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk.

Nor play at subtile games; fat virtues all.

To which the Grecians are most prompt and
pregnant:

But I can tell, that in each grace of these

There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil

That tempts most cunningly: but be not

tempted.
Cres. Do you think I will?

Tro. No.
But something may be done that we will not:

And sometimes we are devils to ourselves,

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers,

Presuming on their changeful potency.

Aene. [Within.] Nay, good my lord,—
Tro. Come, Mss; and let us part.

Par. [Within.] Brother Troilus!

Tro. Good brother, come you hither;

And bring Aeneas and the Grecian with you.

Cres. My lord, will you be true?

Tro. Who, I? alas, it is my vice, my fault:

While others fish with craft for great opinion,

I with great truth catch mere simplicity;

Whilst some with ginning gild their copper

crowns,
With truth and plaiimess I do wear n^e bare.

Fear not my troth: the moral of my wit

Is—plain and true; there’s all the reach of it.
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Enter ^Eneas, Paris, Antenor, Deiphobus
cmd Diomedes.

Welcome, Sir Biomedl here is the lady

WMch for Antenor we deliver you:

At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand;

And by the way possess thee what she is.

Entreat her fair; and, by my soul, fair Greek,

If e’er thou stand at mercy of my sword,

Name Cressid, and thy Me shah be as safe

As Priam is in IHon.

Dio. Fair Lady Cressid,

So please you, save the thanks ^s prince

expects:

The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek,

Pleads youi fair usage; and to Diomed
You shkllbe mistress, and commandhimwholly.

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me court-

eously,

To shame the zeal of my petition to thee

In praismg her: I teh thee, lord of Greece,
She is as tar high-soaring o’er thy praises

As thou unworthy to be call’d her servant.

I charge thee use her well, even for my charge;

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not,

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard,

ru cut thy throat.

Dio, 0, be not mov’d. Prince Troilus:

Let me be privileg’d by my place and message
To be a speaker free; when I am hence
I’ll answer to my lust: and know you, lord,

1‘h nothing do on charge: to her own worth
She shall be priz’d; but that you say, be’t so,

I’E speak itm my spirit and honour, no.

Tro. Come, to the port.—I’ll tell thee,

Diomed, [head.

—

This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy

Lady, give me your hand; and, as we walk.

To our own selves bend we our needful talk.

[Exeunt Tro., Ckes., and Diomedes
[Trumpet within.

Par. Harfcl Hector’s trumpet.

Mne. How have we spent this morning?
The prince must think me tardy and remiss.

That swore to nde before him to the field.

Par. ’Tis Troilus’ fault. Come, come, to

field with him.
Mo. Let us make ready straight.

JBrut. Yea, with a bridegroom’s fresh alacrity

Let us address to tend on Hector’s heels:

The glory of our Troy doth this day Ee
On his fair worth and single chivalry.

[Exeunt

Scene V.—The Grecian Camp. Lists set out

Enter Ajax, armed; Agamemnon, Achilles,
Patroclds, Menelaus, Ulysses, Nestor
and others,

Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresh
and fair,

Anticipating time. With starting courage
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy,
Thou dreadful Ajax; that the appaEed air
May pierce the head of the great combatant.
And hale him hither.

Ajax. Thou, trumpet, there’s my purse.
Now crack thy lungs and spEt thy brazen pipe:
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek
Out-swell the coEc of puff’d AquUon:

,

[ACT IV.

Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout
blood;

Thou blow’st for Hector. [Trumpet sounds.
Vlyss. No trumpet answers.
Achil^ ’Tis but early day,
Agam. Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas’

daughter?
Ulyss. ’Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait;

He rises on the toe: that spirit of his
In aspiration lifts him from the earth.

Enter Diomedes, with Cressida.

Agam. Is this the lady Cressid?
Dio. Even she?
Agam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks,

sweet lady.

Nest Our general doth salute you with a kiss.

Ulyss. Yet is the kindness but particular;

’Twere better she were kiss’d m general.

Nest And very courtly counsel: I’E begin.—
So much for Nestor. [fair lady.

Achit. I’E take that winter from your Eps,
AchiEes bids you welcome.
Men. 1 had good argument for kissing once.
PatT. But that’s no argument for kissing

now;
For thus popp’d Paris in his hardiment,
And parted thus you and your argument.

Ulyss. 0 deadly gaE, and theme of aU our
scomsi

For which we lose our heads to gild his horns.
Patr. The first was Menelaus’ Mss;—this,

mine;
Patroclus kisses you.
Men. 0, this is trim I

Pair. Paris and I kiss evermore for hiin.

Men. I’ll have my kiss, sir.—Lady, by your
leave.

Ores. In kissing, do you render or receive?
Patr. Both take and give.

Ores. I’ll make my match to Eve,
The Mss you take is better than you give;
Therefore no Mss.
Men. I’E give you boot, I’E gpve you three

for one. [none.
Ores. You’re an odd man; give even or give
Men. An odd man, lady? every man is odd.
Cres. No, Paris is not; for, you know, ’tis

true,

That you are odd, and he is even with you.
Men. You filEp me o’ the head.
Cres. No, I’E be sworn.
Ulyss. It were no match, your naE against

his horn.

—

May I, sweet lady, beg a Mss of you?
Cres. You may.
Ulyss. I do desire it.

Cres. Why, beg then, do.
Ulyss. Why then, for Venus’ sake, give me

When Helen is a maid agam, and his.

Cres. I am your debtor, claim it when ’tis

due. [you.
Ulyss. Never’s my day, and then a Mss of
Dio. Lady, a word.—I’ll bring you to your

father.

[Diomedes leads out Cressida.
Nest A woman of quick sense.
Vlyss. Fie, fie upon her!

TKOttUS AND CEESSIDA
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There’s language in her eye, her cheeks, her
lip,

Nay, her foot speaks: her wanton spints look
out

At every joint and motive of her body.

0, these encounterers, so glib of tongue,

That give a coastmg welcome ere it comes,
And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts

To every tickhsh reader! set them down
For sluttish spoils of opportunity,

And daughters of the game. [Trumpet within.

All. The Trojans’ trumpet-
Agam. Yonder comes the troop.

Enter Hector, armed; ^Eneas, Troilus, and
other Trojans, with Attendants.

Mne. Hall, all you state of Greece! what
shall be done [purpose

To him that victory commands? Or do you
A victor shall be known? will you the kni^ts
Shall to the edge of all extremity

Pursue each other: or shall be divided

By any voice or order of the field?

Hector bade ask.

Agam. Which way would Hector have it?

Mne. He cares not; he’ll obey conditions.

AchiL ’Tis done like Hector; but securely
done,

A httle proudly, and great deal mispnzing
The knight oppos’d.

Mne. If not Achilles, sir.

What is your name?
Achil. If not Achilles, nothing.

Mm. Therefore Achilles. But, whate’er,

know this:

—

In the extremity of great and little

Valour and pnde excel themselves in Hector;

The one almost as infinite as all,

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well.

And that which looks hke pride is courtesy.

This Ajax is half made of Hector’s blood:

Ih love whereof, half Hector stays at home;
Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to

seek [Greek.

This blended knight, half Trojan and half

Achil. A maiden battle then?-^, I perceive

you.

Re-enter Diomedes.

Agam. Here is Sir Diomed.-—Go, gentle

knight.

Stand by our Ajax; as you and Lord ^neas
Consent upon the order of their fight

So be it; either to the uttermost.

Or else a breath: the combatants being kin
Half stmts their strife before their strokes

begin.

[Ajax and Hector enter the lists.

Vlgss. They are oppos’d already.

Agam. What Trojan is that same that looks

so heavy? [knight;

Vlyss. The youngest son of Priam, a true

Not yet mature, yet matchless: firm of word;
Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongue;
Not soon provok’d, nor, being provok’d, soon

calm’d:
His heart and hand both open and both free;

For what he has he gives, what thinks he shows;

Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty.
Nor digmfies an impure thou^t with breath:
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous;
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes
To tender objects; but he, in heat of action.
Is more vindicative than jealous love:
They call him Troilus; and on him erect
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector.
Thus says Aeneas; one that knows the youth
Even to his inches, and, with private soul,

Did in great Ikon thus translate him to me.
[Alarum. Hector and Ajax fight

Agam. They are m action.

Nest. Now, Ajax, hold thine owni
Tro. Hector, thou sleep’st;

Awake theel

Agam. His blows are well dispos’d:—there,
Ajax!

Dio. You must no more. [Trumpets cease.

Mne. Princes, enough, so please you.
Ajax. 1 am not warm yet, let us fight again.
Dto. As Hector pleases.

Hect. Why, then will I no more:—
Thou art, great lord, my father’s sister’s son,
A cousin-german to great Priam’s seed;
The obligation of our blood forbids

A gory emulation ’twixt us twain;
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so.

That thou could’st say This hand is Grecian all.

And this is Trojan; the sinews of this leg

All Greek, and this all Troy; my mothefs blood
Runs in the dexter cheek, and this sirdst&r

Bounds-in my father^s; by Jove multipotent.

Thou shouldst not bear from me a GreeMsh
member

Wherein my sword had not impressure made
Of our rank feud: but the just gods gainsay
That any drop thou borrow’dst from thy mother,
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword
Be drain’d! Let me embrace thee, Ajax:
By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms;
Hector would have them fall upon him thus:
Cousin, all honour to thee!

Ajax. I thank thee, Hector:
Thou art too gentle and too free a man:
I came to Mil thee, cousm, and bear hence
A great addition earned in thy death.
Hect. Not Neoptolemus so mirable,

—

On whose bright crest Fame with her loud’st

Oyes
Cries, This is he,—could promise to himself
A thought of added honour torn from Hector.
Mne. There is expectance here from both

the sides

What further you will do.

Hect. We’ll answer it;

The issue is embracement;—Ajax, farewell.

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success,

—

As seid’ I have the chance,—I would desire

My famous cousin to our Grecian tents.

Dio. ’Tis Agamemnon’s vrish; and great

Achilles

Doth long to see unarm’d the valiant Hector,

Hect, Aeneas, call my brother Troilus to me;
And signify this loving interview

To the expecters of our Trojan part; [cousin;

Desire them home.—Give me thy hand, my
I will go eat with thee, and see your kni^ts,

Ajax. Great Agamemnon c6mes to meet us
here.
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HecU Tlie worthiest of them teil me name
byname;

But for Achilles, nane owu searching eyes

Shall £nd Mm by Ms large and portly size.

Aganu Worthy of aims! as welcome as to one
That would be rid of such an enemy;
But that’s no welcome: understand more clear.

What’s past and what’s to come is strew’d

with husks
And formless ruin of obEvion;

But in tMs extant moment, faith and troth.

Strain’d purely from all hoHow bias-drawing,

Bids thee, with most divine integrity,

from heart of very heart, great Hector, wel-

come.
Eect I thank thee, most imperious Aga-

memnon. [to you.

AgmrL My well-fam’d lord of Troy, no less

[To Troilus.
Men. let me confirm my princely brother’s

greeting;

—

You brace of warlike brothers, welcome Mther,

Beet Who must we answer?
Mm. The noble Menelaus.
Beet. 0 you, my lord? by Mars Ms gauntlet,

thanksl
Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath;

Your quondam wife swears still by Venus*
^ove:

She’s Wei, but bade me not commend her to

you. [theme.

Mm. Name her not now, sir; she’s a deadly

Beet. 0, pardon; I offend. [oft,

Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way
Through ranks of Greekish youth; and I have

seen thee,

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed,

Desjasing many forfeits and subduements,
Whenthou hast hung thy advanced sword i* the

air,

Not letting it decline on the declin’d,

TlUt 1 have said to some my standers-by,

lo, Ji^iter is yonder, deeding life!

And 1 have seen thee pause, and take thy
breath, [in,

When that a ring of Greeks have hemm’d thee
like an Olympian wrestling: tMs have I seen;
But tMs thy countenance, still lock’d in steel,

I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsirc.

And once fought with him: he was a soldfier

good;
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all.

Neverlike thee. Let an oldmanembrace thee;
And, worthy warrior, welcome to oar tenhs.

Mne. *Tis the old Nestor.

Bed. Let me embrace thee, good old
chronicle,

That hast so long walk’d hand in hand with
rime:

—

Most reverend Nestor, I am gjad to clasp thee.
Nest I would my arms coMd match &ee in

contention,

As they contend with thee in courtesy.
Beet I would they could.
Nest Hal [morrow:

—

By tMs wMte heard, I’d with thee to-
Wefl, welcome, welcome! I have seen the time.

Dlyss. I wondernow how yonder dty stands,
When we have here her base and jfllar by us.

Beet Iknowyourfavour, Lord Ulysses, well.
Ah, sir, there’s many a Greek and Trojan dead,
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy, [ensue:

Ulyss. Sir, I foretold you then what would
My prophecy is but half his journey yet;

For yonder walls, that pertly front your town,
Yond towers, whose wanton tops do buss the

clouds,

Must Mss their own feet.

Beet I must not believe you:
There they stand yet; and modestly I think
The fail of every Phrygian stone will cost

A drop of Grecian blood: the end crowns all;

And that old common arbitrator, time.

Will one day end it.

Ulyss. So to him we leave it.

Most gentle and most valiant Hector, welcome:
After the general, I beseech you next
To feast with me, and see me at my tent

AcML I shall forestall thee, Lord Ulysses,
thoul--

Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee;
I have with exact view perus’d thee, Hector,
And quoted joint by joint

Beet Is this AchiUes?
Achil. I am AcMUes. [thee.

Beet Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on
Achil. Behold thy fill.

Beet Nay, I have done already.

Achil. Thou art too brief: I will the second
time.

As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb.

Beet 0, like a book of sport thou’lt read
me o’er;

But there’s more inme than thou understand’st
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye?

AchS. Tell me, you heavens, in wMch part
of Ms body [there,

Shall I destroy him? wMther there, or there, or
That I may ^ve the local wound a name,
And make distinct the very breach whereout
Hector’s great spirit flew: answer me, heavensi
Beet It would discredit the Mess’d gods,

proud man,
To answer such a question: stand again:
Thinfc’st thou to catch my life so pleasantly.
As to prenominate in nice conjecture
Where thou wilt Mt me dead?

Achil. X tell thee, yea.

Beet. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so,

Fd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee
well;

For PU not Mil thee there, nor there, nor there;
But, by the forge that stitMed Mars Ms helm,
FH MU thee eversrwhere, yea, o’er and o’er.

—

You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag,
His insolence draws folly from my lips;

But I’U endeavour deeds to match these words,
Or may I never,

—

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, courin:—
And you, Achilles, let these threats alone,
Till accident or purpose bring you to’t:

You may have every day enough of Hector,
If you have stomach; the general state, I fear,

Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him.

Beet I pray you, let us see you in the field:

We have had pelting wars since you refus’d
The Gredans’ cause.



SCZHE V4 TEOtttJS Am CEESSIDA «S3

AcMl. Bost thou entreat me, Hector?
To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death;

To-night all friends.

Hect Thy hand npon that match.
Agam, First, all yoa peers of Greece, go to

my tent;

There in the full convive we: afterwards,

As Hector’s leisure and your bounties shall

Concur together, severally entreat him.

—

Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow,

That this great soldier may his welcome know.
[Exeunt aU but Tro. and Ulysses.

Tto, My Lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech
you,

In what place of the held doth Calchas keep?
Ulgss, At Menelaus’ tent, most princely

Troilus;

There Biomed doth feast with him to-night;

Who neither looks upon the heaven nor earth.

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view
On the fair Cressid.

Tro, Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you
80 much,

After we part from Agamemnon’s tent,

To bring me thither?

Ulyss. You shall command me, sir.

As gentle tell me, of what honour was
This Cressida in Troy? Had she no lover there

That wails her absence?
Tro, 0, sir, to such as boasting show their

scars

A mock is due. Will you walk on my lord?

She was belov’d, she lov’d; she is, and doth:

But, stm, sweet love is food for fortune’s tooth.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.~The Grecian Camp. Before
Achilles’ Tent,

Enter Achilles and Patroclus.

Achil, I’ll heat his blood with Greekish wine
to-night,

"Which with my scimitar I’ll cool to-morrow.

—

Patroclus, let us feast him to the height.

Fair. Here comes Thersites.

Enter Thersites.

Achil. How now, thou core of cnvyi
Thou crusty batch of nature, what’s the news?

Ther, Why, thou picture of what thou
seemest, and idol of idiot worshippers, here’s

a letter for thee.

AchU. From whence, fragment?
Ther. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy.

Pair. Who keeps the tent now? [wound.

Ther. The su^eon’s box, or the patient’s

Pair. Well said Adversityl and what need
these tricks?

Ther. Pr’ythee, be silent, boy; I profit not

by thy talk; thou art thought to be Achilles’

male varlet.

Pair. Male varlet, you roguel what’s that?

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. How, the

rotten diseases of the south, the guts griping,

ruptures, catarrhs, loads o’ gravel i’ the back,

lethargies, cold palsien, raw eyes, dirt-cotten

livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full of im-

posthume, sciaticas, limekilns i’ tiie palm.

incurable bone-ache, and the rivelled fee-
rimple of the tetter, take and take again such
preposterous discoveries!

Pair. Why, thou damnable box of envy,
thou, what meanest thou to curse thus?

Ther. Bo I curse thee?
Patr. Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whore-

son indistinguishable cur, no.
Ther. Hoi why art thou, then, exasperate,

thou idle immaterial skein of sleave-siik, thou
green sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou tassel
of a prodigal’s purse, thou? Ah, how the poor
world is pestered with such water-flies,

—

diminutives of nature!
Patr. Out, gall!

Ther. Finch egg! [quite
Achil. My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted

From my great purpose in to-morrow’s battle.

Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba;
A token from her daughter, my fair love;
Both taxing me and gaging me to keep
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it:

Fall, Greeks; fail, fame; honour; or go or stay;

My major vow lies here, this I’ll obey.

—

Come, come, Thersites, help to tnm my tent;
This night in banqueting must all be spent.

—

Away, Patroclus!

[Exeunt Achil. and Patr.
Ther. With too much blood and too little

brain these two may run mad; but, if with too
much brain and too little blood they do, I’ll be
a curer of madmen. Here’s Agamemnon,—an
honest fellow enough, and one &at loves quails;

but he has not so much brain as ear-wax: and
the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his
brother, the bull,—the primitive statue, and
oblique memorial of cuckolds; a thrifty shoeing-
hom in a chain, hanging at his brother’s leg,

—

to what form, but that he is, should wit larded
with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn
him to? To an ass, were nothing; he is boCh
ass and ox: to an ox, were nothing; he is both
ox and ass. To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a
fitchew, a toad, a hzard, an owl, a puttock, or
a herring without a roe, I would not care; but
to be Menelaus,—I would conspire against
destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if I
were not Thersites; for I care not to be the
louse of a lazar, so I were not Menelaus.

—

Hoy-day! spirits and fires!

Enter Hector, Troelxts, Ajax, Agamem-
non, Ulysses, Hestor, Menelaus, and
Biomedes, ivith lights.

Agam. We go wrong, we go wrong.
Ajax. Ho, yonder ’tis;

There, where we see the lights.

Hect. I trouble you.

Ajax. Ho, not a whit.

Ulyss. Here comes himself to guide you.

Re-enter Achilles.

Achil* Welcome, brave Hector; welcome,

princes afl. [good ni^t:
Agam. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid

Ajax commands the guard to tend on you.

Hect. Thanks, and good night to the Greeks*

general.

Men. Good-night, my lord.
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Meet Good-night, sweet Lord Menekus.
Ther, Sweet draught: sweet, quoth k! sweet

sink, sweet sewer.

ichiL Good-night. [or tarry.

AM welcome, both at once, to those that go

Affam. Good-night.
[Exeunt Agam. and Mew.

AcMt* Old Nestor tarries; and you too,

Biomed,
Keep Hector company an hour or two.

Iho. I cannot, lord; I have important

business, (Hector.

The tide whereof is now.—Good-night, great

Sect Give me your hand. [tent.

Ulyss. Follow his torch; he goes to Calchas*

I’ll keep you company. [Aside to Trohus.
Tto. Sweet sir, you honour me.
Meet And so good-night.

[Fxif Dro.; Ulyss. and Tro. following.

AcMl. Come, come, enter my tent.

[Exeunt Achil., EDect., Ajax, and Nest.
Ther. That same Diomedk a false-hearted

rogue, a most unjust knave; I will no more
trust him when he leers than I will a serpent

when he hisses: he will spend his mouth and
promise, like Brabbler the hound; but when he
performs astronomers foretell it; it is prodigious,

there come some change; &e sun borrows
of the moon when Biomed keeps his word. I

will rather leave to see Hector than not to dog
him: they say he keeps a Trojan drab, and uses
the traitor Calchas’ tent: I’ll after.—Nothing
but lechery 1 all incontinent varlets! [Exit

Scene II.—The Grecian Camp. S^ore
Calchas^ Tent

Enter Biomedes.

Dio. What, are you up here, ho? speak.

Cd. [Wzf/iin.] Who calls?

Dio. Biomed.—Calchas, I think.—Where’s
your daughter?
Cd. [Within.] She comes to you.

Enter Troh-us and Ulysses, at a distance;

after them Thersites.

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not
discover us.

Enter Cressida.

Tro. Cressid comes forth to him.
Dio. How now, my charge I

Cres. Now, my sweet guardianI—Hark, a
word with you. [Whisp^.

Tro. Yea, so familiar I

Xllyss, She will sing any man at first sight.

Ther, And any man may sing her, if he can
take her cliff; she’s noted.
Dio. Will you remember?
Cres. Eemember? yes.
Dio. Nay, but do, then;

And let your mind be coupled with your words.
Tro. What should she remember?
Ulyss. List! [to folly

Cres. Sweet honey Greek, temptme no more
Ther, Roguery!
Bio. Nay, then,—
Crec. I’ll tell you what,—

Dio. Pho! phol come, tell a pin: jjou are
forsworn. [have me do?

Cres. In faith, I cannot: what would you
Ther. A jugghng tnck, to be secretly open.
Dio. What did you swear you would bestow

on me?
Cres. I pr’ythee, do not hold me to mine oath:

Bid me do any^ng but that, sweet Greek.
Dio. Good-night.

Tro. Hold, patience!

Ulyss. How now, Trojan!
Cres. Biomed,

—

Dio. No, no, good-night: I’ll be your fool

no more.
Tro. Thy better must.
Cres. Hark! one word in your ear.

Tro. 0 plague and madness! [I pray you,
Ulyss. You are mov’d, pnnee; let us depart,

Lest your displeasure should erilarge itself

To wrathful terms: this place is dangerous;
The time nght deadly; I beseech you, go.

Tro. Behold, I pray you!
Ulyss. Nay, good my lord, go off;

You flow to great destruction; come, my lord.

Tro. 1 pray thee, stay.

Ulyss. You have not patience; come.
Tro. I pray you, stay; by hell and all hell’s

torments,

I will not speak a word.
Dio. And so, good-night.
Cres. Nay, but you part m anger.
Tro. Both that grieve thee?

0 wither’d truth!

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord?

Tro. By Jove,
1 wiH be patient.

Cres. Guardian!—why, Greek!
Dio. Pho, pho! adieu; you palter.

Cres. In faith, 1 do not; come hither once
again. [will you go?

Ulyss. You shake, my lord, at something:
You win break out.

Tro. She strokes his cheek!
Ulyss. Come, come.
Tro. Nay, stay; by Jove, I will not speak a

word;
There is between my will and all offences
A guard of patience:—stay a little while.

Ther. How the devil luxury, with his fat

rump and potato finger, tickles these together!
Fry, lechery, fry!

Ihb. But will you, then?
Cres. In faith, I will, la; never trust me else.

Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it.

Cres. FU fetch you one. [Exit
Ulyss. You have sworn patience.

Tro. Fear me not, sweet lord;

I will not be myself, nor have cognition
Of what I feel: I am all patience.

Re-enter Cressida.

Ther. Now the pledge; now, now, now!
Cres. Here, Biomed, keep this sleeve.

Tro. 0, beauty! where's thy faith?

Ulyss. My lord,—
Tro. I will be patient; outwardly I will.

Cres. You look upon that sleeve; behold it

well.

—

He lov’d me—O false wench!—Give’t me again.
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JDio, Whose was’t?

Cres. It IS no matter, now I have ’t again.

I will not meet with you to-morrow mght:

I pr’ythee, Diomed, visit me no more, [stone.

Ther, Now she sharpens;—Well said, Whet-
Dio. I shall have it.

Cres. What, this?

I>io. Ay, that.

Cres. 0, all you gods?—0 pretty, pretty

pledge!

Thy master now lies thinldng in his bed
Of thee and me; and sighs, and takes my glove,

And gives memorial dainty kisses to it,

As I kiss thee.—Nay, do not snatch it from me;
He that takes that doth take my heart withal.

Dio. I had your heart before, this follows it.

Tro. I did swear patience.

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed; faith,

you shaU not;

PE give you something else.

Dio. I wEl have this; whose was it?

Ores. It is no matter.

Dio. Come, teH me whose it was,

Cres. ’Twas one’s that loved me better than
you will.

But, now you have it, take it.

Dio. Whose was it?

Cres. By aE Diana’s waiting women yond,

And by herself, I wiE not tell you whose.

Dio. To-morrow wiE I wear it on my helm;
And gneve his spint that dares not chaEenge it.

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor’st it on
thy horn.

It should be challeng’d.

Cre|. WeU, weE, ’hs done, ’tis past;—and
yet it is not;

I wiE not keep my word.
Dio. Why, then, farewell;

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again, [word
Cres. You shaE not go:—one cannot speak a

But it straight starts you.

Dio. I do not Eke this fooling.

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes

not you pleases me best.

Dio. What, shaE I come? the hour?
Cres. Ay, come:—O Jove!

Do come:—I shaE be plagu’d,

Dio. Farewell till then.

Cres. Good-night: I pr’ythee, come.
[Frit Diomedes.

TroEus, farewcE! one eye yet looks on thee;

But with my heart the other eye doth see.

Ah, poor our sex I this fault in us I find.

The error of our eye directs our mind:
^at error leads must err; 0, then conclude.

Minds sway’d by eyes are full of turpitude.

[Exit.

Ther. A proof of strength she could not
pubEsh more,

Unless she said, My mind is now turn’d whore.
Uii/ss. All’s done, my lord.

Tro. It is.

Ulffss. Why stay we, then?
Tro. To make a recordation to my som

Of every syEable that here was spoke.

But if I teU how these two did co-act,

ShaE I not He in publishing a truth?

Sith yet there is a credence inmy heart,

An esperance so obstinately strong,

That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears;

As if those organs had deceptious functions

Created only to calumniate.

Was Cressid here?
Uii/ss. 1 cannot conjure, Trojan.
Tro. She was not, sure.

Uli/ss. Most sure she was.
Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of

madness. [but now.
Ulyss. Not mine, my lord: Cressid was here
Tro. Let it not be beEev’d for womanhoodi

Think, we had mothers; do not give advantage
To stubborn cntics,—apt, without a theme,
For depravation,—to square the general sex
By Cressid’s rule: rather think this not Cressid,

Ulyss. What hath she done, prince, that can
soil our mothers?

Tro. Nothing at aE, unless that this were
she. [eyes!

Ther. WiE he swagger himself out on’s own
Tro. This she? no; this is Diomed’s Cressida

If beauty have a soul, this is not she;
If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimonies.
If sanctimony be the gods’ deUgjht,

If there be rule in umty itself,

This is not she. 0 madness of discourse,
That cause sets up with and against itself!

Bi-foid authority! where reason can revolt

Without perdition, and loss assume aE reason
Without revolt" this is, and is not, Cressid!
Within my soul there doth conduce a fi^t
Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate
Divides more wider than the sky and earth;

And yet the spacious breadth of this division

Admits no orifex for a point, as subtle

As Ariachne’s broken woof, to enter.

Instance, 0 instance! strong as Pluto’s gates;
Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven:
Instance, 0 instance! strong as heaven itself;

The bonds of heaven are shpp’d, dissolv’d, and
loos’d;

And with another note, five-finger-tied,

The fractions of her faith, orts of her love,

The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy
reUcs

Of her o’er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed.
Ulyss. May worthy TroEus be but half-

attach’d

With that which here his passion doth express?
Tro. Ay, Greek; and that shall be divulged

weE
In characters as red as Mars Ms heart [fancy
Inflam’d with Venus: never did young man
With so eternal and so fix’d a soul.

Hark, Greek: as much as I do Cressid love,

So much by weight hate I her Diomed:
That sleeve is mine that he’E bear on his helm;
Were it a casque compos’d by Vulcan’s skEl
My sword should bite it; not the dreadful spout
WMch shipmen do the hurricano call,

Constiing’d in mass by the almighty sun,
ShaE dizzy with more clamour Neptune’s ear
In Ms descent, than shaE my prompted sword
Falling on Diomed.

Ther. He’E ticMe it for Ms concupy.
Tro. 0 Cressid! 0 false Cressid! Mse, false,

false!

Let aE untruths stand by thy stained name,
And they’E seem glorious.

Uiffss. 0, contain yourself:
Your passion draws ears Mther.
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Enter Mums.

Mne. I have been seefemg you this hour,

my lord:

Hector, by this, is armiag Mm ia Troy;

Ajax, yotir guard, stays to conduct you home.
Tro. Have with you, prince.—My courteous

lord, adieu.

—

Farewell, revolted fair!—and, Diomed,
Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head!

Vlyss. 1*11 bring you to the gates.

Tto. Accept distracted thaid^s.

{Exeunt Tro., and TTlyss.

Ther. Would I could meet that rogue

Diomed! I would croak like a raven; I would
bode* I would bode, Patroclus will give me
anything for the intelligence of this whore;

the parrot will not do more for an almond than

he for a commodious drab. Lechery, lechery;

still wars and lechery; nothing else holds

fashion: a burning devil take them! {Exit.

Scene III.—Trot. B^ore Priam’s Palace,

Enter Hector and Andromache.

And. When was my lord so much ungently

temper’d
To stop his ears against admonishment?
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day.

Hect. You train me to offend you; get you in:

By all the everlasting gods, I’ll go!

And, My dreams will, sure, prove ominous
to the day.

Eect. No more, I say.

Enter Cassandra.

Cos. Where is my brother Hector?
And. Sere, sister; arm’d, and bloody in

intent
Consort with me in loud and dear petition,

Pursue we him on knees; for I have dream’d
Of Moody turbulence, and tMs whole night

Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of

slaughter.

Cos. 0, ’tis true.

Eect. Ho! bid my trumpet sound!
Cos. No notes of sally, for the heavens,

sweet brother. [me swear.
Eect. Begone, I say: the gods have heard
Cos. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish

vows:
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr’d
Than spotted Hvers in the sacrifice.

And. 0, be persuaded! do not count it holy
To hurt by being just; it is as lawful,

For we would give much, to use violent thefts.

And rob in the behalf of charity. [vows;
Cos. It is the purpose that makes strong the

But TOWS to every purpose must not hold:
Unarm, sweet Hector.
Eect. Hold you still, I say;

Mme honour keeps the weather of my fate;

Life every man holds dear; but the dear man
Holds honour far more precious dear than life.

Enter Trohxis.

How now, young man! mean’st thou to fight

to-day?
And, Cassandrai call my father to persuade.

{Exit Cassandra

Eect. No, faith, young Troilus; doff thy
harness, youth;

I am to-day i’the vem of chivalry:

Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong.
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war.
Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave boy,
ni stand to-day for thee, and me, and Troy,

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you,
WMch better fits a lion than a man.
Eect. What vice is that, good Troilus? chide

me for it. [fail,

Tro. When many times the captive Grecians
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword,
You bid them rise and live.

Eect. 0, ’tis fair play.

Tro. Fool’s play, by Heaven, Hector.
Eect. How now! how now!
Tro. For the love of all the gods.

Let’s leave the hermit pity with our mothers;
And when we have our armours buckled on,

The venom’d vengeance ride upon our swords;
Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth.
Eect. Fie, savage, fie!

Tro. Hector, then ’tis wars.
Eect. Troilus, I would not have you fight

to-day.

Tro. Who should withhold me?
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire;

Not Pnamus and Hecuba on knees,
Their eyes o’ergalled with recourse of tears;

Nor you, my brother, with your true sword
drawn,

Oppos’d to hinder me, should stop my way,
But by my ruin. ^

Re-enter Cassandra, mth Priam.

Cos. Lay hold upon Mm, Priam, hold him
fast:

He is thy crutch; now if thou lose thy stay.

Thou on him leaning and all Troy on thee.
Fall all together.

Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back;
Thy wife hath dream’d; thy mother hath had

visions;

Cassandra doth foresee; and I myself
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt,

To tell thee that tMs day is ominous:
Therefore, come back.
Eect. Aeneas is a-field;

And I do stand engag’d to many Greeks,
Even in the faith of valour, to appear
TMs morning to them.

Pri. Ay, but thou shalt not go.

Eect, 1 must not break my faith.

You know me dutiful; therefore, dear sir.

Let me not shame respect; but give me leave
To take that course by your consent and voice
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam.

Cos. 0 Priam, yield not to him!
And. Do not, dear father.

Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you:
Upon the love you bear me, get you in.

[Exit. Andromache.
Tro. TMs foolish, dreanung, superstitious

girl

Makes ah these bodements.
Cos. 0, farewell, dear Hector!

Look, how thou diesti look, how thy eye turafi

palel
’
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Look, kow thy wotinds do bleed at many vents!

Hark, how Troy roars! how Hecnba cries out!

How poor Andromache shrills her dolours
forth!

Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement,
Like witless antics, one another meet,
And all cry. Hector! Hector’s dead! 0

Hector!

fro. Away! away! [my leave:

Cas. Farewell:—yet, soft!—Hector I take
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive.

[Exit.

EecU You are amaz’d, my liege, at her
exclaim: [fight;

Go in, and cheer the town: we’ll forth, and
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you tihem at

night. [about- thee!

PrL Farewell: the gods with safety stand
[Exeunt severally Priam and Hector.

Alarums.
Tro. They are at it, hark! Proud Diomed,

believe,

I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve.

As Troilus is going out, enter from the other
side Pandarus.

Pan. Do you hear, my lord? do you hear?
Tro. What now? [girl.

Pan. Here’s a letter come from yond poor

Tro. Let me read.

Pan. A whoreson phtisick, a whoreson
rascally phtisick so troubles me, and the foolish

fortune of this girl; and what one thing, what
another, that I shall leave you one o’ these

days: and 1 have a rheum in mine eyes too;

and such an ache in my bones, that unless a
man were cursed I cannot tell what to think

on’t.—What says she there?

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter
from the heart;

The effect doth operate another way.

—

[Tearing the tetter.

Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change to-

gether.—
My love with words and errors still she feeds;

But edifies another with her deeds.
[Exeunt severally.

Scene IV.—Plains between Troy and the
Grecian Camp.

Alarums: excursions. Enter Thersites.

Ther. Now they free clapper-chawing one
another; I’ll go look on. That dissembling
abominable varlet, Diomed, has got that same
scurvy doting fooHsh young knave’s sleeve of

Troy there in his helm: I would fain see them
meet; that that same young Trojan ass, that

loves the-whore there, might send that Greekish
whoremasterly villain, with the sleeve, back to

the dissembling luxurious drab, of a sleeve-less

errand. O’ the t’other side, the policy of those
crafty swearing rascals,—^that stale oldmouse

—

eaten dry cheese, Nestor, and that same dog-
fox, Ulysses,—is not proved worth a black-

berry:—they set me up, in policy, that mongrel
cur, Ajax, against that dog of as bad a Mnd,
Achilles: and now is the cur Ajax prouder
than the cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day;

whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim
barbarism, and policy grows into an ill opinion.
SoftI here come sleeve, and t’other.

Enter Diomedes, Troilus following.

Tro. Fly not; for shouldst thou take the
river Styx

I would swim after.

Dfo Thou dost miscall retire:
I do not fly; but advantageous care
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude:
Have at thee!

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian! now for thy
whore, Trojan!—now the sleeve, now the
sleeve! [Pxeimf Tro. and Dio.,

Enter Hector.

Ifect. What art thou, Greek! art thou for
Hector’s match?

Art thou of blood and honour?
Ther. No, no,—I am a rascal; a scurvy

railing knave; a very filthy rogue.
Eeci. I do beheve thee;—live [Exit.

Ther. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt beheve
me; but a plague break thy neck for frighting

meI—What’s become of the wenching rogues?
I think they have sw^allowed one another: I

would laugh at that miracle. Yet, in a sort,

lechery eats itself. I’ll seek them. [Exit.

Scene ^l.—Another part of the Plains.

Enter Diomedes and a Servant.

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus*
horse;

Present the'fair steed to my lady Cressid:
Fellow, commend my service to her beauty;
Tell her I have chastis’d the amorous Trojan,
And am her knight by proof.

Serv. I go, my lord.

[Pxif.

Enter Agamemnon.

Agan. Renew, renew! The fierce Polydamus
Hath beat down Menon: bastard Margarelon
Hath Doreus prisoner.

And stands colossus-wise, waving Ms beam.
Upon the pashed corses of the Mugs
Epistrophus and Cedius: Polixenes is slain;

Amphimacus and Thoas deadly hurt;

Patroclus ta’en, or slain; and Palamedes
Sore hurt and bruis’d: the dreadful Sagittary
Appals our numbers:—haste we, Diomed,
To reinforcement, or we perish^

Enter Nestor.

Nest Go, bear Patroclus* body to AcMHes;
And bid the snail-pac’d Ajax arm for shame.—
There is a thousand Hectors in the field:

Now here he fights on Galathe his horse,

And there lacks work; anon he's there afoot,

And there they fly or die, like scaled skulls

Before the belchrng whale; then is he yonder.

And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge,

Fall down before Mm Hke the mower’s swath:

Here, there, and everywhere he leaves and
rases;

Dexterity so obeying appetite

That what he will he does; and does so much
That proof is call’d impossibility.



TEOmUS AND CRESSIBA [act V.

Enter Ulysses.

Ulyss, 0, courage, courage, piinces! great

Acliiiies

Isarmiag, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance;

Patroclus’ wounds liave rous’d his drowsy
blood,

Together with his mangl’d Myrmidons,
That noiseless, handless, hack’d and chipp’d,

come to him,

Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend.

And foams at mouth, and he is arm’d and at it,

Roaiing for Troilus; who hath done to-day

Mad and fantastic execution;

Engaging and redeeming of lumself

WiSi such a careless force and forceless care

As if that luck, in very spite of cunmng,
Bade him win all.

Enter Ajax.

Ajax, Troilus! thou coward Troilus! [Exif.

Dio. Ay, there, there.

Nest. So, so, we draw together.

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Where is this Hector?

Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy face;

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry;

—

Hector! where’s Hector? I will none but

Hector. [Exeunt.

Scene VL—Another Part of the Plains.

Enter AJAX.

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show
thy head!

Enter Diomedes.

Dio. Troilus, I say! where’s Troilus?

Ajax. What wouldst thou?
Dio. I would correct him,
Ajax. Were I the general, thou shouldst

have my office [Troilus!

Ere that correction.—Troilus, I say! what.

Enter Troilus.

fro. 0 traitor Diomed!—turn thy false face,

thou traitor,

And pay thy life thou owest me for my horse!

Dio. Ha! art thou there?

Ajax, ri! fight with him alone: stand,

Diomed,
Dio. He- is my prize. I will not look upon.
Tto. Come, both, you cogging Greeks; have

at you both. [Exeunt fighting.

Enter Hector.

Beet Yea, Troilus? 0, well fought, my
youngest brother!

Enter Achilles.

AcMl. Now do I see thee, hal have at thee,
Hector!

Beet. Pause, if thou wilt. [Trojan:
Achil, I do disdain thy courtesy,, proud

Be happy that my arms are out of use:
i

My rest and negligence befriend thee now,
But thou anon shaft hear of me agam;
Till when, go seek thy fortune.

_
(Ejcif.

Beet. Pare thei well:
I would have been much more a fresherman
Had I expected thee,—-How now, my brother!

Re-enter Troilus.

Tto. Ajax hath ta’en Aeneas: shall it be?
No, by the flame of yonder glonous heaven,
He shall not carry him; I’ll be ta’en too,

Or bnng him ofi:—fate, hear me what I say!

I reck not though I end my life to-day. [Exit.

Enter one in sumptuous armour.

Beet. Stand, stand, thou Greek; thou art a
goodly mark:

—

No? wilt thou not?—I like thy armour well;

I’ll frush it, and unlock the nvets all. [abide?

But I’ll be master of it.
—^Wilt thou not, beast,

Why then, fly on, I’ll hunt thee for thy hide,

[Exeunt.

Scene Yll.—Another Part oj the Plains.

Enter Achilles, with Myrmidons.

Achil. Come here about me, you my Myr-
midons;

Mark what I say.—Attend me where I wheel;
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in

breath:

And when I have the bloody Hector found,
Empale him with your weapons round about;
In fellest manner execute your aims.
Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye:—
It is decreed Hector the great must die.

[Exeunt.

Enter Menelaus and Paris, fighting; then
Thersites

Ther. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker
are at it. Now, bull! now, dog! ’Loo, Paris,

’loo! now my double-henned sparrow! ’loo,

Paris, ’loo! The bull has the game;—’ware
homs, ho! [Exeunt Paris and Menelaus,

Enter Margarelon.

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight.

Ther. What art thou?
Mar. A bastard son of Pnam’s.
Ther. I am a bastard too; I love bastards;

I am a bastard begot, bastard instructed,
bastard in mind, bastard in valour, in everything
IHegitunate. One bear will not bite another,
and wherefore should one bastard? Take heed,
the quarrel’s most ominous to us; if the son of
a whore fight for a whore he tempts judgment;
farewell, bastard. [Exit.

Mar. The devil take thee, coward! [Exit,

Scene VIII.—Anofher Fart of the Plains.

Enter Hector.

JSTeef. Most putrified core, so fair without,
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life.

Now is my day’s work done: I'll take good
breath:
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Rest, sword; thou hast thy fill of blood and
death!

[Pute off Ms helmet and hangs his

shield beMnd him.

Enter Achilles and Myrmidons.

AchU. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to

set;

How u^y night comes breathing at ids heels;

Even wilh the vail and dark’ning of the sun,

To close the day up, Hector’s hfe is done.

Hect I am unarm’d; forego this vantage,

Greek. [I seek.

AcMl. Strike, fellows, strike; this is the man
[Hector

/

oils.

So, Dion, fall thou next! now, Troy, sink down!
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone.—
On, Myrmidons; and cry you all amain,
Achilles hath the mighty Hector slam.

[A retreat sounded.

Hark! a retire upon our Grecian part, [my lord.

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like,

AcMl. The dragon wing of night o’erspreads

the earth,

And, stickler-like, the armies separate.

My half-supp’d sword, that frankly would have
fed, [bed.-

Pleas’d with this dainty bait, thus goes to

[Sheathes his sword.

Come, tie his body to my horse’s tail;

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeimi.

Scene IX.—Another Part of the Plains.

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelahs, Nestor

Diomedes, and others, marcMng. Shouts
within.

Agam. Hark! hark! what shout is that?

Nest. Prace, drums! [Achilles!

[Within.] Achilles! Achilles! Hector’s slain,

Dio. The bruit is, Hector’s slain, and by
Achilles.

Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be;

Great Hector was a man as good as he. [sent

Agam. March patiently along.—Let one be
To pray Achilles see us at our tent,—
If in his death the gods have us befriended;

Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are

ended. [Exeunt, marcMng.

Scene X.—Another Part of the Plains

Enter AEneas and Trojans.

Mne. Stand, ho! yet are we masters of the

field;

Never go home; here starve we out the night.

Enter iRoiLtrs.

Tro. Hector is slain.

All. Hector!—the gods forbid!

Tro. He’s dead; and at the murderer’s
horse’s tail, field.—

In beastly sort, dragg’d, through the shameful

Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with
speed! [Troy!

Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at

I say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy.
And linger not our sure destructions on!

Mne. My lord, you do discomfort all the host.

Tro. You understand me not that teD me
so:

I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death;

But dare all imminence that gods and men
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone;

Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba?
Let him that will a screech-owl aye be call’d

Go in to Troy, and say there, Hector’s dead:

There is a word will Pnam turn to stone;

Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives,

Cold statues of the youth; and, ip a word.
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march away:
Hector is dead; there is no more to say.

Stay yet.—You vile abominable tents.

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains,

Let Titan rise as early as he dare.

I’ll through and through you!—And, thou
great-siz’d coward,

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates:

I’U haunt thee like a wicked conscience still,

That mouideth goblins swift as frenzy’s

thoughts.—
Strike a free march to Troy!—with comfort go:

Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe.
[Exeunt .^neas and Trojans.

As Troilus is going out, enter, from the other

side, Pandarus.

Pan. But hear you, hear you!

Tro. Hence, broker lackey! ignomjj? and
shame pursue thy hfe, and live aye with thy

name! [jExit

Pan. A goodly medicine for my aching

bones!—O world! world! world! thus is the

poor agent despised! 0 traitors and bawds,
how earnestly are you set at wotk, and how iK

requited! Why should oar endeavour be so

loved, and the performance so loathed? what
verse for it? what instance for it?—Let me
see:—

Full memly the humble-bee doth sing

Till he hath lost his honey and his sting;

And being once subdued m anned tail,

Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail—

Good traders in the flesh, set .this in your

painted cloths.

As many as be here of pander’s hall,

Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar’s fa!;

Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans,

Thou^ not for me, yet for your aching bones.

Brethren and sisters of the old-door trade,

Some two months hence my will shall here be
made:

It should be now, but that my fear is this,—
Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss:

Tin then I’ll swear, and seek about for eases;

And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases.

[Exit.
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Scene,—Athens, and

ACT I.

Scene I.—Athens. A Hall in Timon’s
House.

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and
others, at several doors.

Poet* Good-day, sir.

Pain, I am glad you are well,
PoeL I have not seen you long: how goes

the world?
Pain, tt wears, sir, as it grows.
Poet, Ay, that’s well known:

But what p^cular rarity? what strange.
Which manifold record not matches? See,
Magic of bounty! al! these spirits thy power
Hath conjur’d to attend, I know the merchant.

The Servant of Isidore.

Two of Timon’s Creditors.

Cupid and Maskers.
Three Strangers

Poet,

Painter.

Jeweller.

Merchant.
An Old Athenian.

A Page.
A Fool.

'SSdra Alcibiades.

Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers,

Thieves, and Attendants.

the Woods adjoining.

Pain. Iknowthem both; the other’sa jeweller.

Mer. 0, ’tis a worthy lord!

Jew. Nay, that’s most fix’d.

Mer. A most incomparabie man; breath’d,

as it were,
To an untirable and continuate goodness:
He passes.

Jew. I have a jewel here.

Mer, 0, pray, let’s see’t: for the Lord
Timon, sir? [that—

Jew. If he will touch the estimate: but, for

Poet. [Reciting to himself.] When we for

recompense have praised the nife,

It stains the glory in that happy verse

Which aptly sings the good.

Mer. 'Tis a good form.

[Looking at the fernl-
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Jew. And rich: here is a water, look ye.

Pam. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some
dedication

"

To the great lord.

Poet. A thing sKpp’d idly from me.
Onr poesy is as a gum, which oozes
From whence 'tis nourish’d: the fire i’ the flint

Shows not till it he struck; our gentle flame
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies

Each bound it chafes. What have you there?

Pain. A picture, sir.—And, when comes your
book forth? [sir,

—

Poet. Upon the heels of my presentment,
Let’s see your piece.

Pain. ’Tis a good piece.

Poet. So ’tis: this comes off well and excellent.

Pain. Indifferent.

Poet. Admirable: how this grace
Speaks his own standing! what a mental power
This eye shoots forth! how big imagination
Moves in this lip! to the dumbness of the

gesture

One might interpret.

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life.

Here is a touch; is’t good?
Poet. I will say of it

It tutors nature: artificial strife

Lives in these touches, livelier than life.

Pnter certain Senators, and pass over.

Pain. How this lord is follow’d!

Poet. The senators of Athens;—happy man!
Pain, Look, more! [of visitors.

Poet, You see this confluence, this great flood

I have, in this rough work, shap’d out a man,
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and

hug
With amplest entertainment: my free drift

Halts not particularly, but moves itself

in a wide sea of wax; no levell’d malice
Infects one comma in the course I hold;
But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on.
Leaving no track behind.
Pam, How shall I understaud you?
Poet. I will unbolt to you.

You see how all conditions, how all minds,

—

As well of glib and slippery creatures as
Of ^ave and austere quality,—tender down
Their services to Lord Timon; his large fortune,
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging,
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance
All sorts of hearts; yea, from the glass-fac’d

flatterer

To Apemantus, that few things loves better
Than to abhor himself: even he drops down
The knee before him, and returns in peace
Most rich in Timon’s nod.

Pain. I saw them speak.together.

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant

hill [mount
Feign’d Fortune to be thron’d: the base o’ the
Is rank’d with all deserts, all kinds of natures.
That labour on the bosom of this sphere
To propagate their states: amongst them all,

Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix’d,

One do I personate of Lord Timon’s frame,
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to

her; [servants

Whose present grace to present slaves and
Translates his rivals.

Pain. ’Tis conceiv’d to scope.

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, me-
thinks,

With one man beckon’d from the rest below,
Bowing his head against the steepy mount
To climb his happiness, would be well express’d
In our condition.

Poet. Nay, sir, but hear me on.

All those which were his fellows but of late,

—

Some better than Ms value,—on the moment
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance,
Rain sacnficial whisperings m his ear,

Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him
Drink the free air.

Pam. Ay, marry, what of these?
Poet. When Fortune, in her shift and change

of mood,
Spurns down her late belov’d, all his depend-

ents,

Which labour’d after him to the mountain’s top,

Even on their knees and hands, let him shp
down,

Not one accompanying his decHning foot.

Pain. ’Tis common:
A thousand moral pamtings I can show
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of

Fortune’s
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well

To show Lord Timon that mean eyes have seen
The foot above the head.

Trumpets sound. Enter Timon, attendedt

the Servant of VENTitiius talking with him.

Tim. Imprison’d is he, say you?
Ven, Serv. Ay, my good lord: five talents

is his debt;

His means most short, his creditors most strait:

Your honourable letter he desires

To those have shut him up; which failing him.
Periods his comfort.

2Vm. Noble Ventidiusl "Well;

I am not of that feather to shake off ]him
My friend when he most needs me. I do know
A gentleman that well deserves a help,

—

Which he shall have: I’ll pay the debt, and free

him.
Ven. Serv, Your lordship ever binds him.

Tim. Commend me to Mm: I will send Ms
ransom;

And, being enfranchis’d, bidMm come to me:—
’Tis not enough to help feeble up,

But to support Mm after.—Fare you well.

Ven. Serv. All happiness to your honour!
[BxiA

Enter an Old Athenian.

Old Atk. Lord Timon, hear me speak.

Tim. Freely, good father.

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant nam’d Lucilius

Tim. I have so: what of Mm?
OldAih. Most noble Timon, call the man

before thee.

Tim. Attends he here, or no?—Lucilius!

Lucrtnis comes forward from among the

Attendants.

Luc. Here, at your lordsMp’s service.

Old Ath. This fellow here, Lord Timon,
tMs thy creature,

By night frequents my house. 1 am a man
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Tiiat from my first ha¥e been incluiM to thrift;

And my estate deserves an heir more rais’d

Than one which holds a trencher.

Tim* Well; what further?

Old Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin

else,

On whom I may confer what I have got:

The maid is fair, o’ the youngest for a bride,

And I have bred her at my dearest cost

In qiualities of the best. This man of thine

Attem|)ts her love: I pr’ythee, noble lord,

Join with me to forbid him her resort;

Myself have spoke m vain.

Tim. The man is honest.

OM Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon:
His honesty rewards him in itself;

It must not bear my daughter.

Tim. Does she love him?
Old Atk, She is young and apt:

Our own precedent passions do instruct us
What levity's in youth.

Tim. [To Lucaius.] Love you the maid?
Luc. Ay, my good lord; and she accepts of

it. [missing.

Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent be
I call the gods to witness, I will choose
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world.

And dispossess her all.

Tim. How shall she be endow’d.
If she be mated with an equal husband?

Old Ath. Three talents on the present; in

future all. [long:

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath serv’d me
To bmld his fortune I wdl strain a little,

For ’ds a bond in men. Give him thy daughter:
What you bestow, in him I’ll counterpoise.

And make him weigh with her.

Old Ath. Most noble lord,

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his.

Tim. My hand to thee; mine honour on my
promise. [may

Luc. Humbly I thank your lordship: never
That state or fortune fall unto my keepmg
Which is not ow’d to youl

[Exeunt Lucilius and Old Athenian.
Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live

your lordship! [anon:
Tim. I thank you; you shall hear from me

Go not away.—^What have you there,my fnend?
Pain. A piece of paintmg, which I do beseech

Your lordship to accept.

Tim. Painting is welcome.
The painting is almost the natural man;
For since dishonour trafhcs with man’s nature,
He is but outside: these pencil’d figures are
Even such as they give out. I like your work;
And you shaH find I like it: wait attendance
Till you hear further from me.
Pmn. The gods preserve you!
Tim. WeE fare you, gentleman: give me

your hand:
We must needs dirib together.—Sir, your jewel
Hath suffer’d under praise,

diem.
^
What, my lord! dispraise?

Tim. A mere satiety of commendations,
If I should pay you for’t as ’hs estoll’d
It would unclew me quite.

dem.
^

My lord, ’hs rated
As those which sell would give. But you well

know, I

Things of hght value, differing in the owners,
Are prized by theirmasters: believe’t, dear lord,

You mead the jewel by the wearing it.

Tim. WeU mock’d. [common tongue,
Mer. No, my good lord; he speaks the

Which all men speak with lum. [chid?
Tim. Look, who comes here: will, you be

Enter Apemawtus.

Jew. We’ll bear, with your lordship.

Mer, He’ll spare none.
Tim. Good-morrow to thee, gentle Ape-

mantus! [good-morrow;
Apem. Till I be gentle, stay thou for thy

When thou art Tunou’s dog, and these ^aves
honest. {know’sc them not.

Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves? thou
Apem. Are they not Athenians?
Tim. Yes.
Apem. Then I repent not.

Jew. You know me, Apemantus?
Apem. Thou knowest I do; I call’d thee by

thy name.
Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus.
Apem. Of nothing so much as that I am not

Eke Timon.
Tim. Whither art going? [brains.

Apem. To knock out an honest Athenian’s
Tim. That’s a deed thou’lt die for. [law.

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the
Tim. How hksst thou this picture, Ape-

mantus?
Apem. The best, for the innocence.
Tim. Wrought he not weE that painted it?

Apem. He wrought better that made the
painter; and yet he’s but a filthy piece of work.
Pam. You are a dog.
Apem. Thy mother’s of my generation;

what’s she, if I be a dog?
Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus?
Apem. No; I eat not lords.

3^. An thou shouldstjthou’dst anger ladies.

Apem, O, they eat lords; so ffiey come by
great belHes.

Tim. That’s a lascivious apprehension.
Apem. So thou apprehendest it: take it for

thy labour.

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Ape-
mantus?
Apem. Not so weE as plam-dealing, which

wiE not cost a man a doit.

Tim. What dost thou think ’tis worth?
Apem. Not worth my thinking.—^How now,

poetl

Poet. How now, phEospoherl
Apem. ThouEest.
Poet. Art not one?
Apem. Yes.
Poet. Then I lie not.
Apem. Art not a poet?
Poet. Yes.
Apem. Then thou Eest: look in thy last work,

where thou hast feign’d him a worthy feUow*
Poet. That’s not feign’d,—he is so.

Apem. Yes, i^e is worthy of thee, and to pay
thee for thy labour; he that loves to be flattered
is worthy o’ the flatterer. Heavens, that I were
a lord!

Tim. What wouldst do then, Apemantus?
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Apem, Even as Apemantus does now, hate

a lord with my heart.

Ttm. What, thyself?

Apem. Ay.
Tim, Wherefore?
Apem, That 1 had no angry wit to be a lord.

—

Art not thou a merchant?
Mer, Ay, Apemantus.
Apem, Traffic confound thee, if the gods

will ROtl

Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it.

Apem. Traffic’s thy god, and thy god con-

found thee!

Trumpsi sounds. Enter a Servant.

Tm, What trumpet’s that?

Serv, ’Tis Alcibiades, and some twenty
horse,

All of companionship,
Tm, Pray, entertain them; give them guide

to us. — [Exeunt some Attendants.

You must needs dine with me;—go not you
hence

Till I have thank’d you;-—when dinner’s done
Show me this piece.—I am joyful of your sights.

Enter Alcibiades, with his company.

Most welcome, sir! [They salute,

Apem, So, so, there!

—

Aches contract and starve your supple joints!

—

That there should be small love ’mongst these

sweet knaves, (bred out

And all this court’sy! The stihin of man’s
Into baboon and monkey,
Akib, Sir, you have sav’d my lon^g, and

I feed
Most hungeriy on your sight.

Tim. Right welcome, sir!

Ere we depart we’ll share a bounteous time
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in.

[Exeunt all but Apemantus.

Enter Two Lords.

1 lord. What time 0’ day is’t, Apemantus?
Apem. Time to be honest.

J Lord. That time serves still, (omitt’st it.

Apem. The more accursed thou, that still

B Lord, Thou art going to Lord Timon’s feast.

Apem. Ay; io see meat fill knaves, and
\Hne heat fools.

2 Lord, Fare thee well, fare thee well.

Apem, Thou art a fool to bid me farewell

twice.

2 Lord. Why, Apemantus?
Apem. Shouldst have kept one io thyself,

for 1 mean to pve thee none.
2 Lord. Hang thyself.

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding:

make thy requests to thy friend,

2 Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or PU
spurn thee hence.
Apem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels 0* the

ass. [Exit.

1 Lord. He’s opposite to humanity. Come,
shall we in

And taste Lord Timon’s bounty? he outgoes
The very heart of kindness. [gold,

2 Xordf. He pours it out; Huius, the god of

Is but his steward: no meed but he repays
Sevenfold above itself; no gift toMm

But breeds the giver a return exceeding
All use of quittance,

1 Lord. The noblest mind he carries

That ever govern’d man. [Shall wt in?

2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes!

I lord, rii keep you company. [Exemd.

Scene II.—Athens. A Room of State in

Timok’s House.

Hautboys playing loud musk. A great banquet
served in; Flavius and others aitendbmi
then enter Timon, Alcibwdes, Ldczcs*
Lucuilus, Sempronius, and other Athenian
Senators, with Ventidius, and Attendants.
Then comes, dropping after aU, Apemantus,
discontentedly.

Yen. Most honour’d Timon, [father’s age,

It hath pleas’d the gods to remember my
And call him to long peace.
He is gone happy, and has left me rich:

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound
To your free heart, I do return those talents,

Doubled with thanks and service, from whose
help

I deriv’d liberty.

Tim. 0, by no means,
Honest Ventidius; you mistake my love:

I gave it freely ever; and there’s none
Can truly say he gives if he receives: [dare

If our betters play at that game, we must not
To imitate them; faults that are rich are fair.

Yen. A noble spirit!

[They all stand ceremoniously lookmg on
Timon.

Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony was but
devis’d at first

To set a gloss on famt deeds, hollow welcomes.
Recanting goodness, sorry ere ’tis shown;
But where there is true friendsMp there needs

none.
Pray, sit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes
Than my fortunes to me. [They sit

1 Lord. My lord, we always have confess’d it.

Apem. Ho, ho, confess'd it! bang’d it, have
you not?

Tim. O, Apemantus!—you are welcome.
Apem. No;

You shall not make me welcome.
I come to have thee thrust me out of doors^

Tim. Fie, thou art a churl; you have got a
humour there

Does not become a man, ’tis much to blame.

—

They say, my lords, irafuror brevis est;

But yond man is ever angry.

Go, let him have a table by himself;
For he does neither affect company
Nor is he fit for’t indeed.
Aj&em. Let me stay at thine apparel, Timon:

I coit^e to observe; I give thee warning on’t.

Tim. 1 take no heed of thee; thqu art an
Athenian, therefore welcome: I myself would
have no power; pr’ythee, let my meat make
thee silent.

Apem. I scorn thy meat; ’twould choke me,
for I should ne’er flatter thee,—0 you gods,
what a number of men eat Timon, and he sees
’em not! it grieves me to see
So many dip their meat m one man’s blood;
And all the madness is, he cheers them up too.
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I wonder men dare trust themselves with men;
MetMnks they should invite them without

knives;

Good for their meat and safer for their lives.

There’s much example for't; the fellow that

sits next him now, parts bread with him,

pledges the breath of him in a divided draught,

is the readiest man to kill him: ’t has been
prov’d. If I were a huge man I should fear

to drink at meals,

Lest they should spy my windpipe’s dangerous

. notes: [throats.

Great men should drink with harness on their

Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health

, _
go round.

2

Lord, Let it flow this way, my good lord.

Flow tins way! A brave fellow! he
keeps his tides well.—Those healths will make
thee and thy state look ill, Timon.
Here’s that which is too weak to be a sinner,

Honest water, which ne’er left man i’ the mire:

This and my food are equals; there’s no odds:
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods.

APEMANTUS* GRACE.
Immortal gods, I crave no pelf;

I pray for no man but myself:
Grant I may never prove so fond,

To trust man on his* oath or bond;
Or a harlot for her weeping,
Or a dog that seems a-sleepmg;
Or a keeper with my freedom;
Or my friends, if I should need ’em.
Amen- So fall to’t:

Rich men sm, and 1 eat root.

[Fcfs and drinks.

Much good dich thy good heart, ApemantusI
Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart’s in

the field now.
Alcib, My heart is ever at your service, my

lord.

Tim. You had rather be at a breakfast of

enemies than a dinner of friends.

Aldb. So they were bleedmg-new, my lord,

there’s no meat like them; I could wish my
best friend at such a feast.

Apem. Would all Ihose flatterers were thine
enemies, then; that then thou might’st MU
em, and bid me to ’em.
1 Lord. Might we but have that happiness,

my lord, that you would once use our hearts,

whereby we might express some part of our
zeals,we should think ourselves forever perfect.

Tim. 0, no doubt, my good friends, but the
gods themselves have provided that I shaU have
much help from you; how had you been my
friends else?why have you that charitable title

from thousands, did not you chiefly belong to
my heart? I have told more of you to myself
than you can with modesty speak in your own
behalf; and thus far I confirm you. 0 you
gods, think, I what need we have any friends
if we should ne’er have need of ’em? ftey were
the most needless creatures living, should we
ne’er have use for ’em; and would most
resemble sweet instruments hung up in cases,
that keep their sounds to themselves. Why, I
have often wished myself poorer, that I might
come nearer to you. We are bom to do
benefits: and what better or properer can we
can our own th^ the nches of our friends?
O, what a precious comfort ’tis to have so

j

many, like brothers, commanding one another’s
fortunes! O joy, e’en made away ere it can
be born! Mine eyes cannot hold out water,
methinks: to forget their faults I drink to you.
Apem. Thou weepest to make them drink,

Timon. [eyes,

2 Lord. Joy had the like conception in our
And at that instant like a babe sprung up.

Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe
a bastard. [me much.

3

Lord. I promise you, my lord, you mov’d
Apem. Much! [Tucket sounded.
Tim. What means that trump?

Enter a Servant.

How now!
Serv. Please you, my lord, there are certain

ladies most desirous of admittance,

Tim. Ladies' what are their wills?

Serv. There comes with them a forerunner,

my lord, which bears that office, to signify

their pleasures.

Tim. I pray, let them be admitted.

Enter Cupid.

Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon;—and to all

That of his bounties taste!—The five best
senses

Acknowledge thee their patron; and come freely

To gratuiate thy plenteous bosom:
The ear, taste, touch, smell, pleas’d from thy

table nse;
They only now come but to feast thine eyes.

Tim. They are welcome all; let ’em have
kind admittance.

Music, make their welcome! [Exit Cupid.
1 Lord. You see, my lord, how ample

you’re belov’d.

Music. Re-enter Cupid, with a mask of
Ladies as Amazons, with lutes in their hands,
dancing and playing.

Apem. Hoy-day, what a sweep of vanity
comes this way!

They dance! they are mad women.
Like madness is the glory of this life,

As this pomp shows to a Httle oil and root.

We make ourselves fools to disport ourselves,
And spend our flattenes to drink those men
Upon whose age we void it up again.
With poisonous spite and envy.
Who fives that’s not depraved or depraves?
Who dies that bears not one spurn to their

graves
Of their friends’ gift?

I should fear those that dance before me now
Would one day stamp upon me: ’t has been

done;
Men shut their doors against a setting sun.

The Lords rise from table, with much adoring

of Timon; and, to show their loves, each
singles out an Amazon, and all dance, men
with women, a lofty strain or two to the haut-
boys, and cease.

Tim. You have done our pleasures much
grace, fair ladies,

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment,
Which was not half so beautiful and Mnd;
You have added worth unto’t and lustre,
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And entertain’d me with mine own device;

I am to thank yon for’t. [best.

1

Lady, My lord, yon take ns even at the
Apem, Faith, for the worst is filthy; and

wotdd not hold taking, I doubt me. [you;

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends
Please you to dispose yourselves.

All JMks. Most thankfully, my lord.

[Exeunt Cupm and Ladies.
Tim. Flavius,

—

Flav. My lord?

Tim. The little casket bring me hither.

Flav. Yes, my lord.—[Aside.] More jewels
yet!

There is no crossing him in his humour,
Else I should tell him,—^well, i’faith, I should.

When all’s spent, he’d be cross’d then, an he
could.

*Tis pity bounty had not eyes behind,
That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind.

[Exit, and returns with the casket.

1 Lord. Where be our men?
Serv. Here, my lord, in readiness.

2 Lord. Our horses!

Tim. O my friends,

I have one word to say to you. Look you,

my good lord,

I must entreat you, honour me so much
As to advance this jewel; accept it, and wear it.

End my lord.

1 Lord. I am so far already in your gifts,

—

AU. So are we all.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of

the senate

Newly alighted, and come to visit you.
Tim. They are fairly welcome.
Flav, I beseech your honour.

Vouchsafe me a word; it does concern you near.

Tim. Near; why, then, another time I’ll

hear thee: [entertainment.

I pr’ythee, let’s be provided to show ’em
Flav. I scarce know how. [Aside.

Enter another Servant.

2 Serv. May it please you honour, Lord
Lucius,

Out of his free love, hath presented to you
Four milk-white horses, trapp’d in silver.

Tim. I shall accept them fairly: let the
presents

Be worthily entertained.

Enter a third Servant.

How now! what news?
3 Serv, Please you, my lord, that honourable

gentleman, Lord LucuUus, entreats your com-
pany to-morrow to hunt with him; and has
sent your honour two brace of greyhounds.

Tim. I’ll hunt with Mm; and let them be
receiv’d,

Not without fair reward.
. Flav. [Aside.] What will this come to?

He commands us to provide, and give great

gifts,

And all out of an empty coffer:

Nor will he know Ms purse; or yield me tMs,
To showMm what a beggar Ms heart is,

Being of no power to make,Ms wishes good:

His promises fly so beyond Ms state

That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes
For every word: he is so kind that he now
Pays interest for’t; Ms land’s put to their books.
Well, would I wete gently put out of office

Before I were forc’d out!
Happier is he that has no friend to feed
Than such that do e’en enemies exceed.
I bleed inwardly for ray lord. [Exit.

Tim. You do yourselves
Much wrong, you bate too much of your own

merits;
Here, my lord, a trifle of our love.

2 Lord. Wiffi more than common thanks I

will receive it.

3 Lord. 0, he is the very soul of bounty!
Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you

gave
Good words the other day of a bay courser
I rode on: it is yours because you lik’d it.

3

Lord. 0, I beseech you, pardon me, my
lord, in that. [know no man

Tim. You may take my word, my lord; I
Can justly praise but what he does affect:

I weigh my friend’s affection with mine own;
ril tell you true. PU call to you.

All Lords. 0, none so welcome.
Tim. I take all and your several visitations

So kind to heart, ’tis not enough to give;

Methinks I could deal kingdoms to my friends
And ne’er be weary.—Alcibiades,

Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich;

It comes in charity to thee: for all thy living

Is ’mongst the dead; and all the lands thou hast
lie in a pitch’d field.

Alcib. Ay, defil’d land, my lord.

1 Lord. We are so virtuously boim^

—

Tim, And so
Am I to you.
2 Lord. So infinitely endear’d,

—

Ttm. All to you.—Lights, more lights.

1 Lord. The vest of happiness,
Honour, and fortunes keep with you. Lord

Timon!
Tim. Beady for Ms friends.

[Exeunt Alcibiades, Lords, &c,
Apem. What a coil’s here!

Serving of becks and jutting-out of bums!
I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums
That are given for ’em. FriendsMp’s full of

dregs: [legs.

MetMnks false hearts should never have sound
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on

court’sies. [sullen

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not
I would be good to thee.

Apem. No, I’ll nothing: for if I should be
bribed too, there would be none left to rail

upon thee; and then thou wouldst sin the faster.

Thou givest so long, Timon, I fear me thou
wilt give away thyself in paper shortly: what
need these feasts, pomps, and vain glories?

Tim. Nay, an you begin to rail on society

once, I am sworn not to give regard to you.

Farewell, and come with better music. [Exit.

Apem. So;—thou’lt not hear me now,—
thou Shalt not then, I’ll lock thy heaven from
thee.

0, that men’s ears should be
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery! ]Exit.
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ACT. 11.

Scene L—Athens. A Room in a Senator’s
House.

Enter a Senator, with papers in his hand.

Sen. And kte, five thousand;—to Varro and
to Isidore [sum,

He owes mne thousand; besides my former
Which makes it five-and twenty.-^tiU m

notion
Of ra^ng waste? It cannot hold; it will not.

If I want gold, steal but a beggar’s dog.
And give it Timoa, why, the dog coins gold:

If I would sell my horse and buy twenty more
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon,
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight,

And able horses: no porter at his gate;

But rather one that smiles, and still invites

AH that pass by. It cannot hold; no reason
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho!
Ctphis, I say I

Enter Capkis.

Caph. Here, sir; what is your pleasure?
Sen. Get on jour cloak and haste you to

Lord Timon;
Importune him for my moneys; be not ceas’d
With sUght denial; nor then silenc’d, when

—

Commend me to your master—eni the cap
Plays in the right hand, thus: hut tell him
My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn
Out of mine own, his days and times are past,

And my reliances on his fracted dates
Have smit my credit: I love and honour him;
But must not break my back to heal his finger:

Immediate are my needs; and my relief

Must not be toss’d and turn’d to me in words,
But find supply immediate. Get you gone:
Put on a most importunate aspect,

A visage of demand; for, I do fear,

When every feather sticks in his own wing
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull,

Which Hashes now a phoenix. Get you gone.
Caph. I go, Sir.

Sen. Take the bonds along with you.
And have the dates m compt.

Caph. I will, sir.

Sen. Go.
[Exeunt.

Scene II.—Athens. A Hall in Timon’s
House,

Enter Flavius, with many bills in his hand.

Flav. No care, no stop! so senseless of
expense

That he will neither know how to maintain it

Nor cease his flow of not: takes no account
How things go from him; nor resumes no care
Of what is to continue: never mind
Was to be so unwise to be so kind.
What shall be done? he will not hear, till feel:
I must be round with him now he comes from

hunting.
Pie, fie, fie, fie!

Enter Caphis, and the Servants of Isidore
and Varro,

Caph. Good-even, Varro: what,
You come for money?

[act n.

Var. Serv. Is’t not your busmess too?
Caph. It is:—and yours too, Isidore?
Isid. Serv. It is so.
Caph. Would we were all discharg’d!
Var. Serv. I fear it.

Caph. Here comes the lord.

Enter Timon, Alcibiades, and Lords, &c.

Tim. So soon as dinner’s done we’U forth
again,

My Alcibiades.—With me? what is your will?
Caph. My lord, here is a note of certam dues.
Tim. Dues! whence are you"!*

Caph. Of Athens here, my lord.
Ttm. Go to my steward. [me off

Caph, Please it your lordship, he hath put
To the succession of new days tlus month:
My master is awak’d by great occasion
To call upon his own; and humbly prays you
That, with your other noble parts, you’ll suit
In giving him his nght.

Tim. Mine honest fnend,
I pr’ythee but repair to me next morning.

Caph. Nay, good my lord,

—

Tim. Contain thyself, good friend.
Var. Serv. One Varro’s servant, my good

lord,—
Isid. Serv. Prom Isidore;

He humbly prays your speedy payment,

—

Caph. If you did know, my lord, my master’s
wants,— [six weeks

Var. Serv. ’Twas due on forfeiture, my lord,
And past,

—

Isid. Serv. Your steward puts me off, my
lord,

And I am sent expressly to your lordship.
Tim. Give me breath.

—

I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on;
I’ll wait upon you instantly.

—

[Exeunt Alcibiades and Lords.
Come hither; pray you, [To Flavius.
How goes the world, that I am thus encounter’d
With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds,
And the detention of long-since-due debts,
Against my honour?

Flav.
^

Please you, gentlemen,
The time is unagreeable to this busmess:
Your importunacy cease till after dinner;
That I may make his lordship understand
Wherefore you are not paid.

1'im. Do so, my friends.

—

See them well entertained. [Exit
Elav. Pray, draw near. [Exit.

Enter Apemantus and Pool.

Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with
Apemantus; let’s ha’ some sport with ’em.

Var. Serv. Hang him, he’ll abuse us.
Isid. Serv. A plague upon him, dog!
Var. Serv. How dost, fool?
Apem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow?
Var. Serv. I speak not to thee.
Apem. No, ’tis to thyself.—Come away.

, . [jTo the Fool.
Isid. Serv. [To Var. Serv.] There’s the .fool

hangs on your back already.
Apem. No, thou stand’st single, thou art not

on him yet.

Caph. Where’s the fool now?
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Apem. He last asked the question.—Poor
rogues and usurers* men! bawds between gold

and want!
All Serv. What are we, Apemantus?
Apem. Asses.

All Serv. Why?
Apem. That you ask me what you are, and

do not know yourselves.—Speak to ’em, fool.

Fool How do you, gentlemen?
All Serv. Gramercies, good fool: how does

your mistress?

Fool She’s e’en setting on water to scald

such chickens as you are. Woidd we could

see you at Corinth.

Apem. Good! gramercy. [page.

Fool Look you, here comes my mistress’

Enter Page.

, Page. {To the Fool.] Why, how now, captain?

what do you in this wise company? How dost

thou, Apemantus?
Apem. Would I had a rod in my mouth,

that I might answer thee profitably.

Page. Pr’ythee, Apemantus, read me the

superscription of these letters: I know not
wMch is which.
Apem. Canst not read?
Page. No.
Apem. There will little learning die, then,

that day thou art hanged. This is to Lord
Timon; this to Alcibiades. Go, thou wast
bom a bastard, and thou’lt die a bawd.

Page. Thou wast whelped a dog, and thou
Shalt famish a dog’s death. Answer not, 1 am
gone. [Exit Page.
Apem. E’en so thou outrun’st grace.

Fool, I will go with you to Lord Timon’s.

Fool Will you leave me there?

Apem. If Timon stay at home.—You three

serve three usurers?
All Serv. Ay; would they served us!

Apem. So would I,—as good a trick as ever
hangman served thief.

Fool Are you three usurers’ men?
All Serv. Ay, fool.

Fool 1 think no usurer but has a fool to his

servant; my mistress is one, and I am her fool.

When men come to borrow of your masters
they approach sadly and go away merry; but

they enter my mistress’ house merrily and go

away sadly: the reason of this?

Var. Serv. I could render one.

Apem. Do it, then, that we may account

thee a whoremaster and a knave; which, not-

withstanding, thou shalt be no less esteemed.
Var. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool?

Fool A fool m good clothes, and something
like thee. ’Tis a spirit: sometime it appears
like a lord; sometime like a lawyer, sometime
like a philosopher, with two stones more ihan’s

artificial one. He is very often hke a kmght;
and, generally, in all shapes that man goes up
and down in from fourscore to thirteen this

spirit walks in,

Var. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool.

Fool Nor thou altogether a wise man* as

much foolery as I have, so much wit thou lackest.

Apem. That answer might have become
Apemantus. [Timon

Var. Serv. Aside, aside; here comes Lord

Re-enter Timon and Flavius.

Apem. Come with me, foql, come.
Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder

brother, and woman; sometime the philosopher.
[Exeunt Apemantus and Fool.

Flav. Pray you, walk near; I’ll speak with
you anon. [Exeunt Serv.

Tim. You make me marvel: wherefore, ere
this time,

Had you not fully laid my state before me;
That I might so have rated my expense
As I had leave of means?

Flav. You would not hear me
At many leisures I propos’d.

Tim. Go to;

Perchance some single vantages you took
When my indisposition put you back;
And that unaptness made you minister
Thus to excuse yourself.

Flav. O my good lord
At many times I brought in my accounts, foff,

Laid them before you; you would throw them
And say you found them in mine honesty.
When, for some trifiing present, you have bid

me [wept;
Return so much, I have shook my head and
Yea, ’gainst the authority of manners, pray’d

you
To hold your hand more close; I did endure
Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when I have
Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate.

And your great flow of debts. My loved lord,

Though you hear now,—too late!—yet now’s
a time,

The greatest of your having lacks a half

To pay your present debts.
Tim. Let all my land be sold.

Flav. ’Tis all engag’d, some forfeited and
gone;

And what remains will hardly stop the mouth
Of present dues: the future comes apace;
What shall defend the interim? and at length
How goes our reckoning?

Tim. To Lacedaemon did my land extend.
Flav. 0 my good lord, the world is but a

world:
Were it all yours to give it in a breath,
How quickly were it gone!

Tim. You tell me true.

Flav. If you suspect my husbandry of false-

hood,
Call me before the exactest auditors
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me.
When all our offices have been oppress’d
With notous feeders; when our vaults have

wept
With drunken spilth of wine; when every room
Hath blaz’d with hghts and bray’d with min-

strelsy;

I have retir’d me to a wasteful cock,

And set mine eyes at flow.

Tim. Pr’:^ee, no more.
Flav. Heavens, have I said, the bounty of

this lord! [ants

How many prodigal bits have slaves and peas-
This night englutted! Who is not Timon’s?
What heart, head, sword, force, means, bnt is

Lord Timon’s?
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon!
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Ail when the means axe gone that buy this

praise

The breath is gone whereof this praise is made:
Feast-won, fast-lost; one cloud of winter

showers,

Ihese flies are couchM.
Tim, Come, sermon me no further:

No Yillainous bounty yet hathpassed my heart;

Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given.

Why dost thou weep? Canst thou the con-

science lach
To think I shall lack friends? Secure thy

heart;

If I would broach the vessels of my love,

And try the argument of hearts by borrowing,

Men and men’s fortunes could I frankly use

As I can bid thee speak.

Ftoir. Assurance bless your thoughts!

Tinu And, in some sort, these wants of mine
are crown’d

That I account them blessings; for by these

Shall I try friends: you shall perceive how you
Mistakemyfortunes; lamwealthyinmyfriends.
Within there! FlamimusI Serviiiusl

£nier Flamdsiijs, SERmius, and other

Servants.

Serv^ My lord? my lord?

—

Tim. 1 win despatch you severally:—yon to

Lord Lucius;’--to Lord Lucullus you; I hunted
with his honour to-day;—you to Sempronius:
commend me to their loves; and I am proud,

say, that my occasions have found time to use
’em toward a supply of money: let the request

be fifty talents.

Fhm. As you have said, my lord.

Flau. Lord Lucius and Lucullus? hum!
[Astde.

Tim. Go you, sir, [!o another Serv.] to the
senators,

—

Of whom, even to the state’s best health, I have
Deserv’d this hearing, bid ’em send o’ the

instant

A thousand talents to me.
Flav. I have been bold,

—

For that I knew it the most general way,

—

To them to use your signet and your name;
But they do shake their heads, and I am here
No richer in return.

Tim. Is’t true? can’t be?
Fiav. They answer, in a jomt and corporate

voice,

That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot
Do what they would; are sorry—you are

honourable,— [not

—

But yet they could have wish’d—they know
Something hath been amiss—a noble nature
May catch a wrench—would all were well

—

’tis pity;

—

And so, intending other serious matters,
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions,
With certain half-caps and cold-moving nods,
They froze me into silence.

Tim. You gods, reward them?
Pr’ythee, man, look cheerly. These old fellows
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary:
Their blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it seldom flows;
’Tis lack of kindly warmth they are not land;
And nature, as it grows again toward earth,

Is fashion’d for the journey dull and heavy.

—

Go to Ventidius [to a Serv.]; pr’ythee, [to

Flavius] be not sad,

Thou art true and honest; ingeniously I speak,
No blame belongs to thee:—[To Serv.] Ven-

tidius lately

Buried his father; by whose death he’s stepp’d
Into a great estate: when he was poor.

Imprison’d, and in scarcity of fnends, [me;
I clear’d him with five talents: greet him from
Bid him suppose some good necessity [ber’d

Touches his fnend, which craves to be remem-
With those five talents:—[To Flav,]—That

had,—give’t these fellows

To whom ’tis instant due. Ne’er speak or
think [sink,

That Timon’s fortunes ’mong his friends can
Flav. I would I could not think it: that

thought is bounty’s foe;

Being free itself it thinks all others so. [Exeunt.

ACT in.

Scene I.—Athens. A Room in Lucullus’
House.

Flaminius waiting. Enter a Servant to

him.

Serv. I have told my lord of you; he is

coming down to you.

Flam. I thank you, sir.

Enter Lucullus.

Serv. Here’s my lord.

Lucul. [Aside.] One of Lord Timon’s men?
a gift, I warrant. Why, this hits right; I

dreamt of a silver basin and ewer to-night.

—

Flaminius, honest Flamimus; you are very
respectively welcome, sir.—Fill me some wine.
[Exit Servant.]—And how does that honour-
able, complete, free-hearted gentleman of

Athens, thy very bountiful good lord and
master?
Flam. His health is well, sir,

Lucul. I am right glad that his health is well,

sir: and what hast thou there under thy cloak,

pretty Flamimus?
Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir;

which, in my lord’s behalf, I come to entreat
your honour to supply; who, having great and
instant occasion to use fifty talents, hath sent to

your lordship to furnish him, nothing doubting
your present assistance therein.

Lucul. La, la, la, la,—nothing doubting,
says he? Alas, good lord! a noble gentleman
’tis, if he would not keep so good a house.
Many a time and often I ha’e dined with him
and told him on’t; and come again to supper
to him of purpose to have him spend less; and
yet he would embrace no counsel, take no
warning by my coming. Every man has his
fault, and honesty is his: 1 ha’e told him on’t,

but I could ne’er get him from ’t.

Re-enter Servant, with wine.

Serv. Please your lordship, here is the wine.
Lucul Flamimus, I have noted thee always

wise. Here’s to thee.
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Fhim* Yotir lordsMp speaks your pleasure.

lucuh I have observed thee always for a to-

wardly prompt spirit,—give thee thy due,—and
one that knows what belongs to reason; and
canst use the time well, if the time use thee
well: good parts in thee.—Get you gone, sirrah

[to the Servant, who goes out]—Draw nearer,

honest Flaminius. Thy lord’s a bountiful

gentleman; but thou art wise; and thou knowest
well enough, although thou comest to me, that

tins is no time to lend money; especially upon
bare friendship, without security. Here’s three
solidares for thee: good boy, wink at me, and
say riiou saw’st me not. Fare thee well.

Flam. Is’t possible the world should so

much differ:

And? we ahve that liv’d! Fly, damned baseness,

To him that worships thee.

[Throwing the money back,

Lucul. Ha! now I see thou art a fool, and fit

for thy master. [Exit.

Flam. May these add to the number that

may scald thee!

Let molten coin be thy damnation.
Thou disease of a friend and not himself!

Has friendship such a faint and milky heart.

It turns in less than two nights? 0 you gods,

I feel my master’s passion! This slave

Unto his honour has my lord’s meat in him.
Why should it thrive and turn to nutriment
When he is turn’d to poison?

0, may diseases only work upon’t! [of nature
And when he’s sick to death, let not that part

Which my lord paid for, be of any power
To expel sickness, but prolong his hourl

[Exit.

Scene II.—Athens. A public Place.

Enter Lucius, with three Strangers.

Luc. Who, the Lord Timon? he is my very
good friend, and an honourable gentleman.

1 Siran. We know him for no less, though
we are but strangers to him. But I can tell

you one thing, my lord, and which I hear from
common rumours,—now Lord Timon’s happy
hours are done and past, and his estate shri&
from him.

Luc. Fie, no, do not believe it; he cannot
want for money.

2 Stran. But beheve you this, my lord, that

not long ago, one of his men was with the Lord
LucuUus to borrow so many talents; nay, urged
extremely for’t, and showed, what necessity be-
longed to’t, and yet was denied.

Luc. How?
2 Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord.

Luc. What a strange case was that! now,
before the gods, I am ashamed on’t. Denied
that honourable man! there was very little

honour showed in’t. For my own part, I must
needs confess I have received some small kind-

nesses from him, as money, plate, jewels, and
such like trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet,

had he mistook him and sent to me, I should
ne’er have denied his occasion so many talents.

Enter Servilius.

Ser. Sep, by good hap, yonder’s my lord; I
have sweat to see Ms honour.—My hofioured
lord,— . ^ f,[fo Lucius.

Luc. Sexviliaslyouarekindlymet,sir* Fare
thee well: commend me to thy honourable-
virtuous lord, my very exquisite friend.

Ser. May it please your honour, my lord
hath sent,

—

Luc. Ha! what has he sent? I am so much
endeared to that Lord; he’s ever sending: how
shall I thflttk thinkest thou? And what
has he sent now?

Ser. Has only sent Ms present occasion now,
my lord; requesting your lordsMp to supply Ms
instant use with so many talents. [me;

Luc. I know Ms lordsMp is but merry with
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents.

Ser. But in the meanflme he wants less, my
lord.

If Ms occasion were not virtuous
I should not urge it half so faithfully.

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius?
Ser. Upon my soul, *tis true, sir.

Luc. What a wicked beast was I to disfumish
myself against such a good time, when I might
ha’ shown myself honourable! how unluckily it

happened that I should purchase the day before
for a little part, and undo a great deal of honour!
—Servilius, now, before the gods, I am not able
to do’t,—the more beast, I say. I was sending
to use Lord Titnou myself, these gentlemen can
witness; but I would not for the wealth of

Athens I had done’t now. Commend me
bountifully to Ms good lordsMp; and I hope
Ms honour will conceive the fairest of me,
because I have no power to be Mnd: and tell

Mm tMs from me, I count it one of my greatest
aMictions, say, that I cannot pleasure such an
honourable gentleman. Good Servilius, will

you befriend me so far as to use mine own
words to him?

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall.

Luc. I’ll look you out a good turn, Servilius.

[Exit Servilius.
True, as you said, Timon is shrunk indeed;
And he that’s once denied will hardly speed.

[Exit
1 Stran. Do you observe tMs, Hostilius?

2 Stran. Ay, too well.

I Stran. Why, tMs is the world’s soul; and
just of the same piece

Is every flatterer’s spirit. Who can call Mm
His friend that dips in the same dish? for, in

My knowing, Thnon has been this lord’s father,

And kept his credit with Ms purse;

Supported Ms estate; nay, Timon’s money
Has paid Ms men their wages: he ne’er drinks

But Timon’s silver treads upon Ms lip;

And yet,—

0

see the monstrousness of man
When he looks out in an ungrateful shapeI—
He does deny Mm, in respect of tMs,
What charitable men afford to beggars.

3 Stran. Religion groans at it.

I Stran. For mine own part,

I never tasted Timon in my life.

Nor came any of Ms bounties over me
To mark me for Ms friend; yet I protest.

For Ms right noble mind, illustrious virtue,

And honourable carriage,

Had Ms necessity made use of me,
I would have put my wealth into donation,

And the best half should have return’d to him.

So much I love Ms heart: but, I perceive,
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Men mtjst learn now with pity to dispense: fit The like to you, kind Varro.
For policy sits above conscience. \Exeunt, Hor.

luciusl

SCEOT m.-ATHBNS. A Room in
,

Sempeohius’ Souse. One business does command us allj for mine
Enter Semprokhts and a Servant of Timon’s. Is money.

^0 IS thekS SUd OUTS.
Sem. Must he needs trouble me in’t,-huml

"

—’bove all others? p„fgf Pmrxirm
He might have tried Lord Lucius or Lucullus;

ruiLorus.

And now Ventidius is wealthy too, Luc. Serv. And Sir Philotus tool
"Whom he redeem’d from prison: ail these Phi. Good-day at once.
Owe their estate^ unto him. Lite. Serv. Welcome, good brot!i#»r

Serv. My lord, What do you think the hour?
They have all been touch’d and found base Phi. Labouring for nine

metal; for Luc. Serv. So much?
They have all denied him. Phi. Is not my lord seen yeP

Stem. How! have they denied him? Luc. Serv. Not yet.
Has Ventidius and Lucuilus denied him? Phi. I wonder on’t: he was wont to sMnA
And does he send to me? Three? hum!— at seven.

It shows but little love or judgment in him: Lus. Serv. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter
Must I be his last refuge! His fnends, like with him:

physicians, You must consider that a prodigal course
Thrive, give him over; must I take the cure Is Kke the sun’s; but not, hke ins, recoverable,

upon me? [him, I fear

Has much disgrac’d me in’t; I am angry at ’Tis deepest winter in Lord Timon’s purse*
That might have known my place: I see no That is, one may reach deep enough and vet

sense for’t, Find httle.

But his occasions might have woo’d me first; Phi. I am of your fear for that, [event.
For, in my conscience, I was the first man

^
Tit I’ll show you how to observe a strange

That e’er received gift from him: Your lord sends now for money.
*

And does he think so backwardiy of me now Mor. Most true, he does
That I’ll requite it last? No: Tit And he wears jewels now of Timon’s
So It may prove an argument of laughter gift,

To the rest, and ’mongst the lords I be thought For which I wait for money.
a fool. ffor. It is against my heart.

I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum Luc. Serv. Mark how strange it shows
Had sent to me first, but for my mind’s sake; Timon in this should pay more than he owes**
I had such a courage to do him good. But now And e’en as if your lord should wear rich jewels

return, And send for money for ’em.
And with their faint reply this answer join; Hor. I am weary of this charge the godsWho bates mine honour shall not know my can witness:

’ *

c ^ spent of Timon’s wealth.
Serv. Excellent! Your lordship’s a goodly And now ingratitude makes it worse than

yillain. The devil knew not what he did when stealth.
““

he made man politic,—he cross’d himself by’t: i Var. Serv. Yes, mine’s three thousand
and I caimot think but, in the end, the villainies crowns: what’s yours?
of man will set him clear. How fairly this lord Luc. Serv. Five thousand mine.
strives to appear foul! takes virtuous copies to i Vcr. Serv. ’Tis much deep: and it should
be udeked, like those that under hot ardent seem by the sum
zeal would set whole realms on fire; Your master’s confidence was above mine*
Of such a nature is his politic love. Else, surely, his had e quail’d.

*

This was my lord’s best hope; now all are fled,
Save only the gods: now his fnends are dead. Enter FLAMimus.
Doors, that were ne’er acquainted with their ^

wards Yif. One ofJ,ord Timon’s men.
Many a bounteous year, must be employ’d Luc. Serv. Flamimus! sir, a word: pray, is
Now to_ guard sure their master. ready to come forth?
And this is all a liberal course allows; Piam. No, indeed, he is not.
Who cannot keep his wealth must keep his attend his lordship; pray, signify

house. [Exit so much.

SCENE IV.-Athenj.^ A Sal! in Timon'e you
““ ““

Enter two Servants of Varro and the Servant Flavius, in a cloak, muffled,
of Lvems, meeting Titus, Hortensius, r. c tt i .

cnef otner Servants of Timon’s creditors, is not that Ms steward
waiting his coming out. „ muraed so?

aud Hortenauo. Both vj Serv %„ons leave, ^r,-
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Flat;, What do jou ask of me, my friends?
Tit, We wait for certain money here, sir.

Flap, Ay,
If money were as certain as yotir waiting
*Twere sure enough.
Why then preferr’d you not your sums and bills

When your false masters eat of my lord's meat?
Then they could smile, and fawn upon his

debts, [maws.
And take down th’ interest into their gluttonous
You do yourselves but wrong to stir me up;
Let me pass quietly:

Believe’t my lord and I have made an end;
I have no more to reckon, he to spend.
Luc, Serv. Ay, but this answer will not serve.

Flav, If ’twill not serve ’tis not so base as
you.

For you serve knaves. [Exit,

1 Var. Serv, Howl What does his cashier’d
worship mutter?

2 Var. Serv. No matter what; he’s poor,

and that’s revenge enough. Who can speak
broader than he that has no house to put his
head in? such may rail against great buUdings.

Enter Servilius.

Tit, 0, here’s Servilius; now we shall know
some answer.

Ser. If I might beseech you, gentlemen, to

repair some other hour, I should much derive

from ’t; for, take’t of my soul, my lord leans
wondrously to discontent: his comfortable tem-
per has forsook him; he is much out of health,

and keeps his chamber. [not sick:

Luc, Serv. Many do keep their chambers are
And, if it be so far beyond his health,

Methinks he should the sooner pay his debts,

And make a clear way to the gods.

Ser. Good gods!
Tit. We cannot take this for answer, sir.

Elam. [Within.] Servilius, help!—my lord!

my lord!

Enter Timon, in a rage; Flaminius following.

Tim. What, are my doors oppos’d against

my passage?
Have I been ever free, and must my house
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol?

The place which 1 have feasted, does it now,
like all mankind, show me an iron heart?

Luc. Serv. Put in now, Titus.

Tit. My lord, here is my bill.

Luc, Setv. Here’s mine.
Hor. Serv. And mine, my lord.

Both, Var. Serv. And ours, my lord.

Phi. All our bills. [to the ^dle.
Tim. Knock me down with ’em: cleave me
Luc. Serv. Alas, my lord,

—

Tim. Cut my heart in sums.
Tit. Mine, fifty talents.

Tim. Tell out my blood.

Luc. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my lord.

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that.

—

What yours?—and yours?

—

1 Var. Serv. My lord,

—

2 Var. Serv. My lord,

—

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall

upon you! lExit.

Bor. Faith, I perceive our masters may
throw their caps at their money: these debts
may well be called desperate ones, for a mad-
man owes ’em. [Exeunt.

Pe-enter Timon and Flavtos.

Tim, They have e’en put my breath from
me, the slaves.

Creditors !—devils.

Flav. My dear lord,

—

Tim. What if it should he so?
Flam. My lord,

—

Tim. I’ll have it so.—^My steward!
Flav. Here, my lord.

Tim. So fitly? Go, bid all my friends again,
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius; all:

I’ll once more feast the rascals.

Flav. 0 my lord,

You only speak from your distracted soul;

There is not so much left to furnish out
A moderate table.

Tim, Be’t not in thy care; go,

I charge thee, invite them ah: let in the tide

Of knaves once more; my cook and I’ll pro-
vide. [Exeunt.

Scene Y.—Atbens. The Senate Bouse.

The Senate sitting.

1 Sen. My lords, you have my voice to it;

the fault’s

Bloody; ’tis necessary he should die:

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy.
2 Sen. Most true; the law shall bruise him.

Enter Alcibiades, attended-

Alcih. Honour, health, and compassion to

the senate!

1 Sen, Now, captain?

Alcib. I am an humble suitor to your virtues;

For pity is riie virtue of the law.

And none but tyrants use it cruelly.

It pleases time and fortune to lie heavy
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood,

Hath stepp’d into the law, which is past depth
To those tiiat without heed do plunge into ’t.

He is a man, setting his fate aside,

Of comely virtaes:

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice,—
An honour in him which buys out his fault,

—

But with a noble fury and fair spirit,

Seeing his reputation touch’d to death,

He did oppose his foe:

And with such sober and unnoted passion

He did behove his anger ere *twas spent.

As if he had but prov’d an argument.

I Sen. You undergo too strict a paradox.
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair:

Your words have took such pains, as if riiey

labour’d [quarrelliag

To bring manslaughter into form, and set

Upon the head of vSiour; which, indeed,

Is valour misbegot, and came into the world
''S^en sects and factions were newly bom:
He s truly valiant that can wisely suffer

The worst that man can breathe; and make
his wrongs [carelessly;

His outsides,—to wear them like his raiment.

And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart.
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To bring it into danger.
If wrongs be evils, and enforce ns MU,
What folly *tis to iiazard life for ilil

Aldb. My lord,— [clear:

1 Sen. You cannot make gross sins look

To revenge is no valour, but to bear. [me,

Mdb. My lords, then, under favour, pardon
If I speak Eke a captain:—
Why do fond men expose themselves to battle,

And not endure ail threats? sleep upon %
And let the foes quietly cut their throats,

Without repugnancy? but if there be
Such valour in the bearing, what make me
Abroad? why, then women are more valiant.

That stay at home, if bearing carry it;

And th’ ass more captain than the Eon; the

fellow
Loaden with irons wiser than the judge,

If wisdom be in suffering. 0 my lords.

As you are great, be pitifufly good;
Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood?

To ME, I grant, is sin’s extremest gust;

But, in defence, by mercy, ’tis most just.

To be in anger is impiety;

But who is man that is not angry?
Weigh but the crime with this.

2 Sen. You breathe in vain.

Aldb. In vain! his service done
At Lacedaemon and Byzantium
Were a sufficient briber for his Efe.

1 Sen. What’s that?

Aldb. Why, I say, my lords, h’as done fair

service,

And slain in £ght many of your enemies:
How fuE of valour did he bear HmseE
Inthe last conflict, and made plenteous wounds!

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with
’em, he

Is a sworn rioter: he has a sin that often

Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner:

If there were no foes, that were enough
To overcome him: in that beastly fury

He has been known to commit outrages
And cherish factions: ’tis inferr’d to us
Bis days are foul and his drink dangerous.

I Sen. He dies.

Aldb. Hard fate! he might have died in war.
My lords, if not for any parts in him,

—

Though his right arm might purchase his own
time,

And be in debt to none,—yet, more to move
you,

Take my deserts to his, and join them both:
And, for I know your reverend ages love
Security, I'll pawn my victories,

My honours to you, upon his good returns.
If by this crime he owes the law his life.

Why, let the war receiv't in vaEant gore;
Por law is strict, and war is nothing more.

1 Sen. We are for law,—^he dies; urge it no
more,

On height of our displeasure: friend or brother,
He forfeits his own blood that spiffs another.
Aldb. Must it be so? it must not be. My lords,

I do beseech you, know me.
2 Sen, Howl
Aldb. Call me to your remembrances.
AjS'f”. What!
Alab, I cannot think but your age has for-

* got me;

It could not else be I should prove so base
To sue, and be denied such common grace;

My wounds ache at you.

I Sen. Do you dare our anger?
’Tis in few words, but spacious in effect;

We banish thee forever.

Aldb, Banish me!
Banish your dotage; banish usury,

That m^es the senate ugly.

1 Sen. If, after two days’ shine, Athens con-
tain thee,

Attend our weightier judgment. And, not to
swell our spirit,

He shall be executed presently.

[Exeunt Senators.

Aldb. Now the gods keep you old enough;
ffiat you may hve

Only in bone, that none may look on you!

I am worse than mad: I have kept back their

foes.

While they have told their money, and let out
Their com upon large interest; I myself
Rich only in large hurts;—all those for this?

Is this the balsam that the usuring senate
Pours into captain’s wounds? Ha! banishment?
It comes not ill; I hate not to be banish’d;

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury.

That I may stiike at Athens. I’ll cheer up
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts.

’Tis honour with most lands to be at odds;
Soldiers should brook as httle wrongs as gods.

[Exit.

Scene VL—Athens. A magnificent Room
in Timon’s House.

Music. Tables set out: Servants attending.

Enter divers Lords at several doors.

t Lord. The good time of day to you, sir.

2 Lord. I also wish it to you. I think this

honourable lord did but try us this other day.

1 Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring

when we encountered: I hope it is not so low
with him as he made it seem in the trial of his
several friends. .

2 Lord. It should not be by the persuasion
of his new feasting.

r Lord. 1 should think so: he hath sent me
an earnest inviting, which many my near occa-
sions did urge me to put off; but he hath
conjured me beyond them, and I must needs
appear.

2 Lord. In Eke manner was I in debt to my
importunate business, but he would not hear
my excuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow
of me, that my provision was out.

X Lord. I am sick of that grief too, as I
understand how aff things go.

2 Lord. Every man here’s so. What would
he have borrowed of you?

1 Lord. A thousand pieces.

2 Lord. A thousand pieces!

I Lord. What of your
3 Lord. He sent to me, sir,-*-Here he comes.

Enter Timon and Attendants.

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both.—
And how fare you?

I Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well of
your lordship.
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2

Lord, The swallow follows not summer
more willingly than we your lordship.

Tim, No more willingly leaves winter;

such summer-birds are men. [Asvie.\—Gen-
tlemen, our dinner will not recompense this

long stay: feast your ears with the music awhile,

if they will fare so harshly 0’ the trumpet^s
sound; we shall to’t presentiy.

1 Lord. I hope it remains not unkindly
with your lordship that I returned you an
empty messenger.

Tim, O, sir, let it not trouble you.
2 Lord, My noble lord,

—

Tim, Ah, my good friend! what cheer?

2

Lord. My most honourable lord, I am e’en
sick of shame that, when your lordship this

other day sent to me, I was so unfortunate a
beggar.

Tim, Think not on’t, sir.

2 Lord. If you had sent but two hours
before,

—

Tim, Let it not cumber your better remem-
brance,—Come, bring in all together.

[The banquet brought in.

2 Lord. All covered dishes!

1

Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you.

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money and the
season can yield it.

1

Lord. How do you? What’s the news?

3

Lord, Alcibiades is banished: hear you
of It?

I & 2 Lord. Alcibiades banished!

3

Lord. ’Tis so, be sure of it.

1 Lord. How* how!
2 Lord. I pray you, upon what?
Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near?

3 Lord. I’ll tell you more anon. Here’s a
noble feast toward.

2 Lord, This is the old man srill.

3 Lord. Will’t hold? wiU’t hold?
2 Ix>rd. It does: but time will—and so,—
3 Lord. I do conceive-

Tim. Each man to his stool with that spur

as he would to the lip of his mistress: your
diet shall be m all places ahke. Make not a
city feast of it, to let the meat cool ere we can
agree upon the first place: sit, sit. The gods
require our thanks.

—

You great benefactors, sprinkle our society with
thankfulness. For your own gifts make yourselves
praised: but reverse still to give, lest your deities be
despised. Lend to each man enough, that one need
not lend to another; for, were your godheads to bor-
row of men, men would forsake the gods. Make the

meat be loved more than the man that gives it. Let
no assembly of twenty be without a score of villains •

if there sit twelve women at the table, let a dozen of

them be—as they are. The rest of your fees, 0
gods,—the senators of Athens, together, with the

common tag of people,—what is amiss m them, you
gods, make suitable for destruction. For these my
present friends,—as they are to me nothing, so m
nothing bless them, and to nothing are thejr wel-
come.

Uncover, dogs, and lap.

[The dishes, when uncovered, are seen
to be full of warm water.

Some speak. What does ms lordship mean?
Some other. 1 know not.

Tim. May you a better feast never behold,

You knot of mouth-friends! smoke and luke-

warm water

Is your perfection. This is Timon’s last;

Who, stuck and spangled with your flatteries,

Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces
[Throwing the water in theirfaces.

Your reekiag villainy. Live loath’d and long.

Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites,

Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek
bears, ffiies.

You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, rime’s
Cap and Imee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks!
Of man and beast the infinite malady
Crust you quite o’er!—^What, dost you go?
Soft, take thy physic fiist,~thou too,—and

thou;

—

Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none.—
[Throws the dishes at them, and

drives them out.

What, all in morion? Henceforth be no feast

Whereat a villain’s not a welcome guest.

Bum, house! sink, Athens! henceforth hated be
Of Timon, man, and all humanity! [Ejof.

Re-enter the Lords.

1 Lord. How now, my lords!

2 Lord. Know you the quality of Lord
Timon’s fury?

3 Lord. Pish! did you see my cap?

4 Lord. I have lost my gown.
1 Lord. He’s but a mad lord, and naught

but humour sways him. He gave me a jewel
the other day, and now he has beat it out of

my hat:—did you see my jewel?

3 Lord. Did you see my cap?
2 Lord. Here ’tis.

4 Lord. Here lies my gown.
1 Lord, Let’s make no stay.

2 lord. Lord Timon’s mad.
3 Lord. I feel’t upon my bones.

4 Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next
day stones. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene 1.—Without the Walls of Athens.

Enter TiajOK.

Tim. Let me look back upon thee, 0 thou
wall

That girdlest in those wolves, dive in the earth

And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incon-
tment!

Obedience fail in children! slaves and fools,

Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the beach
And minister in their steads! to general filths

Convert, 0’ the instant, green virginity,

—

Do’t in your parent’s eyes! bankrupts, hold

fast,

Rather than render back, out with your knives

And cut your trusters’ throats! bound servants

steal!

Large-handed robbers your grave masters are.

And pill by law! maid, to thy master’s bed,—
Thy mistress is o’ the brothel! son of sixteen.

Pluck the lin’d crutch from tliy old limping sire.

With it beat out his brains! piety and fear,

Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth.

Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood.
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades.

Degrees, observances, customs, and laws,

DecUne to your confounding contraries.
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And let confusion live!—Plagues incidenttomen,
Your potent and infectious fevers heap
On Athens, ripe for stroke! thou cold sciatica,

Cripple OUT senators, that their limbs may halt

As l^ely as their manners! lust and hberty

Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth,

That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may stnve

And drown themselves in not! itches, blains.

Sow aH the Athenian bosoms; and their crop

Be general leprosy! breath infect breath;

That their society, as their friendship, may
Be merely poison! Nothing Pli bear from thee

But nakedness, thou detestable town!
Take thou that too, with multiplying banns!
Timon will to the woods; where he shall find

TheunMndest beastmore kinder than mankind.
The gods confound,—hear me, ye good gods

all,-

The Athenians both withm and out that wall!

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow
To the whole race of manMnd, high and low!

Amen. [Exit,

ScEifE 11.—Athens. A Room in Timon’s
House,

Enter Flavius, with two or Three Servants.

0 ,
the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us!^0 would not wish to be from wealth exempt

Since riches point to misery and contempt?
Who would be so mock’d with glory? or to Uve
But in a dream of fnendship? [pounds,
To have his pomp, and all what state com-
But only painted, like his varnish’d fnends?
Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart,
Undone by goodness! strange, unusual blood,
When man’s worst sin is, he does too much

good!

Who then dares to be half so kind again?
For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar

men.
My dearest lord,—bless’d to be most accurs’d,

Rich only to be wretched,—thy great fortunes
Are made thy chief afElictions. Alas, kind lord

!

He’s flung in rage from this ingrateful seat

Of monstrous fnends; nor has he with him to

Supply his life, or that which can command it.

I’ll follow and enquire him out:

I’ll ever serve his mind with my best will;

Whilst I have gold, I’ll be his steward still.

[Exit.

Scene lll.~~The Woods. Before Timon’s
Cave.

1 Serv, Here you, master steward, where’s
our master?

Are we undone? cast off? nothing remainmg?
Flav. Alack, my fellows, what should I say

to you?
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods,

I am as poor as you
X Serv. Such a house broke!

So noble a master fall’n’ All gone’ and not
One friend to take his fortune by the arm
And go along with him!

2 Serv. As we do turn our backs
To our companion thrown into his grave,

So his familiars from his buried fortunes

Slink an away; leave their false vows with him,
like empty purses pick’d; and his poor self,

A dedicated beggar to the air,

With his disease of all-shunn’d poverty,

Walks, like contempt, alone.—More of our
fellows.

Enter other Servants.

Elav, Ail broken implements of a rum d
house. [livery,

3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon’s
That see I by our faces; we are fellows still.

Serving alike in sorrow: leak’d is our bark;
And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck
Hearing the surges tlireat: we must ^ part
Into this sea of air.

Flav. Good fellows all,

The latest of my wealth I’ll share amongst you.
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon’s sake,
let’s yet be fellows; let’s shake our heads,

and say,

As ’twere a knell unto cur master’s fortune,
|We have seen better days. Let each take some.
|

[Giving them money,
\

Kay, put out all your hands. Not one word

:

more:
j

Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor.
,

[Servants embrace, and part several ways,
i

Enter Timon.

Tim, 0 blessed breeding sun, draw from the
earth

Rotten humidity; below thy sister’s orb
Infect the air! Twinn’d brothers of one womb,—
Whose procreation, residence, and birth

Scarce is dividant,—touch them with several
fortunes;

The greater scorns the lesser: not nature.
To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great

fortune
But by contempt of nature.

Raise me this beggar and deny’t that lord;

The senator shall bear contempt hereditary
The beggar native honour.
It is the pasture lards the other’s sides,

The want that makes him lean. Who dares,
who dares,

In purity of manhood stand upright,
And say, This man^s a flatterer? if one be,
So are they all; for every grise of fortune
Is smooth’d by that below: «the learned pate
Ducks to the golden fool: all is oblique;
There’s nothing level in our cursed natures
But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr’d
AU feasts, societies, and throngs of men!
His semblable, yea, himself Timon disdains:
Destruction fang mankind!—Earth, yield me

roots! [Digging.
Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his p^ate
With thy most operant poison! What is here?
Gold? yellow, glittering, precious gold? No,

gods,
Iam no idle votarist. Roots, you clear heavens!
Thus much of this will make black, white;

foul, fair; [valiant.

Wrong, right; base, noble; old, young; coward,
Ha, you gods! why this? what this, you gods?

why, this [sides;

Will lug your priests and servants from your
Pluck stout men’s pillows from below tiieir

heads:



SCESrEIIL] TIMON OF ATHENS 67s

This yellow slave

Will fcoit and breakreligions; bless the accurs’d;
M^e the hoar leprosy adorM; place ttieves.

And give them title, Imee, and approbation,
Witii senators on the bench: this is it

That makes the wappen’d widow wed again;
She whom the spitaJ-house and ulcerous sores
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and

spices

To the April day again. Come, damned earth,

Thou common whore of mankind, that putt’st

odds
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee
Do thy right nature .—[March afar off.] Ha!

a drum"?—Thou’rt qmck,
But yet I^n bury thee: thou’It go, strong thief,

When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand:

—

Nay, stay thou out for earnest.

[Keeping some gold.

Enter Alcibiades, wdh drum arid fife, in

warlike manner; Phrynia and Timajndra.

Alcib. What art thou there? speak.

Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw
thy heart

For showing me again the eyes of man!
Alcib. What is thy name? Is man so hateful

to thee,

That art thyself a man?
Tim. I am misanthropos, and hate mankind.

For thy part, I do ^sh thou wert a dog,

That I might love thee something.
Alcib. I know thee well;

But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d and strange.

Tim. I know thee too; and more than that

I know thee

I not desire to know. Follow thy drum;
With man’s blood paintthe ground, gules, gules:

Religious canons, civil laws are cruel;

Then what should war be? This fell whore of

thine

Hath in her more destruction than thy sword,

For aU her cherubin look.

Phry. Thy lips rot off!

Tim. I will not kiss thee; then the rot

returns

To thine own lips again. [change?

Alah. How came the noble Timon to this

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to

give:

But then renew I could not, like the moon;
There were no suns to borrow of.

Alcib. Noble Timon,
What friendship may I do thee?

Tim, None, but to

Maintain my opinion.

Akib. What is it, Timon?
Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform

none: if thou wilt not promise, the gods plague

thee, for thou art a man! if thou dost perform,

confound thee, for thou art a man!
Alcib. I have heard in some sort of tty

miseries. (perity.

Tim. Thou saw’st them when 1 had pros-

Afdb. I see them now; then was a blessed

time. [harlots.

Tim* As thine is now, held with a brace of

Timan. Is this the Attenian minion whom
the world

Voic’d so reg^ardfully?

Tim. Art thou Timandra?
Timan. Yes. [that use thee;
Tim* Be a whore still! they love thee not

Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust
Make use of thy s^t hours: season the slaves
For tubs and baths; bring down rose-cheek’d

youth to

The tub-fast and the diet
Timan. Hang thee, monster!
Alcib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra; for his

wits

Are drown’d and lost in his calamities,

—

I have but little gold of late, brave Timon,
The want whereof doth daily make revolt

In my penurious band: I have heard and
gnev’d.

How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth,
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour

states,

But forthy sword and fortune, trodupon them,

—

Tim. I pr’ythee, beat tty drum, and get thee
gone. [Timon.

AZcS?. I am tty friend, and pity thee, dear
Tim. How dost thou pity ham whom thou

dost trouble?
I had rather be alone.

Alcib. Why, fare thee well:

Here is some gold for thee.

Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it,

Aldb. When I have laid proud Athens on a
heap,

—

Tim. Warr’st thou Against Athens?
Alcib. Ay, Timon, and have cause.
Tim. The gods confound them all in thy

conquest;
And thee after, when thou hast conquer’d 1

Alcib. Why me, Timon?
Tim. That by Wiling of villains,

Thou wast born to conquer my coimtry.
Put up thy gold: go on,—here’s gold,—go on;
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove
Will o’er some high-vic’d city hang his poison
In the sick air: let not thy sword skip one:
Pity not honour’d age for his white beard,
He IS an usurer: strike me the counterfeit

matron:
It is her habit only that is honest,
Herself’s a bawd: let not the virgin’s cheek
Make soft thy trenchant sword; for those milk

paps, [eyes,

That through the window-bars bore at men’s
Are not wittin the leaf of pity wnt,
But set them down horrible traitors: spare not

the babe, (merc3j;

Whose dimpled smiles firom fools exhaust their

Think it a bastard, whom the oracle

Hath doubtfully pronounc’d thy throat shall cut,

And mince it sans remorse: swear against

objects;

Put armour on thine ears and on thine eyes;

Whose proof nor yells of mothers, maids, nor
babes,

Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding,

Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy
soldiers:

Make large confusion; and, thy fury spent,

Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be gone.

Aldh. Hast thou gold yet? ITl take tte
gold thou giv’st me,

Not aU thy coimsel.
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Tim, Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven^s

ciiise upon tfaeel

Phr, & Tim. Give us some gold, good
Timon: hast thou more?

Tim* Enough to make a whore forswear her

trade, [sluts.

And to make whores a bawd. Hold up, you

Your aprons mountant: you are not oathable,

—

Although I know you*E swear, tenibly swear,

Into strong shudders and to heavenly agues,

The immortal gods that hear you,—spare your

oaths,

Pit trust to your conditions: be whores still;

And he whose pious breath seeks to convert

you,
Be strong in whore, allure him, burn him up;

Pet your close fire predominate his smoke.

And be no turncoats: yet may your pains she

months [roofs

Be quite contrary: and thatch your poor thin

With burdens of the dead;—some that were
hang’d,

No matter:—wear them, betray -with them:
whore still;

Paint till a horse may mire upon your face:

A pox of wnnkles!
Phr* & Tiimn. Well, more gold.—^What

then?

—

Beheve’t, that we’ll do anything for gold.

Tim* Consumptions sow [shins,

In hoUow bones of man; strike their sharp

And mar men’s spumng. Crack the lawyer’s

voice,

That he may never more false title plead,

Nor sound bis quillets sbnlly : hoar the fiamen,

That scolds against the quality of flesh

And not believes himself: down with the nose,

Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away
Of him that, his particular to foresee,

Smells from the general weal: make curl’d-pate

ruffians bald;

And let the unscarr’d braggarts of the war
Derive some pain from you: plague all;

That your activity may defeat and queU
The source of all erection.—There’s more

gold;

—

Do you damn others and let this damn you,

And ditches grave yod all!

Phr. & Timan. More counsel with more
money, bounteous Timon. ,

Tim. More whore, more mischief first; I

have given you earnest.

Aldb* Strike up the drum towards Athensl
Farewell, Timon;

If I thrive well FU visit thee again.

Tim. If I hope well I’ll never see thee more.
Atcib. I never did thee harm.
Tim. Yes, thou spok’st well of me.
Alcib. CaU’st thou that harm?
Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee away, and

take
Thy beagles with thee.

Aldb, We but offend him.—Strike.
[Drum beats. Exeunt Alcibiades,

PiiRYWiA, and Timanbra.
Tim. That nature, being sick of man’s un-

kindness.
Should yet be hungry!—Common mother, thou,

[Digging.
Whose womb unmeasurable and infinite breast

Teems and feeds ail; whose self-same mettle,
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is

puff’d,

Engenders the black toad and adder blue,

The gilded newt and eyeless venom’d worm,
With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven
Whereon Hyperion’s quickening fire doth

shine;

Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate,

From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root!

Ensear thy fertile and conceptious womb,
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man!
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and

bears; [face

Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward
Hath to the marbled mansion all above
Never presented!—0, a root,—dear thanks!

Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-tom
leas;

Whereofingratefulman, with liquorish draughts
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mmd,
That from it all consideration slips I

Enter Apemantus.

More man? plague, plague!

Apem. I was directed hither: men report

Thou dost affect my' manners, and dost use
them. [a dog

Tim. ’Tis, then, because thou dost not keep
Whom I would imitate : consumption catch thee I

Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected;

A poor unmanly melancholy sprung
From change of foitune. Why this spade?

this place?

This slave-like habit? and these looks of care?
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft;

Hug their diseas’d perfumes, and have forgot

That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods
By putting on the cunning of a carper.

Bp thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive
By that which nas undone thee: hinge thy knee,
And let his very breath whom thou’lt observe
Blow off thy cap; praise his most vicious strain.

And call it excellent: thou wast told thus;
Thou gav’st thine ears, like tapsters that bid

welcome,
To knaves and all approachers: *tis most just
That thou turn rascal; hadst thou wealth again
Rascals should have’t. Do not assume my

likeness.

Tim. Were I like thee, I’d throw away
myself. [like thyself;

Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being
A madman so long, now a fool. What, think’st
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain,
Will put thy shirt on warm? Will these moss’d

trees,

That have outliv’d the eagle, page thy heels,
And skip when thou point’st out? Will the

cold brook,
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste
To cure thy o’emight’s surfeit? call the crea-

tures,

—

Whose naked natures live in all the spite
Of wreckful heaven; whose bare t^oused

trunks,
To the conflicting elements expos’d,
Answer mere nature,—bid them flatter thee;
O, thou Shalt find,—



SCENE mj TIMON OF ATHENS 677

Tim. A fool of thee: depart.
Apem, I love thee betternow thaa e*er I did.

Tim. I hate thee vrorse.

Apem. Why?
Tim. Thou flatter’st misery.
Apem. 1 flatter not; but say thou art a

caitifl.

Tim. Why dost thou seek me out?
Apem. To vex thee.

Tim. Always a villain’s office or a fool’s.

Dost please thj^elf ia’t?

Aj^m. Ay.
Tim. Whatl a knave too?
Apem. If thou didst put this sour-cold habit

on
To castigate thy pride, ’twere well: but thou
Dost it enforcedly; thou’dst courtier be again
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown’d before:

The one is filling still, never complete;
The other, at high wish: best state, contentless.

Hath a distracted and most wretched being.
Worse than the worst, content.

Thou should’st desire to die, being miserable.
Tim. Not by his breath that is more miser-

able.

Thou art a slave, whom Fortune’s tender arm
With favour never clasp’d; but bred a dog.
Hadst thou, like us from our first swath, pro-

ceeded
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords

To such as may the passive drugs of it

Freely command, thou wouldst have plung’d
thyself

In general riot; melted down thy youth
la different beds of lust; and never leam’d
The icy precepts of respect, but follow’d

The sugar’d game before thee. But myself.

Who had the world as my confectionary;

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts
of men

At duty, more than I could frame employment;
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves

Do on the oak, have with one winter’s brash
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare
For every storm that blows;—I, to bear this.

That never knew but better, is some burden:
Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time
Hath made thee hard in’t. Why shouldst thou

hate men? [given?

They never flatter’d thee: what hast thou
If thou wilt curse, thy father, that poor rag,

Must be thy subject; who, in spite, put stuff

To some she beggar, and compounded thee

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence 1 be gone!

—

If thou hadst not been bom the worst of men,
Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer.

Apem. Art thou proud yet?

Tim, Ay, that I am not thee.

Apem, I, that I was
No prodigal.

Tim. I, that I am one now:
Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee,

I’d give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.

—

That the whole life of Athens were in this!

Thus would I eat it. lEating a root
Apem. Here; I will mend thy feast,

[Offering him something,

Tim, First mend my company, take away
thyself.

Apem. So I shall mend mine own by the lack
of thine. [botch’d;

Tim. ’Tis not well mended so, it is but
If not, I would it were.
Apem. What wouldst thou have to Athens?
Tim, Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou

wiiti

Tell them there I have gold; look, so I have.
Apem. Here is no use for gold.

Tim. The best and traest:

For here it sleeps, and does no hired hann.
Where ly’st 0’ nights, Timon?

Tim. Under that’s above me.
Where feed’st thou 0’ days, Apemantus?
Apem. Where my stomach finds meat; or,

rather, where I eat it.

Tim. Would poison were obedient, and knew
my mind!
Apem. Where wouldst thou send it?

Tm. To sauce thy dishes.
Apem. The middle of humanity thou never

knewest, but the extremity of both ends: when
thou wast in thy gilt and thy perfume they
mocked thee for too much curiosity; in thy
rags thou knowest none, but art despised for
the contrary. There’s a medlar for thee, eat it.

Tim. On what I hate I feed not.

Apem. Dost hate a medlar?
Tim. Ay, though it look like thee.

Apem. An thou hadst hated medlars sooner,
thou shouldst have loved thyself better now.
What man didst thou ever know unthrift that
was beloved after his means?

Tim. Who without those means thou talkest

of didst thou ever know beloved?
Apem, Myself.
Tim. I imderstand thee; thou hadst some

means to keep a dog.
Apem. What things in the world canst thou

nearest compare to thy flatterers?

Tim, Women nearest; but men, men are
tile things themselves. What wouldst thou do
with the world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy
power?
Apem, Give It the beasts, to be rid of the

men.
Tim. Wouldst thou have thyself fall in the

confusion of men, and remain a beast with the
beasts?
Apem. Ay, Timon.
Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods

grant thee t’ attain to! If thou wert the lion,

the fox would beguile thee: if thou wert the

lamb, the fox would eat thee: if thou wert the

fox, the lion would suspect thee, when, perad-
venture, thou wert accused by the asst if thou
wert the ass, thy dulness would torment thee;

and still thou livedst but as a breakfast to the
wolf; if thou wert the wolf, thy greediness

would afflict thee, and oft thou shouldst hazard
thy life for thy diimei: wert thou the unicorn,

pride and wrath would confound thee, and
make thine own self the conquest of thy fury:

wert thou a bear, thou wouldst be killed by the
horse; wert thou a horse, thou wouldst ’be

.seized by the leopard; wert thou a leopard,

thou wert german to the lion, and the spots of

thy kindred were jurors on thy life: all thy

safety were remotion; and thy defence absence.

What beast couldst thou be, that were not
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stibject to a beast? and wbat a beast art thou
already, that seest not thy loss m transfonna-
tion!

Apem. If thoti couldst please me with speak-
ing to me, thou migh’st have hit upon it here:
the commonwealth of Athens is become a forest
of beasts.

Tim. How has the ass broke the wall, that
thou art out of the city?

Apem, Yonder comes a poet and a painter:
the plague of company light upon thee! I will

fear to catch it, and give way: when I know
not what else to do, I’fi see thee again.

Tim. "Wlien there is nothing living but thee,
thou shaft be welcome. I had rather be a
beggar’s dog than Apemantus.
Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to spit

upon!
Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad

to curse.

Tim. AH villains that do stand by thee are

Apem. Live, and love thy misery!
Tim. Long live so, and so die! [Exit Ape-

mantus.] I am quit.

More things like men?—Eat, Timon. and
abhor them.

*

Enter Thieves.

1 Thief. Where should he have this gold?
It is some poor fragment, some slender ort of
his remainder: the mere want of gold and the
falbng-from of his friends drove him into this
melancholy.

2 Thief. It is noised he hath a mass of trea-
sure.

3 Thief. Let us make the assay upon him:
if he care not for’t, he will supply us easily; if

he covetously reserve it, how sh^’s get it?

2 Thief. True; for he bears it not about him
,

’tis hid.

1 Thief. Is not this he?
Thieves. Where?

Apem, There is no leprosy but what thou
speE^’st.

Tim. If I name thee.

—

m beat thee, but I should infect my hands.
Apem, I would my tongue could rot them off!

Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dogl
Choler does Wll me that thou art ahve;
I swoon to see thee.
Apem. Would thou wouldst burst!

2 Thief. ’Tis his description.

3 Thief, He; I know him.
Thieves. Save thee, Timon.
Tim. Now, thieves?

Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves.

Tim. Both too; and women’s sons.
Thieves, We are not thieves, but men that

much do want.
Tim. Your greatest want is, you want much

of meat.
Away, Y/hy should you want? Behold, the earth

Thou tedious rogue! I am sorry I shaH lose hath roots;
A ^one by thee. [TAroius a stone at him. Within this mile break forth a hundred springs:^m. Beast! The oaks hear mast, the briars scarlet hips!
^m. Slave ! The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush

Toad! Lays her full mess before you. Want! why
Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue! want? [water,

T •
backward, as going. x Thief. We cannot live on grass, on berries.

I am sick of this false world; and will love As beasts and birds and fishes.

vv ,

naught
^

Tim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds,
But even the mere necessities upon’t. and fishes;
Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave; You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con,Ue where the hght foam of the sea may beat That you are thieves profess’d; that you workThy grave-stone daily: make thine epitaph, not
That death in me at otters’ lives may laugh. In hoUer shapes: for there is boundless theftU thou sweet kmg-killer and dear divorce In limited .professions. Rascal thieves,

t

[Looking on the gold. Here’s gold. Go, suck the subtle blood o’ the
Twixt natural son and sire! thou bright grape

nf . 1. . , ,
TUI the high fever seethe your blood to froth,

® Purest bed! ttou valiant Mars! And so ’scape hanging: trust not the physician;Thou ever young, fresh, lov’d and deUcate His antidotes are poison, and he slays

tt, ^ JivesWhose Diush doth thaw the consecrated snow together;

ThS thou visible god, Bo vUlainy, do, since you protest to do’t,
^“Possifaihtip,

_
Like workmen. I’ll example you with thievery:And mak St ttem kiss! that speak’st with every The sun’s a thief, and with Ms great attraction

Trt PWArw A **. * 1. t moon’s an arrant thief,

ThS m snatches from the sun:Think, thy slave, man, rebels; and by they The sea’s a tMef, whose Hquid surge resolves

QAftNAmllxrl-* j. The moon into salt tears: the earth’s a tMef,

Mavh^^i^NA beasts That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen

®wnfM t
excrement: each tMng’s a tMef:

Tho|^wUfbethrong>dtosl,ortIy. ’ Have duSieck-d theft. Iflve not yours'Kl
Aftprn

Throng d to? Rob one another;—^there’s more gold;—cut
-Ay*

.
throats;

Tim. Thy back, I pr’ythee. AH that you meet are thieves. To Athens go,
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Break open shops; nothing can yon steal

But thieves do lose it: steal not less for this

I give you; and gold confound you howsoever!
Amen. [Timon retires to his cave.

3 Thief. Has almost charmed me from my
profession by persuadmg me to it.

1 Thief. ’Tis in the malice of mankind that

he thus advises us; not to have us thnve m
our mystery.

2 Thief. I’ll believe him as an enemy, and
give over my trade.

I Thief. Let us first see peace in Athens:
there is no time so miserable but a man may be
true. [Exeunt Thieves.

Enter Flavius.

flav. 0 you gods!

Is yon despis’d and ruinous man my lord?

FuH of decay and failmg? 0 monument
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow’d!
What an alteration of honour
Has desperate want made!
What viler thing upon the earth than friends

Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends!

How rarely does it meet with this time’s guise,

When man was wish’d to love his enemies!
Grant I may ever love, and rather woo
Those that would mischief me than those that

do!—
Has caught me in his eye: I will present

My honest grief unto him; and, as my lord,

Still serve him with my life.—My dearest
master!

Timon comes forward from his cave.

Tim. Away! what art thou?

Flav. Have you forgot me, sir?

Tm. Why dost ask that? I have forgot all

men;
Then, if thou grant’st thou’rt a man, I have

forgot thee.

Flav. An honest poor servant of yours.

Tim. Then I know thee not:

I ne’er had honest man about me, I; all

I kept were knaves, to serve in meat to villains.

Flav. The gods are witness.

Ne’er did poor steward wear a truer grief

For his undone lord than mine eyes for you.

Tim. What,' dost thou weep?—come nearer;

—then I love thee
Because thou art a woman, and disclaim’st

Flinty mankind; whose eyes do never give

But through lust and laughter. Pity’s sleeping:

Strange times, that weep with laughing, not

with weeping!
Flav. 1 beg of you to know me, good my

lord, [wealth lasts,

To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor

To entertain me as your steward still.

Tim. Had I a steward
So true, so just, and now so comfortable?

It almost turns my dangerous nature mild.

Let me behold thy face. Surely, this man
Was bom of woman.—
Forgive my general and exceptless rashness,

You perpetual-sober gods! I do proclaim

One honest man,—mistake me not,—but one;

No more, I pray,—and he’s a steward.—
How fain would I have hated all mankindl

And thou redeem’st thyself, but all, save thee,

I fell with curses.

Methinks thou art more honest now than wise;
For by oppressing and betraying me
Thou rmght’st have sooner got another service*
For many so amve at second masters [true,

—

Upon their first lord’s neck. But tell me
For I must ever dcubt, though ne’er so sure,

—

Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous,
If not a usunng kindness, and, as rich men

deal gifts.

Expecting in return twenty for one? [breast
Flav. No, my most worthy master; in whose

Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac’d too late;

You should have fear’d false times when you
did feast:

Suspect still comes where an estate is least.

That which I show, heaven knows, is merely
love,

Duty, and zeal to your unmatched mind,
Care of your food and living; and, believe it,

My most honour’d lord,

For any benefit that points to me,
Either m hope or present, I’d exchange
For this one wish,—that you had power and

wealth
To requite me, by making rich yourself.

Tim. Look thee, ’tis so!—Thou singly

honest man,
Here, take:—the gods, our of my mise^^.
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich and

happy; [men;
But thus condition’d:—thou shalt build from
Hate all, curse all; show charity to none;
But let the famish’d fiesh slide from the bone
Ere thou relieve the beggar: give to dogs
What thou deny’st to men, let prisons swallow

’em, [blasted woods.
Debts wither ’em to nothing: be men like

And may diseases lick up their false bloods!
And so, farewell and thrive.

Flav. O, let me stay,

And comfort you, my master.
Tim. If thou hat’st curses.

Stay not; but fly whilst thou’rt bless'd and free:

Ne’er see thou man, and let me ne’er see thee,

[Exeunt severally.

ACT V.

Scene L—The Woods. Before Timoh’s
Cave.

Enter Poet and Painter; Timon watching
them from his cave.

Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot
be far where he abides.

Poet. What’s to be thought of him? Does
the rumour hold for true that he’s so full of

gold?
Pain. Certain: Alcibiades reports it; Phrynia

and Tim'andra had gold of him: he likewise

enriched poor straggling soldiers with great

quantity: ’tis said he gave unto his steward a
mighty sum.

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but
a try for his friends.

Pain. Nothing else: you shall see him a palm
in Atibens again, and flourish with the highest.

I

Therefore, ’tis not amiss we tender our loves to
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Mm, in fMs supposed distress ofMs: it will show
honestly in ns; and is very lihely to load otir

purposes with wliat they travail for, if it be a
just and true report that goes of his having.

Foet What have you now to present unto
Mm?
Pam* Nothing at this time but my visitation:

only I will promise Mm an excellent piece.

Poet, I must serve him so too,—tell Mm of

an intent that’s coming toward him.
Pain, Good as the best. Promising is the

very air o’ the time: it opens the eyes of expec-

tation: performance is ever the duller for his

act; and but in the plainer and simpler kind of

¥
>oide the deed of saying is quite out of use
0 promise is most courtly and fashionable

performance is a kind of will or testament which
argues a great sickness in Ms judgment that

makes it.

Tim, Excellent workman! thou canst not

pmnt a man so bad as is thyself.

Poet, I am thinking what I shall say I have
provided for him: it must be a personating of

himself: a satire against the softness of pros-

perity, with a discovery of the infinite flatteries

that follow youth and opulency.

Tim. Must thou needs stand for a villain in

thine own work? wilt thou whip thine own
faults in other men? Do so, I have gold for

thee.
Poet, Nay, let’s seek him:

Then do we sin against our own estate

When we may profit meet and come too late.

Patn. True; [night,

When the day serves, before black-corner’d

Find what thou want’st by free and offer’d hght.

Come. [god’s gold,

Tim. I’ll meet you at the turn. What a
That he is worshipp’d in a baser temple
Than where swine feedl [the foam:
’Tis thou that rigg’st the barlj^ and plough’st

Settlest admired reverence in a slave:

To thee be worsMpl and thy samts for aye
Be crown’d with pkgues, that thee alone obey!
Fit I meet them. [Advancing from his cave.

Poet, Hail, worthy Timonl
Pain. Our late noble master!
Tim. Have I once Bv’d to see two honest

men?
Poet, Sir,

Having often of your open bounty tasted,

Hearing you were retir’d, your friends fall’n

off,

Whose thankless natures,—0 abhorred spir-

its!—
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough:
What! to you,

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and in-

fluence

To their whole being! I am wrapt, and cannot
cover

The monstrous bulk of tMs ingratitude
With any size of words. [better;

Tim. Let it go naked, men may see’t the
You that are honest, by being what you are,
Make them best seen and known.

Pain. He and myself
Have travail’d in the great shower of your gifts,

i

And sweetly felt it.

T&n* Ay, you are honest mqn.

Pain^ We are hither come to offer you our
service. [requite you?

Tim, Most honest meni Why, how shall I
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no.
Path. What we can do, we’ll do, to do you

service. [have gold;
Tim. Ye’re honest men; ye’ve heard that I

I am sure you have: speak truth; ye’re honest
men.

Pain. So it is said, my noble lord: but
therefore

Came not my friend nor I.

Tim. Good honest men!—Thou draw’st a
counterfeit

Best in all Athens: thou’rt indeed the best;
Thou counterfeit’st most lively.

Pain. So, so, my lord.

Tim. E’en so, sir, as I say.—And, for thy
fiction, [To the Poet.

Why, thy verse swells with stuff so fine and
smooth

That thou art even natural in thine art.

—

But for all this, my honest-natur’d friends,

I must needs say you have a little fault:

Marry, ’tis not monstrous in you; neither wish I
You take much pains to mend.
Soth. Beseech your honour

To make it known to us.

Tim. You’ll take it ill.

Both. Most thankfully, my lord.

Tim. Will you indeed?
Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord.

Tim. There’s never a one of you but trusts a
knave

That mightily deceives you.
Both, Do we, my lord?
Tim, Ay, and you hear Mm cog, see Mm

dissemble,
Blnow his gross patchery, love him, feed Mm,
Keep in your bosom: yet remain assur’d
That he’s^a made-up villain.

Pain. I know not such, my lord.

Poet. Nor I.

Tim. Look ycu, I love you well; I’ll give
you gold,

Rid me these villains from your companies;
Hang them or stab them, drown them in a

draught, [me,
Confound them by some course, and come to
I’ll give you gold enough.
Both, Name them, my lord; let’s loiow them.
Tim. You that way, you this,—^but two

m company:
Each manapart, ail single and alone,
Yet an arch-villain keeps him comapny.
If where thou art two villains shall not be,

[To the Painter.
Come not near Mm.—If thou wouldst not

reside [To the Poet.
But where one villain is, then him abandon.

—

Hence! pack! there’s gold,—ye came for gold,
ye slaves: [hence!

You have done work for me, there’s payment;
You are an alchemist, make gold of that::

—

Out, rascal dogs!
[Exit, beating and driving them out.

Enter Flavius and two Senators.

Flap. It is in vain that you would speak
• with Timon;
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For he is set so only to himself

That nothing but himseif, which looks like

Is friendly with him.
1 Sen. Bnng us to his ca’ere:

It is our part and promise to the Athenians
To speak with Timon.

2 Sen, At all times alike

Men are not still the same: ’twas time and
griefs (hand,

That fram’d him thus: time, with his fairer

Offering the fortunes of his former days,

The former man may make him. Bring us to
him,

And chance it as it may.
Flav. Here is his cave.

—

Peace and content be here I Lord Timonl
Timon!

Look out, and speak to fnends; the Athenians,
By two of their most reverend senate, greet

thee:

Speak to them, noble Timon.

Timon comes from his cave.

Tim. Thou sun, that comfort’st, bum!

—

Speak and be bang’d:

For each true word a blister! and each false

Be as a cautenzmg to the root o’ the tongue.
Consuming it with speaking!

1 Sen. Worthy Timon,

—

Tim. Of none but such as you, and you of
Timon. [Timon.

1 Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee,

Tim. I thank them; and would send them
back the plague,

Could I but catch it for them.
1 Sen. O, forget

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee.

The senators with one consent of love
Entreat thee back to Athens; who have thought
On special digmties, which vacant lie

For thy best use and wearing.

2 Sen. They confess
Toward thee forgetfulness too general, gross:

Which now the pubhc body,—which doth sel-

dom
Play the recanter,—feeling in itself

A lack of Timon’s aid, hath sense withal

Of its own fail, restraining aid to Timon;
And send foith us to make their sorrow’d

render,

Together with a recompense more fruitful

Than their offence can weigh down by the dram;
Ay, even such heapsand sums of love and wealth
As shall to thee blot outwhatwrongs were thdbrs.

And write in thee the figures of their love.

Even to read them thine.

Tim. You witch me in it;

Surpnse me to the very brink of tears:

Lend me a fool’s heart and a woman’s eyes,

And I’llbeweep these comforts, worthy senators.
I Sen. Therefore so please thee to return

with us.
And of our Athens,—^thine and ours,—to take
The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks,
Allow’d with absolute power, and thy good name
Live withauthority :—so soonwe shall drive back
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild;

Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up
His country’s peace.

mi

2 Sen. And shakes his threat’niag sword
Against the walls of Athens.

I Sen. Therefore, Timon,

—

Tim. Weil, sir, I will; therefore, I will,

sir; thus,

—

If Alcibiades kill my countrymen,
Let Alcibiades know this of Tunon, [Athens,
That Timon cares not. But if he sack fair

And take our goodly aged men by the beards.
Giving our holy virgins to the stain

Of Contumelious, beastly, mad-brain’d war;
Then let him know,—and tell him Timon

speaks it,

In pity of our aged and our youth,

—

I cannot choose but tell him that I care not.

And let him tafc’t at worst; for their knives
care not,

While you have throats to answer; for myself,
There’s not a whittle in the unruly camp
But I do prize it at my love, before [you
The reverend st throat in Athens. So I leave
To the protection, of the prosperous gods,
As thieves to keepers.

Flav. Stay not, all’s in vain.

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph;

It will be seen to-morrow my long sickness
Of health and living now begins to mend.
And nothmg brings me aU things. Go, live

still;

Be Alcibiades your plague, you his,

And last so long enough!
1 Sen. We speak in vain.

Tim. But yet Hove my country; and am not
One that rejoices in the common wreck,
As common bruit doth put it.

1 Sen. That’s well spoke.
Tim. Commend me to my lovmg country-

men,

—

1 Sen. These words become your lips as they
pass through them. [triumphers

2 Sen. And enter in our ears like great
In their applauding gates.

Tim. Commend me to them;
And tell them that, to ease them of their griefs.

Theirfears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses,

Their pangs of love, with other incident throes
That nature’s fragile vessel doth sustain

In life’s uncertain voyage, I will some kindness
do them,— [wrath.

I’ll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades*

1 Sen. I like this well; he will return again.

Tim. 1 have a tree, which grows here in my
close.

That mine own use invites me to cut down,
And shortly must I feu it: tell my friends,

TeU Athens, in the sequence of degree,

From high to low throughout, that whoso please

To stop affliction, let him take his halter,

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe,

And hang himself.—I pray you, do my greeting.

Flav. Trouble him no further; thus you stiU

shall find him. [Athens,

Tim. Come not to me again: but say to

Timon hath made his everlasting mansion
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood;

Who once a day with his embossed froth

The turbulent surge shall cover: thither come,
And let my grave-stone be your oracle.

—

Lips, let sour words go by and language end:

What is amiss, plague and infection mend!
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Graves only be men’s works and death their

gain!

Snn, hide thy beams! Timoa hath done his

rei^.
[iJeftres to his cave,

I Sen. His discontents are unremovably
Coupled to nature,

a Sen. Our hope in him is dead: let us retam,

And strain what other means is left unto us
In our dear peril.

1 Sen. It requires swift foot.

[Exeunt.

Scene IL—The Walts of Athens.

Enter two Senators and a Messenger.

1 Sen. Thou hast painfully discover’d: are

his hies

As full as thy report?

Mess. I have spoke the least:

Besides, his expedition promises
Present approach. [not Timon.

2 Sen. we stand much harard if they bring

Mess. I met a courier, one mine ancient

friend;

Whom, though in general part we were oppos’d,

Yet our old love had a particular force,

And made us speak like friends:—this man was
riding

From Alcibiades to Timon’s cave

With letters of entreaty, which imported

His fellowship i' the cause against your city,

In part for his sake mov’d.

I Sen, Here come our brothers.

Enter Senators /rom Timon.

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him
expect.

—

The enemies’ drum is heard, and fearful scour-

ing

Both choke the air with dust: in, and prepare:

Ours is tile fall, I fear; our foes the snare.

[Exeunt.

Scene HI.—The Woods. Timon’s Cure,
and a rude Tomb seen.

Enter a Soldier seeking Timon.

Sold. By all description this should be the
place, [is this?

Who’s here? speak, ho!—No answer?—What
Timon is dead, who hath outstretch’d his span:
Some beast rear’d this; there does not live a

man. [tomb
Bead, sure; and this his grave,—what’s on this

I cannot read; the character I’ll take with wax:
Our captain hath in every figure skill.

An ag’o interpreter, though young in days:
Before proud Athens he’s set down by this,

Whose fall tiie mark of Ms ambition is. [Exit.

Scene IV.—Before the WaUs of Athens.

Trumpets sound. Enter Alcibiades and
Forces.

Ala6. Sound to tMs coward and lascivious
town

Our terrible approach. [A parky sounded.

,

Enter Senators on the Walls.

Till now you have gone on, and fill’d the time
With all licentious measure, making your wills
The scope of justice; till now, myself, and such
As slept Within the shadow of your power,
Have wander’d with our travers’d arms, and

breath’d

Our sufferance vainly. Now the time is flush,
When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong,
Cries, of itself. No more: now breathless wrong
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease;
And pursy insolence shall break his wind
With fear and horrid flight.

. I Sen. Noble and young,
When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit,
Ere thou hadst power or we had cause of fear,

We sent to thee, to give thy rages balm.
To wipe out our ingratitude with loves
Above their quantity,

2 Sen. So did we woo
Transformed Timon to our city’s love,

By humble message and by promis’d means:
We were not all unkind, nor all deserve
The common stroke of war.

1 Sen. These walls of ours
Were not erected by their hands from whom
You have receiv’d your griefs: nor are they such
That these great towers, trophies, and schools

should fall

For private faults in them,
2 Sen. Nor are they living

Who were the motives that you first went out;
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excess.
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord,

Into our city with thy banners spread:
By decimation and a tithed death,

—

If thy revenges hunger for that food [tenth;

Which nature loathes,—^take thou the destin’d
And by the hazard of the spotted die
Let die the spotted.

1 Sen. All have not offended;
For those that were, it is not square to take,
On those that are, revenges: crimes, hke lands,
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman,
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage:
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those Mn
WMch, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall

With those that have offended: Hke a shepherd
Approach the fold and cull the infected fortt.

But hill not altogether.

2 Sen. What thou wilt.

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile
Than hew to’t with thy sword.

1 Sen. Set but thy foot.

Against our rampir’d gates and they shall ope;
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before
To say thou’lt enter friendly.

2 Sen. Throw thy glove,

Or any token of thine honour else,

That tibou wilt use the wars as thy redress,
And not as out confusion, all thy powers
Shall make their harbour in our town till we
Have seal’d thy full desire.

Aldb. Then there’s my glove;

Bescend, and open your uncharg’d ports;

Those enemies of Timon’s and mine own,
Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof.

Fall, and no more: and,—to atone your fears

With my more noble meaning,—not a man
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S&all pass his quarter or offend the stream
Of re^ar justice in your city’s bounds.
But shall be render’d to your public laws
At heaviest answer.

Both. ’Tis most nobly spoken.
Alcib. Descend, and keep your words.

[The Senators descend and open the gates.

Enter a Soldier.

Sot My noble general, Timoa is dead;
Entomb’d upon the very hem 0’ the sea;

And on his grave-stone this insculpture, which
With wax I brought away, whose soft impres-

sion

Interprets for my poor ignorance.
Alcib. [Reads.] Here lies a metched corse^ of

wretched soul bereft:

Seek not mg name: aplague consume you wicked
caitiffs left!

Here lie I, Timon; mho, alive, all living men
did hate:

Pass by, and curse thy fill; but pass, and stag
not here thy gait.

These well express in thee thy latter spirits:

Though thou abhorr’dst in us our human griefs,

Scom’dsrt our brain’s ffow, and those our
droplets which

From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead
Is noble Timon: of whose memory
Hereafter more.—Bring me into your city,

And I will use the olive with my sword:
Make war breed peace; make peace stmt war;

make each
Prescribe to other, as each other’s leech.
Let our drums strike.

[Exeunt,



CORIOLANUS

PERSONS REPRESENTED

Catos Marcius Coriolanus, a noble Roman A Citizen of Antium.

Trrus EaRTIUS, LGenerals against the Vbfs- Two Volscian Guards.
COMINTOS, r cians,

Menentos Agrippa Friend to Coriolantjs.

Young Marctos, Son to Coriolanus.
A Roman Herald.
Tdllus Aueidius, General of the Volscians.

Lieutenant to Aufidtos.
Conspirators with Atjfidiiis.

VoLUMNiA, Mother to Coriolanus.
VmoiLU, W^e to Coriolanus.
Valeria, Friend to Viroilia.
Gentlewoman attending on Virgilia.

Roman and Volscian Senators, Patricians,

^diles, Lictors, Soldiers, Citizens, Messen-
gers, Servants to Aupedius, and other
Attendants.

Scene,—

P

nrtip m Rome, andpartly in the Territories of the Volscians and Aniiates.

ACT I.

Scene L—Rome. A Street,

Enter a company of mutinous Citizens; with
staves, clubs, and other weapons,

1 at Before we proceed any farther, hear
me s^eak.

Citizens. Speah, speak.
1 Cit. You are all resolved rather to die

than to famish?
Citizens. Resolved, resolved.

X at First, you know Caius Marcias is

chief enemy to ttte people.

Citizens. We know*t, we know^t
1 at Let us MU him, and we’ll have com

at our own price. Is’t a verdict?

atizens. No more talking on’t; let it he
done: away, awayl

2 at One word, good citizens.

I at We are accounted poor citizens; the
patricians good. What authority surfeits on

would relieve us: if they would yield us but
the superfluity, while it were wholesome, we
might guess they relieved us humanely; but
they think we are too dear: the leanness that
afflicts us, the object of our misery, is an
inventory to particularize their abundance; our
sufferance is a gain to them.—Let us revenge
this with our pikes ere we become rakes: for
the gods know 1 speak this in hunger for bread,
not in thirst for revenge.

2 at. Would you proceed especially against
Caius Marcius?

1 at. Against Mm first: he’s a very dog io
the commonalty.
2 at Consider you what* services he has

done for Ms countj^?
1 at Very well; and could he content to

gpve Mm good report for’t, but that he pays
Mmself with being proud.
2 at. Nay, but speak not maliciously.
I at I say unto you, what he hath done

famously he did it to that end: though soft-
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conscieaced men can be content to say it was
for his country, he did it to please Ms mother,
and to be partly proud; which he is, even to

the altitude of Ms virtue.

2 at. What he cannot help in Ms nature
you account a vice in Mm. You must in no
way say he is covetous.

i at. If I must not, I need not be barren
of accusations; he hath faults, with surplus, to

tire in repetition. [Shouts mthin.] what shouts
are these? The other side 0’ the city is risen:

why stay we prating here? to the Capitol!

Citizens. Come, come.
1 at. Soft! who comes here?
2 at Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that

hath always loved the people.

1 at He’s one honest enough; would all

the rest were sol

Enter Menenius Ajgeippa.

Men. What work’s, my countrymen, in
hand? where go you

With bats and clubs? the matter? speak, I
pray you.

I at Our business is not tmknown to the
senate; they have had inklmg tMs fortnight

what we intend to do, wMch now we’ll show
’em in deeds. They say poor suitors have
strong breaths; they shall know we have strong

arms too.

Men. Why, masters, my good friends, mine
honest neighbours,

Will you undo yourselves?

I Cit We cannot, sir, we areundone already.

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care

Have the patricians of you. For your wants,
Your suffering in tMs dearth, you may as well

Strike attheheaven withyour staves as liftthem
Against the Roman state; whose course will on
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs
Of more strong link asunder than can ever
Appear in your impediment: for the dearth.

The gods, not the patricians, make it; and
Your knees to them, not arms, must help.

Alack,

You are transported by calamity [slander

TMther where more attends you; and you
The helms 0’ the state, who care for you like

fathers,

When you curse them as enemies.
I Cit Care for us! True, indeed! They

ne’er cared for us yet. Suffer us to fami^
and their storehouses crammed with grain;

make edicts for usury, to support usurers;

repeal daily any wholesome act established

against the rich; and provide more piercing

statutes daily, to chain up and restrain the
poor. If the wars eat us not up, they will;

and there’s all the love they bear us.

Men. Either you must
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious.

Or be accus’d of folly. I shall tell you
A pretty tale: it may be you have heard it;

But, since it serves my purpose, 1 will venture

To stale’t a little more.
I at Well, I’ll hear it, sir: yet you must

not think to folHoff our disgrace with a tale:

but, an’t please you, deliver.

Men. There was a time when all tiie body’s
members

Rebell’d against the belly; thus accus’d it:

—

That only ike a gulf it did remain
r the midst o’ the body, idle and unactive.

Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing
Like labour with the rest; where the other

instruments
Did see and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel.

And, mutually paj^cipate, did minister
Unto the appetite and affection common —
Of the whole body. The belly answered,

—

I at Well, sir, what answermade the beEy?
Men. Sir, I shall tell you.—With a kind of

smile, [thus,

—

WMch ne’er came from the lungs, but even
For, look you, I may make the belly smile
As weH as speak,—^it tauntingly replied

To the discontented members, the mutinous

That envied Ms receipt; even so most fitly

As you malign our senators for that

They are not such as you.

1 at Your belly’s answer? What!
The Mngly-crovraed head, the vigilant eye,

The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier.

Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter,
With other muniments and petty helps
In tMs other fabric, if that diey,

—

Men. What then?

—

'Fore me, tMs fellow speaks!—what then?
what then? [restrain’d

I Cit Should hy the cormorant belly be
Who is the sink o’ the body,—
Men. Well, what then?

I Cit The former agents, if they did com-

What coiild the belly answer?
Men. I will teB you;

If you’ll bestow a small,—of what you have
little,

—

Patience awhile, you’ll hear the belly’s answer
I Cit You are long about it

Jlflen. Note me this, good friend;

Your most grave belly was deliberate,

Not rash like Ms accusers, and thus answer’d:

True is it, my incorporate friends, quoth he,

That / receive the generalfood at first

Which you do live upon; and fit it is.

Because Iam the storehouse and the ^op
Of the whole body: but, if you do remember,

I send it through the rivers of your blood.

Even to the court, the heart,—to the seat 0’ the

brain;

And, through the cranks arvi offices of man.
The strongest nerves and sTuatl inferior veins

From me receive that natural competency

Whereby titey live: and thoupA that all at once

You, my go^ friends,—ibis says the belly,—

mark me,

—

X Cit. Ay, sir; well, well.

Men. Though all at once cannot

See what 1do deliver out to each.

Yet I can make my audit up, that all

From me do back receive the flour of
And leave me hut the bran. What say you to’t?

I CiU It was an answer: how apply you this?

Men. The senators of Rome are tMs good

fceiiy*
. t * 3

Ati/f you the muiinotts members: for, examine

Their counsels and their cares; digest fMngs
rightly
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Toucbing the weal o* the common; yon shall

find

No pnbHc benefit which you receive

But It proceeds or comes from them to you,

Andnowayfromyourselves.—Whatdoyoufhuik,
You, the great toe of this assembly?

I Cit I the great toe? why the great toe?

Men. For that, being one o’ the lowest,

basest, poorest,

Of this most wise rebellion, thou go’st foremost:

Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run,

lead’st first to win some vantage.

—

But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs:

Rome and her rats are at the point of battle;

The one side must have bale.

—

Enter Caius MARCitrs.

Hail, noble MarciusI
Mm. Thanks.—What’s the matter, you

dissentious roj^es.

That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion.

Make yourselves scabs?
I Ctt. We have ever your good word.
Mar. He that will ^ve good words to ye

will flatter [curs.

Beneath abhorring.—Whatwould you have, you
That like nor peace nor war? The one affri^ts

you, [you

The other makes you proud. He that trusts to

Where he should find you lions finds you hares;
Where foxes, geese: you are no surer, no.

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice,

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is [him.

To make him worthy whose offence subdues
And curse that justice did it. Who deserves

greatness
Deserves your hate; and your affections arc
A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that

Which would increase his evil. He that depends
TTpon your favours swims with fins of lead,

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye!
Trust yei

With every minute you do change a mind;
And caU Mm noble that was now your hate.
Him vile that was your garland. What’s the

matter,

That in these several places of the city

You cry against the noble senate, who.
Under the gods, keep you in awe, wMch else
Would feed on one another?—What’s their

seeking? [they say,
Men. For com at thir own rates; whereof,

The city is well stor’d.

Mar.
^

Hang ’em! They sayl
They’ll sit by the fire and presume to know
What’s done i’ the Capitol; who’s like to rise.
Who thrives and who declines; side factions,

and give out
Conjectural marriages; making parties strong.
And feebling such as stand not in their liiring

Below their cobbled shoes. They say there’s
grain enough!

Would the nobility lay aside their ruth
And Jet me use my sword. I’d make a quarry
Withthousandsofthese queer’dslaves, ashigh
As I could pick my lance.
Men, Kay, these are almost thoroughly per-

,

suaded;
' For- though abundantly they lack discretion,

|

Yet are they passing cowardly. But, I beseech
you,

What says the other troop?

Mar. They axe dissolved: hang ’em!
They said they were an-hungry; sigh’d forth

proverbs,— [eat.

That hunger broke stone walls, that dogs must
That meat was made for mouths, that the gods

sent not

Com for the rich men only:—with these shreds
They vented their complainings; which being

answer’d,
And a petition granted them,—a strange one,
To break the heart of generosity.

And make bold power look pale,—they threw
their caps [moon.

As they would hang them on the horns o’ the
Shouting their emulation.

Men. What is granted them?
Jkfcr. Five tribunes, to defend their vulgar

wisdoms.
Of their own choice: one’s Junius Bmfus,
Sicinius Velutus, and I Icnow not.—’Sdeathl
The rabble should have first unroof’d the ci^
Ere so prevail’d with me: it vrill in time
Win upon power, and throw forth greater

themes
For insurrection’s arguing.

Men. This is strange.

Mar, Go, get you home, you fragments!

Enter a Messenger, hastily.

Mess. Where’s Caius Marcius?
Mm. Here: what’s the matter?
Mess. The news is, sir, that Volsces are in

arms. [to vent
Mm. I am glad on’t: then we shall ha’ means

Our musty superfluity.—See, our best elders.

Enter CoMUjros, Tmis lARTros, and other
Senators; JUNIUS Bruius end Sicmius
Velutus.

I Sen, Marcius, ’tis true that you have lately

told us,

—

The Volsces are in arms.
Mm. They have a leader,

Tulius Aufidius, that will put you to’t.

I sin in envying his nobility;

And were I anything hut what I am,
I would wish me only he.

Com. You have fought together.

Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears,

and he
Upon my party, I’d revolt, to make
Only my wars with him: he is a lion

That I am proud to hunt.
I Sen. Then, worthy Marcius,

Attend upon Cominius to these wars.
Com. It is your former promise.
Mar. Sir, it is;

And I am constant.—Titus Lartius, thou
Shalt see me once more strike at TuUus’ face.

What, art thou stiff? stand'st out?
Tii. Ko, Caius Marcius;

I’ll lean upon one crutch and fight with the

other
Ere stay behind this business.
Men. 0, true bred!
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I Sen. Yotix company to the Capitol; where
I know.

Our greatest fnends attend ns.

Tit. Lead you on:
Follow, Cominius; we must follow you;

Right worthy your priority.

Com. Noble Marcius!
1 Sen. Hence to your homes; be gonel

[To the Citizens.

Mar. Nay, let them follow:

The Volsces have much com; take these rats
thither

To gnaw their gamers.—^Worshipful mutineers.
Your valour puts well forth: pray, follow.

[Exeunt Senators, Com., Mar., Tit.,

and Mewen. Citizens steal away.
Sic. WasevermansoproudasisthisMarcius?
Bru. He has no equal. {people,—
Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for the
Bru. Mark’d you his hp and eyes?
Sic. Nay, but his taunts.

Bru. Being mov’d, he will ot spare to i^d
the gods.

Sic. Be>mock the modest moon.
Bru. The present wars devour him: he is

grown
Too proud to be so valiant.

Sic. Such a nature,

TicMed with good success, disdains the shadow
^S^ch he treads on at noon: but I do wonder
ffis insolence can brook to be commanded
Under Cominius.

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims,

—

In whom already he is well grac’d,—cannot
Better be held, nor more attain’d, than by
A ^ace below the first: for what miscarries

Shall be the general’s fault though he perform
To the utmost of a man; and giddy censure

Win then cry out of Marcius, O, if he
Had borne the business!

Sic. Besides, if things go well,

Opinion, that so sficks on Marcius, shall

Of his demerits rtfb Cominius.

Bru. Come:
Half ah Cominius’ honours are to Marcius,

Though Marcius earn’d them not; and all his

faults

To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed.

In aught he merit not.

Sic. Let’s hence, and hear

How the despatch is made; and in what fashion.

More than in singularity, he goes

Upon this present action.

Bru. Let’s along.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—Corioli. The Senate House,

Enter Tdllus AtJFrDluS and certain Senators.

I Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius,

That they of Rome are enter’d in our counsels,

And know how we proceed.

Auf. Is it not yours?

What ever hath been thought on in this state,

That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome
Had circumvention! ’Tis not four days gone
Since I heard thence* these are the words: I

tMnk
I have the letter here; yes here it is:

They have pressed potoer, but it is not known

Whether for east or west: the dearth is great;

The people mutinous: and it is rumour'd^
Cominius, Marcius your old enemy,

—

Who is of Ron e worse hated than of you,

—

And Titus Lartius, a most valiant Roman,
These three lead on this preparation
Whither ’tis bent: most likely His for you:
Consider of it.

1 Sen. Our army’s in the field:

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready
To answer us.

Auf. Nor did you think it folly

To keep your great pretences veil’d till when
They needs must show themselves; which in

the hatching,
It seem’d, appear’d to Rome. By the discovery
We shall be shorten’d in our aimj which was,
To take m many towns ere, almost, Rome
Should know we were afoot.

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius,

Take your commission; hie you to your bands:
Let us alone to guard Coiioli:

If they set down before’s, for the remove
Bring up your army; but I think you’ll find

They’ve not prepar’d for us.

Auf. 0 , doubt not that;

I speak from certainties. Nay, more,
Some parcels of then power are forth already,

And only hitherward. I leave your honours.
If we and Cams Marcius chance to meet,
’Tis sworn between us we shal ever strike

Till one can do no more.
All. The gods assist you!
Auf. And keep your honours safe!

1 Sen. Farewell.

2 Sen. Farewell.
All. Farewell. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Rome. An Apartment in
Marcius’ House.

Enter Volumnia and Virgilia: they sit

down on two low stools and sew.

Vol. I pray you, daughter, sing, or express
yourself in a more comfortable sort: if my son
were my husband, I should freeher rejoice in
that absence wherein he won honour than in
the embracements of his bed where he would
show most love. When yet he was but tender-
bodied, and the only son of my womb; when
youth with comeliness plucked all gaze his
way; when, for a day of king’s entreaties, a
mother should not sell him an hour from her
beholding; I,—considering how honour would
become such a person; &at it was no better

than pcture-like to hang by the wall if renown
made it not stir,—^was pleased to let him seek
danger where he was hke to find fame. To a
cruel war I sent him; from whence he returned,

his brows bound with oak. I tell thee, daugh-
ter, I sprang not more in joy at first hearing he
was a man-child than now in first seeing he had
proved himself a man.

Vir. But had he died inthe business, madam?
how then?

Vol. Then his good report should have been
my son; I therein would have found issue.

Hear me profess sincerely,—^had I a doze
sons, each in my love alike, and none less dear
than thine and my good Marcius, I had rather
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liad eleven die nobly for their country than one
Toluptaously surfeit out of action.

Enter a Gentiewoman-

Genf. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to

visit you. [myself.

Kir. Beseech you, give me leave to retire

VoL Indeed you shall not,

Methkks I hear hither your husband’s drum;
See Mm pluck Auidius down by the hair;

As children from a bear, the Volsces shunning
him:

Methinfcs I see Mm stamp thus,and callthus,

—

Come on, you cowards! you were got in fear

Though you were born in Rome: his bloody brow
WithMs mail’d hand then wiping, forth he goes,

like to a harvest-man that’s task’d to mow
Or all, or lose Ms hire.

KiV. His bloody brow I O Jupiter, no blood!

Vot, Away, you fool! it more becomes a
man

Than gilt Ms trophy: the breasts of Hecuba,
When she did suckle Hector, look’d not lovelier

Than Hector’s forehead when it spit forth blood

At Grecian swords contending.—Tell Valeria

We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent.

Fir. Heavens blessmy lord from fell Aufidms

!

VoL He’ll beat Aufidius’ head below Ms knee,

And tread upon Ms neck.

Re-^nter Gentlewoman, with Valeria and
her Usher.

Val. My ladies both, good-day to you.

Vol, Sweet madam.
Fir. I am glad to see your ItdysMp.
V(d. How do you both? you are manifest

housekeepers. I^at are you sewing here?
A fine spot, in good faith.—How does your
little son?

Fir. I thank your ladysMp; well, good madam.
Fo?. He had rather see the swords and hear

a drum, than look upon Ms schoolmaster.
Val. O’ my word, the father’s son: I’ll swear

’tis a very pretty boy. O’ my troths I looked
upon Mm o’ Wednesday half an hour together:

has such a confirmed countenance. I saw him
run after a gilded butterfly; and when he caught
it he let it go again; and ^er it again; and over
and over he comes, and up again; catched it

again; or whether Ms fall enraged 3tdm, or how
’twas, he did so set Ms teeth and tear it; O, I
warrant, how he mammocked it!

VoL One on’s father’s moods.
Val Indeed, la, ’tis a noble child.

Fir. A crack, madam.
Val. Come, lay aside your stitchery; I must

have you play the idle housewife with me tMs
afternoon.

Fir. No, good madam; I will not out of doors.
Val Not out of doors!
Vol She shall, she shall.

Fir. Indeed, no, by your patience; Til not
over the threshold till my lord return from the
wars.

Fai. Fie, you confine yourself most un-
reasonably; come, you must go visit the good
lady that lies in.

Ftr. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit

her with my prayers; but I cmmot go tMther.

VoL Why, I pray you?
Fir. ’Tis not to save labour, nor that I want

love.

Val You would be another Penelope; yet
they say all the yam she spun in Ulysses’
absence did but fill Ithaca full of moths. Come;
I would your cambric were sensible as youx
finger, that you might leave pricking it for
pity.—Come, you shall go with us.

Fir. No, good madam, pardon me; indeedl
will not forth.

Val. In truth, la, go with me; and I’ll tell

you excellent news of your husband.
Fir. O, good madam, there can be none yet.

Val. Verily, I do not jest with you; there
came news from Mm last night.

Fir. Indeed, madam?
Val Li earnest, it’s true; I heard a senator

speak it. Thus it is:—The Volsces have an
army forth; against whom Comiiiius the general
is gone, with one part pf our Roman power:
your lord and Titus Lartius are set down before
their city Conoli, they notMng doubt prevailing,

and to make it brief wars. TMs is true, on
nune honour; and so, I pray, go with us.

Fir. Give me excuse, good madam; I will

obey you m everything hereafter.

Vol Let her alone, lady; as she is now, she
win but disease our better mirth,

Val. In troth, I tMnk she would.—Fare you
well, then.—Come, good sweet lady.—Pr’ythee,
Virgilia, turn thy solemness out o’ door, and
go Mong with us.

Fir. No, at a word, madam; indeed I must
not. I wish you much mirth.

Val WeU, then, farewell. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Before CoriolL

Enter, with drums and colours, Marcius,
Titus Lartius, Officers, and Soldiers.

Mar. Yonder comes news:—a wager they
have met.

Lart. My horse to yours, no.
Mar. ’Tis done.
lart. Agreed.

Enter a Messenger.

Afar. Say, has our general met the enemy?
Mess. They he in view; but have not spoke

as yet.

Lart. So, the good horse is mine.
Afar. m buy him of you.
lart. No, I’ll nor sell nor give him; lend

you Mm I will

For half a hundred years.—Summon the town.
Mar. How far ofi he these armies?
Afcss. Within tMs mile and half.

Afar. Then shall we hear their ’larum, and
they ours.

—

Now, Mars, I pr’yfhee, make us quick in work,
That we with smoking swords may march from

hence [blast.

To help our fielded friends!—Come, blow thy

They sound a parley. Enter, on the Walls,
some Senators and others.

Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls? [he,

I Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than
That’s lesser than a little. Hark, our drums
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[Brums afar off.

Are bringing forth otir yonthl we^U break our
walls,

Rather than they shall pound us up: our gates,

Which yet seem shut, we have but pina’d with
rushes;

They’ll open of themselves. Hark you far off!

[Alarum afar off.

There is Aufidius; list what work he makes
Amongst your cloven army.
Mar, 0, they are at it!

Lart. Their noise be our instruction.— •

Ladders, ho!
The Volsces enter and pass over.

Mar, They fear us not, but issue forth their

city. [fight

Now put your shields before your hearts,and
With hearts more proof than shields.—Ad-

vance, brave Titus:

They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts,

'Which makes me sweat with wrath.—Come
on, my fellows:

He that retires I’ll take him for a Volsce,

And he shall feel mine edge.

AlarumSf and exeunt Romans and Volsces

fighting. The Romans are beaten back to

their trenches. Re-enter MARcros.

Mar. All the contagion of the south light

on you, [plagues

You shames of Rome!—you herd of—Boils and
Plaster you o’er, that you may be abhorr’d

Further than seen, and one infect another

Against the wind a mhe! You souls of geese,

That bear the shapes of men, how have you

run [and heH!

From slaves that apes would beat! Pluto

All hurt behind; backs red, and faces pale

With flight and agued fear! Mend, and charge

home.
Or, by the fires of heaven, FU leave the foe

And make my wars on you: look toH: come on;

If you’ll stand fast we’H beat them to their

wives.

As they us to our trenches followed.

Another alarum. The Volsces and Romans
re-enter, and the fight is renewed. The
Volsces retire into Coridi, and Marcius
follows diem to the gates.

So, now the gates are ope:—now prove good
seconds:

’Tis for the followers fortune widens them,

Not for the fliers: mark me, and do the like.

[Ee enters the gates,

X Sol Fool-hardiness: not 1.

2 Sol Nor I.

[MARcros is shut in,

I Sd. See, they have shut him in.

All To the pot, I warrant him.
[Alarum continues.

Re-enter Titus Lartios.

Lart, What is become of Marcius?
All Slain, sir, doubtiess.

1 Sd. Following the fliers at the very heels.

With them he enters; who, upon the sudden,

Clapp’d-to their gates: he is himself alone,

To answer all the city.

Zorf. O noble fellow!
Who, sensible, outdares his senseless sword,
And when it bows stand up! Thou art left,

Marcius:
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art.

Were not so nch a jewel. Thou wast a soldier
Even to Cato’s wish, not fierce and temble
Only in strokes; but with thy gnm looks and
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds
Thou mad’st thine enemies shake, as if the

world
Were feverous and did tremble.

Re-enter Marcius, bleeding, assaulted bg the
enemy.

1 Sol Look, sir.

Lart. Of *tis Marcius!
Let’s fetch him off, or make remain alike.

[They fight, and all enter the city.

Scene Y.—>Withm Corioil A Street.

Enter certain Romans, with spoils,

1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome.
2 Rom. And I this.

3 Rom, A murrain on’t! I took this for silver,

[Alarum continues stilt afar off.

Enter Marcius and Tmjs Lartius mtha
trumpet.

Mar. See here these movers that do prize
their hours

At a crack’d drachm! Cushions, leaden spoo n s

Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would
Bury with those that wore them, these base

slaves, ' [with them!—
Ere yet the fight be done, pabk up:—down
And hark, what noise the general makes!—To

him!

—

There is the man of my soul’s hate, Aufidius,

Piercing our Romans: then, valiant Titus, take
Convenient numbers to m^e good the city;

Whilst I, with those that have the spirit, will
haste

To help Cominius.
Lart, Worthy sir, thou bleed’st;

Thy exercise hath been too violent for

A second course of fight.

Mar, Sir, praise me not;

My work hath yet not warm’d me: fare you
well:

The blood I drop is rather physical

Than dangerous to me: to Aufidius thus
I will appear, and fight.

Lart. Now the fair goddess, Poxtune,
Fall deep in love with thee; and her great

charms [man,
Misguide thy opposers’ swords! Bold gentle-

Prosperity be thy page!
Mar. Thy friend no less

Than those she placeth hi^estl—So farewell.

Lart, Thou worthiest Marcius!

—

[Exit Marcius.
Go, sound thy trumpet in the market-place;
Call thither all the officers o* the town,
Where they shall know our mind: away!

[Exeunii
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ScEim YL—Nem the Camp of CoMmitrs,

Enter CoMSSfius and i'orces, retreating.

Oom* Breatiie you, my Mends: well fought;

we aie come off

TJtw Romans, neither foolish in our stands

Kor cowardly in retire: believe me, sirs,

We sbflTl be charg’d again. Whiles we have

struck,

By Interim fi and conveying gusts we have heard

The charges of our friends. Ye Roman gods,

Lead their successes as we wish our own,

That both our powers, with smiling fronts

encountering,

May &ve you thankful sacrificeJ—

Enter a Messenger.

Thy news?
Mess. The citizens of Corioli have issued.

And ^ven to Lartius and to Marcius battle:

I saw our party to their trenches driven.

And then I came away.
Com. Though thou speak’st truth,

Methinks thou speak’st not well. How long

is’t since?

Mess. Above an hour, my lord.

Com. ’Tis not a mile; briefly we heard their

drums:
How couldst thou in a mile confound an hour.

And bring thy news so late?

Mess. Spies of the Volsces

Held me in chase, that I was forc’d to wheel

Three or four miles about; else had I, sir.

Half an hour since brought my report.

Com. Who’s yonder,

That does appear as he were flay’d? 0 gods!

He has flie stamp of Marcius; and I have
Before-time seen him thus.

Mar. [Within.] Come I too late?

Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from
a tahor

Morethanlknowthe sound of Marcius’ tongue
From every meaner man.

Enter Marcius.

Mar. Come I too late?

Com. Ay, if you come not m the blood of

others,

But mantled in your own.
Mar. O! let me clip you

In arms as sound as when I woo’d; in heart

As merry as when our nuptial day was done.

And tapers bura’d to bedward!
Com. Flower of warriors,

How is’t with Titus Lartius?

Mar. As with a man busied about decrees:
Condemning some to death and some to exile;

Ransoming him or pitying, thieat’nmg the
other;

Holding CorioK in the name of Rome,
Even l&e a fawning greyhound in the leash.

To let him slip at will.

Com. Where is that slave
Which told me they had beat you to your

trenches?
Where’s he? call Mm Hther.
Mar. Let Mm alone;

He did inform the truth: but for our gentlemen,

The common file,—a plague!—tribunes for
them!— fbudge

The mouse ne’er shunn’d the eat as they <fid

From rascals worse than they.

Com. But how prevail’d you?
Mar. Will the time serve to tell? I do not

Where is the enemy? are you lords o’ the field?

If not, why cease you till you are so?
Com. Marcius,

We have at disadvantage fought, and did
Retire, to win our purpose.

Mar. How lies their battle? know you on
which side

They have placed their men of trust?

Com. As I guess, Marcius,
Their bands in the vaward are the Antiates,

Of their best trust; o’er them Aufidius,

Their very heart of hope.
Mar. I do beseech you,

By all the battles wherein we have fought.

By the blood we have shed together, by the
vows

We have made to endure friends, that you
Erectly

Set me against Aufidius and his Antiates;

And that you not delay the present, but,

Fillmg the air with swords advanc’d and darts,

We prove tMs very hour.

Com. Though I could wish
You were conducted to a gentlo bath.

And balms apphed to you, yet dare I never
Deny your askmg: take your choice of those
That best can aid your action.

Mar. Those are they
That most are wfiling.—If any such be here,—
As it were sin to doubt,—that love this painting
Wherein you see me smear’d; if any fear
Lesser his person than an ill report;

If any think brave death outweighs bad life,

And that his country’s dearer than himself;
Let him alone, or so many so minded,
Wave thus [waving his haruJ], to express his

disposition.

And follow Marcius.
[They all shout, and wave their swords; take
him up in their arms, and cast up their caps.

O, me alone! make you a sword of me?
U these shows be not outward, which of you
But is four Volsces? none of you but is

Able to bear against the great Aufidius
A shield as hard as his. A certam number.
Though thanks to all, must I select from all:

the rest

Shall bear the business in some other fight,

As cause will be obey’d. Please you to march;
And four shall quicldy draw out my command,
Which men are best inclin’d.

Corn. March on, my fellows:
Make good this ostentation, and you shall
Divide in all with us, [Exeunt.

ScEKE VIL

—

The Gates of CorioU,

Titus Lartius, having set a guard t^on
CorioU, going with drum and trumpet towards
CoMiNius and Caius Marcius, enters with a
Lieutenant, a party of Soldiers, and a Scout.

iMTt, So, let the ports be guarded: keep
your duties
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As I have set them down. If I do send, des-
patch

Those centuries to our aid; the rest will serve
For a short holding: if we lose the field

We cannot keep the town.
Lieut Fear not our care, sir.

lart Hence, and shut your gates upon’s.

—

Our guider, come; to the Roman camp con-
duct us. [Exetmt

Scene VIII.—A Field of Battle between the
Roman and the Volsaan Camps.

Alarum, Enter, from opposite sides, Marcius
and Atjeidius.

Mar, I’ll with none but thee; for I do
hate thee

Worse than a promise-breaker.

Auf. We hate alike:

Not Afric owns a serpent I abhor
More than thy fame and envy. Fix thy foot.

Mar, Let the first budger die the other’s
slave,

And the gods doom him after!

Aitf, If I fiy, Maicius,
Halloo me like a hare.

Mar, Within these three hours, TuUus,
Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, [blood

And made what work I pleas’d: ’tis not my
Wherein thou seest me mask’d; for thy revenge
Wrench up thy power to the highest.

Auf, Wert thou the Hector
That was the whip Of your bragg’d progeny,
Thou shouldst not scape me here.

—

[Theff fight, and certain Volsces come to

the aid of Axjeedius.

Officious, and not valiant,—-you have sham’d
me

In your condemned seconds.

lExetmt fighting, driven in by Mar.

Scene IX,—The Roman Camp,

Alarum, A retreat is sounded. Flourish.

Enter, at one side, ColaiNius and Romans
at the other side, MARcros, with his arm in

a scwf, and other Romans.

Com. If I should tell thee o’er this thy day’s

work,
Thou’lt not beHeve thy deeds: but I’ll report it

Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles;

Where great patricians shall attend, and shrug,

V end admire; where ladies shall be
frighted,

And, gladly quak’d, hear more; where the dull

tribunes,

That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine

honours,
Shall say,against their hearts, Wethmdidiegc^s
Our Rome hath such a soldier!

Yet cam’st thou to a morsel of this feast,

Having fully dined before.

Enter Tirus Larttos, with his power, from
the pursuit

Lart 0 general,

Here is the steed, we the caparison:

Hadst thou beheld,

—

Mar. Pray now, no more; my mother,
Who has a charter to e:rtoi her blood, [done
When she does praise me grieves me. I have
As you have done,—that’s what I can; induc’d
As you have been,—that’s for my country:
He that has but effected his good will

Hath overta’en mine act
Com. You shall not be

The grave of your deserving; Rome must know
The value of her own; ’twere a concealment
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement,
To hide your doings; and to silence that
Which, to the spire and top of praises vouch’d,
Would seem but modest: therefore, I beseech

you,—
In sign of what you are, not to reward
What you have done,—before our army hear

me.
Mar. I have some wounds upon me, and

they smart
To hear themselves remember’d.
Com. Should they not.

Well might they fester ’gainst ingratitude.

And tent themselves with death. Of all the
horses,— [of all

Whereof we have ta’en good, and good store,

—

The treasure in this field achiev’d and city.

We render you the tenth; to be ta’en forth
Before the common distribution at

Your only choice.

Mar. I thank you, general;

But cannot make my heart consent to take
A bribe to pay my sword: I do refuse it;

And stand upon my common part with those
That have beheld the doing.

[A long flourish. They all cry, “Marciusl
Marciusl” cast up their caps and lances:

CoMmiDs and Lartius stand bare.

Mar. May these same instruments which
you profane [shall

Never sound morel When drums and trumpets
I’ the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities

Be made ah of false-fac’d soothing!

When steel grows soft as the parasite’s silk,

Let be made a coverture for the wars!
No more, I say! for that I have not wash’d
My nose that bled, or foil’d some debile

wretch,

—

Which, without note, here’s many else have
done,

—

You shout me forth in acclamations hyper-
bolical;

As if I loved my little should be dieted

In praises sauc’d with hes.

Com. Too modest are you;
More cruel to your good report than grateful

To us that give you truly: by your patience,

If ’gainst yourself you be incens’d, we’ll put
you,— [manacles,

Like one that means his proper harm,—in
Then reason safely with you.—^Therefore be it

known,
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius
Wears this war’s garland: in token of the

which,
My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him,
With all his trim belonging; and from this time,

For wot he did before Corioli, call Mm,
With all the apj^ause and clamour of the host,

Caius Marcius Coriolanus.—
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Bear the addition nobly ever!

[Flourish. Trumpets sound, and drums,
Alt. Cains Marcins Coiiolanusl

Cor. I will go wash;
And when my face is fair yon shall perceive

Whether I blush or no: howbeit, I thank you.

—

I mean to stride your steed; and at all times

To undercrest your good addition

To the fairness of my power.

Com, So, to our teat;

Where, ere we do repose us, we will write

To Rome of our success.—You, Titus Lartius,

Musst to CorioH back: send us to Rome
The best, with whom we may articulate,

For their own good and ours.

Lari. 1 shall, my lord.

Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I, that now
Refus’d most princely gifts, am bound to beg
Of my lord general.

Com. Take’t: ’tis yours.—What is’t?

Cor. I sometime lay here in Corioli

At a poor man’s house; he us’d me kindly:

He cned to me; I saw him prisoner;

But then Aufidius was within my view,

And wrath o’erwhelm’d my pity: I request you
To give my poor host freedom.
Com. O, well begg’d!

Were he the butcher of my son he should

Be free as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus

Lart. Marcius, his name?
Cor. By Jupiter, forgot:—

I am weary; yea, my memory is tir’d,

—

Have we no wine here?

Com. Go we to our tent:

The blood upon your visage dries; ’tis time

It should be look’d to: come. [Exeunt

Scene X.—TAe Camp of the Volsces.

A flourish. Comets. Enter Tmus Atnpi-

mus, bloody, with two or three Soldiers.

Auf. The town is ta’en! [dition.

I So?. ’Twill be deliver’d back on good con-

Auf. Condition!

I would I were a Roman; for I cannot,

Being a Volsce, be that I am.—Condition!

What good condition can a treaty find

I’ the part that is at mercy?—Five times,

Marcius, [beat me;
I have fought with thee; so often hast thou
And wouldst do so, 1 think, should we en^

counter
As often as we eat.—By the elements,
If e’er again I meet him beard to beard.
He’s mine or I am his: mine emulation
Hath not that honour in’t it had; for where
I thought to crush him in an equal force,

—

True sword to sword,—I’ll potch at him some
way.

Or wrath or craft may get him.
I Sol, He’s the devil.

Auf- Bolder, though not so subtle. My
valour’s poisoned

With only suffering stain by him; for him
Shall fly out of itself: nor sleep nor sanctuary,
Being naked, sick; nor fane nor Capitol,

The prayers of priests nor times of sacrifice,

Embarquements all on fury, shall lift up
Their rotten privilege and custom ’gainst
My hate to Marcius: where I find mm, were it

At home, upon my brother’s guard, even there,
Against the hospitable canon, would I

Wash my fierce hand in’s heart. Go you to
the city; [must

Learn how *tis held; and what they are that
Be hostages for Rome.

I Sol. Will not you go?
Auf, I am attended at the cypress grove:

I pray you,— [thither

’Tis south the city mills,—bring me word
How the world goes, that to the pace of it

I may spur on my journey.

1 So?. I shall, sir. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

Rome. A public Place.

Enter Menenics, Sicmius, and Brxjtcs.

Men. The augurer tells me we shall have
news tonight,

Bru. Good or bad?
Men. Not according to the prayer of the

people, for they love not Marcius.
Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their

friends.

Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love?
Sic. The lamb.
Men. Ay, to devour him; as the hungry

plebeians would the noble Marcins.
Bru. He’s a lamb indeed, that baas like a

bear.

Men. He’s a bear indeed, that lives like a
lamb. You two are old men: tell me one
thing that I shall ask you.

Both Trib. Well, sir.

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor in,

that you two have not in abundance?
Bru. He’s poor in no one fault, but stored

with all.

Sic. Especially in pride.

Bru, And topping all others in boasting.
Men. This is strange now: do you two know

how you are censured here in the city, I mean
of us o’ the nght-hand file? Do you?
Both Trib. Why, how are we censured?
Men. Because you talk of pride now,—will

you not be angry?
Both Trib. Well, well, sir, well.

Men. Why, ’tis no great matter; for a very
little thief of occasion will rob you of a great
deal of patience: give your dispositions the
reins, and be angry at your pleasures; at the
least, if you take it as a pleasure to you in
being so. You blame Marcius for being proud?

Bru. We do it not alone, sir.

Men. I know you can do very little alone;
for your helps are many, or else your actions
would grow wondrous single; your abilities

are too infant-like for doing much alone. You
talk of pride: 0 that you could turn you eyes
toward the napes of your necks, and make but
an interior survey of your good selves! 0 that
you could!

Bru. What then, sir?

Men, Why, then you should discover a brace
of unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates,—^alias, fools,—as any in Rome.

iSfc, Menenius, you are known well enough
too.
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Men. I am known to be a humorons patrician,

and one that loves a cup of hot wine with not

a drop of allaymg Tiber in’t: said to be some-
thing imperfect in favouring the first complaint,

hasty and tinder-hke upon too trivial motion;

one that converses more with the buttock of

the night than with the forehead of the morning.

What I think I utter, and spend my malice in

my breath. Meeting two such wealsmen as

you are,—I cannot call you Lycurguses,—^if

the drink you give me touch my ^ate ad-

versely, I make a crooked face at it. I cannot

say your worships have dehvered the matter

well when I find the ass in compound with the

major part of your syllables; and though I must
be content to bear with those that say you are

reverend grave men, yet they lie deadly that

tell you have good faces. If you see this in the

map of my microcosm, follows it that I am
known well enough too? What harm can your

bisson conspectuities glean out of this charac-

ter, if I be known well enough too? [enough.

5m. Come, sir, come, we know you well

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor

anything. You are ambitious for poor knaves’

caps and legs: you wear out a good wholesome
forenoon in hearing a cause between an orange-

wife and a fosset-seller; and then rejourn the

controversy of threepence to a second day of

audience.—^When you are hearing a matter

between party and party, if you chance to be

pinched with the colic, you make faces like

mummers; set up the bloody fliag against all

patience; and, in roaring for a chamber-pot,

^smiss the controversy bleeding, the more
entangled by your hearing: all the peace you

make in their cause is calling both lie parties

knaves. You are a pair of strange ones.

Bru. Come, come, you are well understood

to be a perfecter pber for the table than a

necessary bencher in the Capitol.

Men. Our very pnests must becomemockers
if they shall encounter such ridiculous subjects

as you are. When you speak best unto the

purpose it is not worth the wagging of your

beards; and your beards deserve not so honour-

able a grave as to stuff a botcher’s cushion or

to be entombed in an ass’s pack-saddle. Yet

you must be saying, Marcius is proud; who,

in a cheap estimation, is worth all your pred-

ecessors since Deucalion;though peradventure

some of the best of them were hereditary hang-

men. God-den to your worships: more of your

conversation would infect my brain, being the

herdsmen of the beastly plebeians: I will be

bold to take my leave of you.

[BRTjriTS and SiciNius retire.

Enter VoLUMNiA, ViRGiLiA, Valema, &c.

How now, my as fair as noble ladies,—and the

moon, were she earthly, no nobler,—^whither

do you follow your eyes so fast?

Vol Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius

approaches; for the love of Juno let’s go.

Men. Hal Marcius coming home!
Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius; and with most

prosperous approbation.

Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee.

—Hool Marcius coming homel

Vol. Yir. Nay, ’tis true,

Vol. Look, here’s a letter from him: the
state hath another, his wife another; and I
think there’s one at home for you.
Men. I will make my very house reel to-

mght.—A letter for me? [I saw it.

Vir. Yes, certain, there’s a letter for you;
Men. A letter for me 1 It gives me an estate

of seven years’ health; in winch time I wiU
make a hp at the physician: the most sovereign
prescription in Galen is but empmcutic, and,
to this preservative, of no better report than a
horse-drench. Is he not wounded? he was
wont to come home wounded.

Vir. 0, no, no, no.
Vol. 0, he is wounded, I thank the gods for’t.

Men. So do I too, if it be not too much.

—

Brings a victory in his pocket?—The wounds
become him.

Vol. On’s brows: Menenius, he comes the
third time home with the oaken garland.

Men. Has he disciplined Aufidius soundly?
Vol. Titus Lartius writes,—they fought to-

gether, but Aufidius got off.

Men. And ’twas time for him too. I’ll warrant
him that; an he had stayed by him, I would
not have been so fidiused for dUi the chests in

Corioli, and the gold that’s in them. Is the
senate possessed of this?

Vol. Good ladies, let’s go.—Yes, yes, yes;

the senate has letters from the general, wherein
he gives my son the whole name of the war;

he hath in this action outdone his former deeds
doubly. [of him.

Val. In troth, there’s wondrous things spoke
Men. Wondrous I ay, I warrant you, and

not without his true purchasing.

Vir. The gods grant them true!

Vol. True! pow, wow.
Men. True! I’ll be sworn they are true.--

Where is he wounded?

—

[To the Tribunes, who
come forward.] God save your good worships I

Marcius is commg home; he has more cause

to be proud.—^Where is he wounded?
Vol. P the shoulder and i’ the left arm:

there will be large cicatrices to show the people

when he shall stand for his place. He received

in the repulse of Tarqum seven hurts P the

'^ody.

Men. One i’ the neck and two 1’ the thigh,

—

there’s nine ihat I know.
Vol. He had, before tMs last expedition,

twenty-five wounds upon him.

Men. Now it’s twenty-seven: every gash

was an enemy’s grave. [A shout and flourish.]

Hark! the trumpets.

Vol. These are the ushers of Marcius: before
him [tears;

He carries noise, and behind him he leaves

Death, that dark spirit, in’s nervy arm doth

lie; [die.

Which, being advanc’d, declines, and then men

A sennet. Trumpets sound. Enter Comikitis

and Trros Lartihs; between them, Corio-

LANXIS, crowned with an oaken garland;

loifA Captains, Soldiers, and a Herald.

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius

did fight
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Within CorioH gates: where he hath won,

With fame, a name to Cains Marcius; these

In honour follows Coriolancs:

—

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coiiolanns!
[Flourish,

AU, Welcome to Rome, renowned Cono-
laniisl [heart;

Cot, No more of this, it does offend my
Pray now, no more.
Com, Looh, sir, your mother!

Cot, O,

Yon have, I know, petition’d all the gods

For my prosperity! [Kneels.

Vol, Nay, my good soldier, up;

My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and

By deed-achieving honour newly nam’d,

—

What is it?—Corioianus must I call thee?

But, 0, thy wife!
,

Cor. My gracious silence, hail!

Wouidst thou have laugh’d had I come coffin’d

home.
That weep’st to see me triumph? Ah,my dear,

Such eyes the widows in Conoli wear,

And mothers that lack sons.

Men. Now the gods crown thee!

Cot, And live you yet?—0 my sweet lady,

pardon* [To Valeria.

Vol, I know not where to turn.—0, welcome
home;—

And welcome, general;—and you are welcome

Men, A hundred thousand welcomes.—

I

could weep [Welcome:

And I could laugh; I am light and heavy.

—

A curse begin at very root on’s heart

That is not glad to see thee!—You are three

That Rome should dote on: yet, by the faith

of men, not

We have some old crab trees here at home that

Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome,
warriors:

We call a nettle but a nettle; and
The faults of fools but folly.

Com. Ever right.

Cor. Menenius, ever, ever.

Eer. Give way there, and go on!

Cor, Your hand, and yours:

[To his wife and mother.

Ere in our own house I do shade my head,
The good patricians must be visited;

From whom I have receiv’d not only greetings,

But with them change of honours.
Vol. I have lived

To see inherited my very wishes,
And the buildings of my fancy: only [but

There’s one thing wanting, which I doubt not
Our Rome will cast upon thee.

Cor, Know, good mother,
I had rather be their servant in my way
Than sway with them in theirs.

Com. On, to the Capitol,
[Flourish. Cornets. Exeunt m state, as

before. The Tribunes remain.
Btu. All tongues speak of him, and the

bleared sights
^e spectacled to see him: your prattling nurse
Into a rapture lets her baby cry
While she chats him: the kitchen mfllkin pins
Her richest lockram ’bout her reechy neck,
Clambermg the walls to eye him: stalls, bulks,

windows,

Are smother’d up, leads fill’d, and ridges hors’d
With variable complexions; ^ agreeing

In earnestness to see Mm: seld-shownfiamens
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff
To win a vulgar station: our veil’d dames
Commit the war of white and damask, in
Their nicely gawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil

Of Phoebus’ burning kisses: such a pother,

As if that whatsoever god who leads him
Were shly crept into his human powers.
And gave him graceful posture.

Sic, On the sudden,
I warrant him consul.

Bru. ' Then our oflSlce may,
During his power, go sleep. [honours

Sic. He cannot temperately transport his
From where he should begin and end; but will

Lose those that he hath won.
Bru, In that there’s comfort.
Sic, Doubt not the commoners, for whom we

stand,

But they, upon their ancient malice, will forget,

With the least cause, these Ms new honours;
which

That he’ll give them make as little question
As he is proud to do’t.

Bru, I heard him swear,
Were he to stand for consul, never would he
Appear i’ the market-place, nor on him put
The napless vesture of humihty;
Nor, showing, as the manner is, Ms wounds
To the people, beg their stinking breaths.

Sic, ’Tis ri^t.
Bru. It was Ms word; 0, he would miss it

rather [him,

Than carry it but by the suit of the geniry to

And the desire of the nobles.

Sic, I wish no better
Than have Mm hold that purpose, and to put it

In execution.

Bru. ’Tis most like he will.

Sic. It shall be to Mm then, as our good wills,

A sure destruction.

Bru. So it must fall out
To him or our authorities. For an end,
We must suggest the people in what hatred
He still hath held them; that to’s power he

would [and
Have made them mules, silenc’d their pleaders,
Dispropertied their freedoms: holding them,
In human action and capacity.

Of no more soul nor fitness for the world
Than camels in their war; who have their pro-

vand
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows
For sinking under them.

Sic. TMs, as you say, suggested
At some time when Ms soanng insolence
Shall touch the people,—^wMch time shall not

want,
If it be put upon’t; and that’s as easy
As to set dogs on sheep,—will be Ms fire

To kindle their dry stubble; and their blaze
Shall darken Mm for ever.

Enter a Messenger.

Sru. What’s the matter?
Mess. You are sent for to the Capitol. ’Tis

thought
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That Marcius shall be consul: [and
I have seen the dumb men throng to see him,
The blind to hear him speak; matrons flung

gloves,

Ladies andmaidstheirscarfs andhandkerchers,
Upon him as he pass’d: the nobles bended
As to Jove’s statuej and the commons made
A shower and thunder with their caps and

shouts:

I never saw the like.

Bru» Let’s to the Capitol;

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time.

But hearts for the event.

Sic, Have with you. [Exeunt,

Scene IL—Rome. The Capitol,

Enter two Officers, to lay cushions.

1 Off. Come, come; they are almost here,
How many stand for ponsulships?

2 Off, Three, they say: but ’tis thought of

every one Coriolanus will carry it.

1 Off, That’s a brave fellow; but he’s
vengeance proud, and loves not common
peo^e.

2 Off. Faith, there have been many great

men that have flattered the people, who ne’er

loved them; and there be many that they have
loved, they know not wherefore: so that, if

they love they know not why, they hate upon
no better a ground: therefore, for Coriolanus
neither to care whether they love or hate him
manifests the true knowledge he has in their

disposition; and, out of his noble carelessness,

lets them plainly see’t.

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had
their love or no, he waved indifferently ’twist

doing them neither good nor harm; but he
seeks their hate with greater devotion than they
can render it him; and leaves nothing undone
that may fully discover him their opposite.

How, to seem to aflect the malice and dis-

pleasure of the people is as bad as that which
he dislikes,—to flatter them for their love.

2 Off. He hath deserved worthily of his

counter: and his ascent is not by such easy
degrees as those who, having been supple and
courteous to the people, bonnetted, without any
further deed to have them at all into their esti-

mation and report: hut he hath so planted his

honours in their eyes, and his actions in their

hearts, that for their tongues to be silent, and
not confess so much, were a kind of ingrateful

injury; to report otherwise were a malice that,

giving itself the lie, would pluck reproof and
rebuke from every ear that heard it.

I Off. No more of hiai; he is a worthy man:
make way, they are coming.

A Sennet, Enter, with Lictors before them,

CoMmiTjs Consul, Menenius, Corio-
LANtrs, Senators, Sicinies, and Brutes.
The Senators take their places; the Tribunes

take theirs also by themselves.

Men, Having determin’d of the Volsces, and
To send for Titus Lartius, it remains,
As the main point of this our after-meeting,

To gratify his noble service that

Hath thus stood for his country: therefore

please you,

Most reverend and grave ciders, to desire
The present consul, and last general
In our well-found successes, to report
A little of that worthy work perform’d
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus; whom
We meet here, both to thank and to remember
With honours like himself.

1 Sen, Speak, good Cominius:
Leave nothing out for length, and make us

thiTilr

Rather our state’s defective for requital
Than we to stretch it out.—Masters o* the

people,

We do request your kindest ears; and, after,

Your lovmg motion toward the common body,
To yield what passes here.

Sic, We are convented
Upon a pleasing treaty; and have hearts
Inclinable to honour and advance
The theme of our assembly.

Bru. Which the rather
We shall be bless’d to do, if he remember
A kinder value of the people tban
He hath hereto priz’d them at.

Men, That’s oft, that’s off;

I would you rather had been silent. Please
you

To hear Cominius speak?
Bru. Most willingly:

But yet my caution was more pertinent
Than the rebuke you give it.

Men, He loves your peojde;
But tie him not to be their bedfellow.

—

Worthy Comimus, speak.
[Coriolanus rises, and offers to go away.

Nay, keep your place.

I Sen, Sit, Coriolanus; never shame to hear
What you have nobly done.

Cor, Your honours’ pardon:
I had rather have my wounds to heal again
Than hear say how I got them.

Bru. Sir, I hope
My words disbench’d you not.

Cor. No, sir; yet oft.

When blows have made me stay, I fled from
words. [people.

You sooth’d not, therefore hurt not: but your
I love them as they weigh.
Men. Pray now, sit down.
Cor. I had rather have one scratch my head

i’ the sim
When the alarum were struck, than idly sit

To hear my nothings monster’d. (Fxif.

Men. Masters 0’ the people, *

Your multiplying spawn how can he flatter,

—

That’s thousand to one good one,—when you
now see

He had rather venture all his limbs for honour
Than one on’s ears to hear it?—Proceed,

Comimus. [lanus

Com. I shall lack voice: the deeds of Corio-

Should not be utter’d feebly.—It is held
That valour is the chiefest virtue, and
Most dignifies the haver: if it be.

The man I speak of cannot in the world
Be singly counterpois’d. At sixteen years,

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he
fought

Beyond the mark of others: our then dictator,

Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight,
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When with Ms Ama2oman cMn he drove
The bristled lips before him: he bestnd
An o*erpress’d Roman, and i’ the consul’s view
Slew three opposers: Tarquin’s self he met,
And struck him on his knee: in that day’s feats.

When he might act the woman in the scene,

He prov’d best man i’ the field, and for his meed
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age
Man-enter’d thus, he waxed like a sea;

And in the brunt of seventeen battles since

He lurch’d ail swords of the garland. For this

last,

Before and in Corioli, let me say,

I cannot speak him home: he stopp’d the fliers;

And byMs rare example made the coward
Turn terror into sport: as weeds before
A vessel under sail, so men obey’d,
And fell below Ms stem; Ms sword,-—death’s

stamp,

—

Where it did mark, it took; from face to foot

He was a tMng of blood, whose every motion
Was timed wiSi dying cries: alone he enter’d

The mortal gate of the city, wMch he painted
With shunless destiny; aidless came off,

And with a sudden re-enforcement struck
Corioli like a planet. Now all’s Ms:
When, by and by, the din of war ’gan pierce

His ready sense then straight Ms doubled spirit

Re-quicken’d whatm flesh was fatigate,

And to the battle came he; where he did
Run reeking o’er the lives of men as if

*

'Twere a perpetual spoil: and till we call’d

Both field and city ours he never stood
To ease Ms breast with panting.

Men. Worthy man!
I Sen. He cannot but with measure fit the

honours
WMch we devise Mm.
Com. Our spoils he kick’d at;

And look’d upon things precious as they were
The common muck of the world: he covets less
Than misery itself would give; rewards
His deeds with doing them; and is content
To spend the time to end it.

Men. He’s right noble:
Let him be call’d for.

I Sen. Call Coriolanus.

Of. He doth appear.

Re-enter CdRiOLANtrs.

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well
pleas’d

To make thee consul.
Cor. I do owe them still

My life and services.

Men. It then remains
That you do speak to the people.

Cor. I do beseech you
Let me o’erleap that custom; for I cannot
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat

them,
For my wounds’ sake, to give their suffrage:

please you
That I may pass tMs doing.

Sir, the people
Must have their voices; neither will they bate
One jot of ceremony.

„ Put them not to’t:

—

Pray you, go fit you to the custom; and

Take to you, as your predecessors have,
Your honour with your form.

Cor. It is a part
That I shall blush in acting, and might well
Be taken from the people.
Bra. Mark you that?
Cor. To brag unto them,—thus I did, and

thus;— [hide
Show them the unacMng scars which I should
As if I had receiv’d them for the hire
Of their breath only!

—

Men. Do not stand upon’t.—

-

We recommend to you, tnbunes of the people,
Our purpose to them;—and to our noble consul
Wish we all joy and‘honour.

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour!
[Flourish. Exeunt all but Sic.

and Bru.
Bra. You see how he intends to use the

people.

Sic. May they perceive’s intent! He will

requite them
As if he did contemn what he requested
Should be m them to give.

Bru. Come, we’ll inform them
Of our proceedings here: on the market-place
I know they do attend us. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—Rome. The Forum.

Enter several Citizens.

1 at. Once, if he do require our. voices, we
ought not to deny him.
2 Cit. We may, sir, if we will.

3 Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it,

but it is a power that we have no power to do:
for if he show us Ms wounds and tell us Ms
deeds, we are to put our tongues into those
wounds, and speak for them; so, if he tell us
Ms noble deeds, we must Mso tell him our
noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is mon-
strous: and for the multitude to be mgrateful,
were to make a monster of the multitude; of
the wMch we, being members, should bring
ourselves to be monstrous members,

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of,

a little help will serve; for once we stood up
about the com, he himself stuck not to call us
the many-headed multitude.
3 at. We have been c^ed so of many; not

that our heads are some brown, some black,
some auburn, some bald, but that our wits are
so diversely coloured; and truly I tMnk, if ail
our wits were to issue out of one skull, they
would fly east, west, north, south; and their
consent of one direct way should be at once to
aH the points 0 ’ the compass-
2 at. Think you so? WMch way do you

judge my wit would fly?

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as
pother’s man’s will,—-’tis strongly wedged up
in a block-head; but if it were at liberty, ’twould
sure, southward.
2 Cit. Why that way?
3 Cit. To lose itself in a fog; where being

three parts melted away with rotten dews, the
fourth would return, for conscience ’sake, to
help to get thee a wife.
2 Cii. You are never without your tricks:

—

you may, you may.
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S Cit Are you all resolved to give your
voices^ But that’s no matter, the greater part

carries it. I say, if he would incline to the
people, there was never a worthier man. Here
he comes, and in the gown of humility: mark
his behaviour. We are not to stay altogether,

but to come by him where he stands, by ones,
|

by twos, and by threes. He’s to make his'

requests by particulars, wherein every one of us

,

has a single honour, in giving him our own
voices with our own tongues: therefore follow

me, and I’ll direct you how you shall go by him.
All. Content, content. [Exeunt.

Enter Coriolanus and Menenius.

Men. O sir, you are not nght; have you not
known

The worthiest men have done’t!

Cor. What must I say?

—

J pray, sir,—Plague upon’t! I cannot bring

My tongue to such a pace.

—

Look, sir,—my
wounds;

—

I got them in my counfry^s service, when
Some certain of your bretkern roafd, and ran
From the noise of our own drums.
Men. 0 me, the gods!

You must not speak of that: you must desire

them
To think upon you.

Cor. Think upon me! hang ’em!

I would they would forget me, like the virtues

Which our divines lose by ’em.
Men. You’ll mar all

rii leave you. Pray you, speak to ’em, I pray
you.

In wholesome maimer.
Cor. Bid them wash their faces

And keep their teeth clean. [Exit Menenius.
So, here comes a brace:

Re-enter two Citizens.

You know the cause, sirs, of my standing here.

1 CiU We do, sir; tell us what hath brought
you to’t.

Cor. Mme own desert.

2 Cit. Your own desert!

Cor. Ay, not mine own desire.

1 Cit. How! not your own desire!

Cor. No, sir, ’twas never my desire yet to

trouble the poor with begging.

1 Cit. You must think, if we give you any-

thing, we hope to gain by you. [consulship?

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o’ the

1 Cit. The pnee is to ask it kindly.

Cor. Kindly! sir, I pray, let me ha’t: I

have wounds to show you, which shall be
yours in private.—Your good voice, sir; what
say you?
2 Cit You Shan ha’ it, worthy sir.

Cor. A match, sir.—There is in all two
worthy voices begg’d.—I have your alms:

adieu.

1 at. But this is something odd.
2 Cit. An ’twere to give again,—but ’tis no

matter. [Exeunt two Citiz«is.

Re- enter other two Citizens.

Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the

tune of your voices that I may be consul, I

have here the customary gown.

3

Cit. You have deserved nobly of your
country, and you have not deserved nobly.

Cor. Your enigma?
3 Cit. You have been a scourge to her

enemies, you have been a rod to her friends;

you have not, indeed, loved the common
people.

Cor. You should account me the more
virtuous, that I have not been common in my
love. I will, sir, flatter my sworn brother,
the people, to earn a dearer estimation of them;
’tis a condition they account gentle: and siace

he wisdom of their choice is rather to have my
hat than my heart, I win practise the insinuat-
mg nod, and be off to them most counterfeitly;

that IS, sir, I wiU counterfeit the bewitchment
of some popular man, and give it bountifully
to the desirers. Therefore, beseech you, I
may be consul.

4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend; and
therefore give you our voices heartily.

3

Cit. You have received many wounds for
your country.

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with
showing them. I will make much of your
voices, and so trouble you no further.

Both Cit. The gods give you joy, sir, heartily!

[Exeunt.
Cor. Most sweet voices’

—

Better it is to die, better to starve,

Than crave the hire which first we do deserve.
Why in this wolfish toge should I stand here,
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear,
Their needless vouches? Custom calls me

to’t:—
What custom wills, m all things should we do’t,

The dust on antique time would he unswept,
And mountainous error be too highly heap’d
For truth to o’erpeer. Rather than fool it so,

Let the high ofiBce and the honour go
To one that would do thus.—I am half through;
The one part suffer’d, the other will I do.

Here come more voices.

Re-enter other three Citizens.

Your voices: for your voices I have fought;

Watch’d for your voices; for your voices bear
Of wounds two dozen odd; battles thrice six

I have seen and heard of; for your voices have
Done many things, some less, some more: your

voices:

Indeed, I would be consul.

5 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go
without any honest man’s voice.

6 Cit. Therefore let him be consul: the gods
give him joy, and make him good fnend to the
people!

All 3 Citizens. Amen, amen.—God save
thee, noble consul! [Exeunt.

Cor. Worthy voices!

Re-enter Menenius, with Brutus and
SlClNIUS.

Men. You have stood your limitation; and
the tribunes

Endue you with the people’s voice:—remains
That, in the ojSBcial marks invested, you
Anon do meet the senate.

Cor. Is this done?
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Sic, Hie custoni of request you have dis-

charg’d;

The i^eople do adroit you; and are summon’d
To meet anon, upon your approbation

CcT, Where? at the senate-house’

&c. There, Coriolanus.

Cor. May I change these garments?

Sic. You may, sir.

Cor. That I’ll straight do; and, knowing
myself again,

Repair to ^e senate-house. [along?

Men, m keep you company.—Will you
5m. We stay here for the people.

Sic, * tare you well.

[Exeunt. Cor, and Men.
He has it now; and by his looks methinks
’Tis warm at his heart. [weeds.

Bru. With a proud heart he wore his humble
Will you dismiss the people?

Re-enter Citizens.

Sic, How now, my masters! have you chose
this man?

1 at. He has our voices, sir. [loves.

Bru, We pray the gods he may deserve your
2 at. Amen, sir;—to my poor unworthy

notice,

He mocked us when he begg’d our voices.

3 at. Certainly,

He flouted us downright.

1 at. No, ’tiS his Mad of speech,—he did

not mock us.

2 at. Not one amongst us, save yourself,

but says

He us’d us scornfully: he should have skew’d us
ffis marks of merit, wounds receiv’d for’s

country.

Sic, Why, so he did, I am sure.

Citizens, No, no; no man saw ’em.

3 at. He said he had wounds, which he
could show in private;

And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn,

I mould be consul, says he; aged custom,

But bu pour yoices, loiU not sopermit me;
lour voices therefore: when we granted that.

Here was, / Umk you for your voices,—thank
you,—

lour most sweet voices:—now you have left

Your voices,

/ ham no further with you:—^was not this

mockery?
Sic. Why, either were you ignorant to see’t?

Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness

To yield your voices?

Bru. Could you not have told him.
As you were lesson’d,—^when he had no power,
But was a petty servant to the state.

He was your enemy; ever spake against

Your liberties, and the charters that you bear
I’ the body of the weal: and now, arriving

A place of potency and sway 0’ the state,

If he should still malignantly remain
Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might
Be curses to yourselves? You should have said,

That as his worthy deeds did claim no less

Than what he stood for, so his gracious nature
Would think upon you for your voices, and
Translate Ms malice towards you into love,

Standing your friendly lord.

Sic, Thus to have said,

As you were fore-advis’d, had touched his spirit

And tried his inclination; from him pluck’d
Either his gracious promise, which you might.
As cause had call’d you up, have held him to;

Or else it would have gall’d Ms surly nature,'

WMch easily endures not article

Tying Mm to aught; so, putting Mm to rage,

You should have ta’en the advantage of Ms
choler,

And pass’d him unelected.

Bru. Bid you perceive
He did solicit you in free contempt
^en he did need your loves; and do you think
That Ms contempt shall not be bruising to you
When he hath power to crush? Why, had

your bbMes [cry

No heart among you? Or had you tongues to
Agamst the rectorsMp of judgment?

Sic, Have you
Ere now denied the asker? and now again,

On bim that did not ask but mock, bestow
Your su’d-for tongues? [him yet.

3 at. He’s not confirm’d; we may deny
2 at. And will deny him;

Pn have five hundred voices of that sound,
i Cit. I twice five hundred, and their friends

to piece ’ em. [friends
Bm. Get you hence instantly; and tell those

They have chose ^ consul tbat will from them
take

Their liberties; make them of no more voice
Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking
As therefore kept to do so.

Sic, Let them assemble;
And, on a safer judgment, all revoke
Your ignorant election: enforce his pride
And Ms old hate unto you: besides, forget not
With what contempt he wore the humble weed;
How in Ms suit he scorn’d you; but your loves,
Thinking upon Ms services, took from you
The apprehension of Ms present portance,
WMch, most gibingly, ungravely, he did fasMon
After the Inveterate hate he bears you.
Bm. Lay

A fault on us, your tribunes; that we labour’d,

—

No impediment between,—^but that you must
Cast your election on Mm.

Sic. Say you chose Mm
More after our commandment than as guided
By your own true affections; and that your

minds,
Ih-e-occupied with what you rather must do
Than what you should, made you against the

gram
To voice him consul. Lay the fault on us.

Bru. Ay, spare us not. Say we read lectures
to you,

How youngly he began to serve Ms country,
How long continued: and what stock lie springs

of— [came
The noble house o’ the Marcians; from whence
That Ancus Marcius, Numa’s daughter’s son.
Who, after great Hostilius, here was ^g;
Of the same house Publius and Quintus were,
That our best water brought by conduits

Mther;
And Cencorinus, darling of the people,
And nobly nam’d so, twice being censor,
Was Ms great ancestor.
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Sic. One thus descended,

That hath beside well in his person wrought

To be set high in place, we did commend
To your remembrances: but you have found.

Scaling his present bearing with his past,

That he’s your fixed enemy, and revoke

Your sudden approbation.

Bm. Say you ne’er had done’t,

—

Harp on that still,—but by our putting on:

And presently when you have drawn your
number,

Repair to the Capitol.

Citizens. We will so; almost all

Repent in their election. [Exeimt.

Bm. I'Ct them go on;

This mutiny were better put in hazard

Than stay, past doubt, for greater:

If, as Ms nature is, he fall in rage

With their refusal, both observe and answer

The vantage of his anger.

Sic. To the Capitol,

Come: we will be there before the stream o’

the people;

And tMs shall seem, as partly ’tis, their own,

WMch we have goaded onward. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Rome. A Street.

Comets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius,
CoMiNtrs, Titus Lartius, Senators, and
Patricians.

Cor. TuHus Aufidius, then, had made new
head? [caus’d

Lart. He had, my lord; and that it was which
Our swifter composition.

Cor. So then the Voices stand but as at first;

Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make
road

Hpon’s again.

Com. They are worn, lord consul, so

That we shall hardly in our ages see

Their banners wave again.

Cor. Saw you Aufidius?

Lart. On safeguard he came to me; and did

curse
Against the Volsces, for they had so vilely

Yielded ^e town: he is retir’d to Antium.

Cor. Spoke he of me?
Lart. He did, my lord.

Cor. How? what?
Lart. How often he had met you, sword to

sword;
That of all things upon the earth he hated
Your person most; that he would pawn his

forttmes
,

To hopeless restitution, so he might
Be call’d your vanquisher.

Cor. At Antium lives he?

'

Lart. At Antium.
Cor. I wish I had a cause to seek him there,

To oppose his hatred fully.— Welcome home.
[To Lartius.

Enter Sicmius and Brutus.

Behold! these are the tribunes of the people,

The tongues o* the common mouth. I do
despise them;

For they do prank them in authority,
Against all noble sufierance.

Sic. Pass no further.
Cor. Ha! what is that?
Bru. It will be dangerous to go on; no

further.

Cor. What makes this change?
Men. The matter? [commons?
Com. Hath he not pass’d the nobles and the
Bru. Cominius, no.
Cor. Have I had children’s voices?
I Sen. Tribunes, give way; he shall to the

market-place.
Bm. The people are incens’d against
Sic. Stop,

Or all will fall in broil.

Cor. Are these your herd?

—

Must these have voices, that can yield them
now, [your offices?

And straight disclaim their tongues?—^What are
You being their mouths, why rule you not their

teeth?

Have you not set them on?
Men. Be calm, be calm.
Cor. It is a purpos’d thing, and grows by

plot,

To curb the will of the nobility:

Sufierit, and live with such as cannot rule,

Nor ever will be rul’d.

Bm. CaB’t not a plot:

The people cry you mock’d them; and of late,

When com was given them gratis, you repin’d;

Scandal’d the suppliants for the people,—call’d

them
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness.

Cor. Why, this was known before
Bm. Not to them all.

Cor. Have you inform’d them sithence?

Bm. How! I inform them!
Cor. You are like to do such business.

Bm. Not unlike,

Each way, to better yours.

Cor. Why, then, should I be consul? By
yon clouds,

Let me deserve so as you, and make me
Your feUow tribune.

Sic. You show too much of that
For wMch the people stir: if you will p^
To where you are bound, you must inquire

your way,
WMch you are out of, with a gentler spirit;

Or never be so noble as a consul.

Nor yoke with him for tribune.

Men. Let’s be calm.
Com. The people are abus’d; set on. This

pMt’ring

Becomes not Rome; not has Coriolanus
Deserv’d tMs so dishonour’d mb, laid falsely

r the plain way of his merit.

Cor. Tell me of com!
This was my speech, and I will speak’t again,

-

Men. Not now, not now.
I Sen. Not in tMs heat, sir, now.
Cor. Now, as I live, I will.— My nobler

fnends,
I crave their pardons:
For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them
Regard me as I do not flatter, and
Therein behold themselves: I say again,

In soothing them we nourish ’gainst our senate
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The cocMe of rebellion, insoience, sedition.

Which we ourselves have ploughM for, sow’d,

and scatter’d, (bers;

By mingling them with us, the honour’d num-
Who kch not virtue, no, nor power but that

Which they have given to beggars.

Men. Well, no more.

1 Sen. No more words, we beseech you.

Cor. How! no more!
As for my country I have shed my blood,

Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs

Coin words till their decay against those measles
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought

The very way to catch them.
Bru, You speak 0’ the people

As if you were a god to punish, not

A man of their infirmity.

Sic. ’Twere well

We let the people know’t.

Men. What, what? his choler?

Cor. Choler!

Were I as patient as the midmght sleep,

By Jove, ’twould be my mind!
Sic. It IS a mind

That shall remain a poison where it is,

Not poison any further.

Cor. Shall remain!

—

Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark you
His absolute shall?

Com. ’Twas from the canon.

Cor. Shall'

0 good, but most imwise patricians! why,
You grave, but reckless senators, have you thus

Given Hydra leave to choose an officer,

That with his peremptory shall, being but

The horn and noise 0’ the monster, wants not

spirit

To say he’E turn your current in a ditch,

And make your channel his? If he have power.

Then vail your ignorance: if none, awake
Your dangerous lenity. If you are leam’d
Be not as common fools; if you are not,

Let them have cushions by you. You are

plebeians

If they be senators: and they are no less

When, both your voices blended, the great'st

taste [trate;

Most palates theirs. They choose their magis-
And such a one as lie, who puts his shall,

His popular shall, against a graver bench
Than ever frown’d in Greece. By Jove himself,

It makes the consuls base: and my soul aches
To know, when two authorities are up,
Neither supreme, how soon confusion
May enter ’twixt the gap of both, and take
The one by the other.

Com. Well, on to the market-place.
Cor. Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth

The com 0’ the storehouse gratis, as ’twas us’d
Sometime m Greece,

—

Men. Well, well, no more of that.

Cor. Though there the people had more
absolute power,

—

1 say, they nourish’d disobedience, fed
The rum of the state.

Bru. Why, shall the people give
One that speaks thus their voice?

Cor. I’ll give my reasons,
More worthier than their voices. They know

the com
i

Was not our recompense, resting well assur’d
They ne’er did service for’t: being press’d to

the war,
Even when the navel of the state was touch’d,
They would not thread the gates,—this kind

of service

Did not deserve com gratis: being i’ the war,
Theirmutimes and revolts, wherein they show’d
Most valour, spoke not for them. The accusation
Which they have often made against the senate,
Ail cause unborn, could never be the motive
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then?
How shall this bisson multitude digest

The senate’s courtesy? Let deeds express
What’s like to be their words: —We did request

It;

We are the greater poll, arid in true fear
They gave us our demands'—thus we debase
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble
Call our cares fears: which will in time
Break ope the locks 0’ the senate, and bring m
The crows to peck the eagles.

—

Men. Come, enough.
Bru. Enough, with over-measure.
Cor. No, take more:

What may be sworn by, both divine and human,
Seal what I end withal!—This double wor-

ship,

—

Where one part does disdain with cause, the
other [wisdom,

Insult without all reason; where gentry, title,

Cannot conclude but by the yea and no
Of general ignorance,—it must oimt
Real necessities, and give way the while
To unstable slightness: purpose so barr’d, it

follows, [you,—
Nothing is done to purpose. Therefore, beseech
You that will be less fearful than discreet;

That love the fundamental part of state

More than you doubt the change on’t, that
prefer

A noble life before a long, and wish
To vamp a body with a dangerous physic
That’s sure of death without it,—at once pluck

out
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick

The sweet which is their poison: your dishonour
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the state

Of that integrity which should become’t;
Not having the power to do the good it would,
For the ill which doth control’t.

Bru. Has said enough.
Sk. Has spoken like a traitor, and shall

answer
As traitors do.

Cor. Thou wretch despite o’erwhelm thee!

—

What should the people do with these bald
tribunes?

On whom depending, their obedience fails

To the greater bench: m a rebellion, [law,

When what’s not meet, but what must be, was
Then were they chosen; in a better hour
Let what is meet be said it must be meet,
And throw their power V the dust.

Bru. Manifest treason.
Sic. This a consul? no.
Bru. The aediles, hoi—Let him be appre-

hended. [whose name myself
Sic. Go, call the people [Exit Brutus];—in

Attach thee as a traitorous innovator,
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A foe to the public weal. Obey, I charge thee,

And follow to thme answer.

Cor. Hence, old goat!

Sen. and Pat Wa’ll surety him.
Com. Aged sir, hands off.

Cor. Hence, rotten thing! or I shall shake
thy bones

Out of thy garments.

Sic. Help, ye citizens!

Re-enter Brutus, iviik the iEdiles and a
rabble of Citizens.

Men. On both sides more respect.

Sic. Here’s he that would take from you
all your power.

Bru. Seize him, aediles.

Citizens. Down with him! down with him!
2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons!

[They all bustle about Coriolahus
Tribunes, patricians, citizens!—what, ho!—
Sicimus, Brutus, Conolanus, citizens!

Citizens. Peace, peace, peace; stay, hold,

peace!
Men. What is about to be?—I am out of

breath; [bunes
Confusion’s near; I cannot speak.—You tri-

To the people,—Conolanus, patience:

—

Speak, good Sicinius.

Sic. Hear me, people; peace!
Citizens. Let’s hear our tnbune: peace!

—

Speak, speak, speak.

Sic. You are at point to lose your liberties:

Marcius would have all from you; Marcius,
Whom late you have nam’d for consul.

Men. Fie, fie, fie!

This IS the way to kindle, not to quench.

I Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat.

Sic. What IS the city but the people?

Citizens. True,

The people are the city.

Bru. By the consent of all, we were estab-

lish’d

The people’s magistrates.

Cit. You so remain.
Men. And so are like to do.

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat;

To bring the roof to the foundation.

And bury all which yet distinctly ranges.

In heaps and piles of ruin.

Sic. This deserves death.

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority,

Or let us lose it.—We do here pronounce,

Bpon the part 0’ the people, in whose power
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy
Of present death.

Sic. Therefore lay hold of him;
Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence
Into destruction cast him.

Bru. iEdiles, seize him!
Citizens. Yield, Marcius, yield!

Men. Hear me one word;
Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word.

.Sd. Peace, peace! [friends,

Men. Be that you seem, truly your country’s

And temperately proceed to what you would
Thus violently redress.

Bru. Sir, those cold ways,
That seem like prudent hdlps, are very poison-

Where the disease is violent.—Lay hands upon
him,

And bear him to the rock.
Cor. No, I’ll die here.

[Draius his sword.
There’s some among you have beheld me

fighting-

Come, try upon yourselves what you have
seen me.

Men, Down with that sword!—Tnbunes,
withdraw awhile.

Bru. Lay hands upon him.
Men. Help Marcius, help.

You that be noble, help him, young and old!

Citizens. Down with him, down with him*
[In this mutiny the Tnbunes, the ^diles,

and the People are beat m.
Men. Go, get you to your house, be gone,

away!
All will be naught else.

2 Sen. Get you gone.
Cor. Stand fast;

We have as many friends as enemies.
Men. Shall it be put to that?

I Sen. The gods forbid*

I pr’ythee, noble friend, home to thy house,
Leave us to cure this cause.
Men. For ’tis a sore upon us.

You cannot tent yourself, be gone, beseech
you.

Com. Come, sir, along with us. [are,

Cor. I would they were barbarians,—as they
Though in Rome litter’d,—not Romans,—as

they are not.

Though calv’d 1’ the porch 0’ the Capitol,

—

Men. Be gone,
Put not your worthy rage into your tongue;
One time will owe another.

Cor. On fair ground
1 could beat forty of them.
Men. I could myself

Take up a brace 0’ the best of them; yea, the
two tribunes.

Com. But now ’tis odds beyond arithmetic;

And manhood is call’d foolery when it stands
Against a falling fabnc.—Will you hence,
Before the tag return? whose rage doth rend
Like interrupted waters, and o’erbear

What they are used to bear.

Men, Pray you, be gone;
I’ll try whether my old wit be in request
With those that have but httle: this must be

patch’d

With clo^ of any colour.

Com. Nay, come away.
[Exeunt CoR., Com., and others.

1 Pat. This man has maix’d his fortune.

Men. His nature is too noble for the world:

He would not flatter Neptune for Ms tndent.

Or Jove for’s power to thunder. His heart’s

his mouth:
What his breast forges, that his tongue must

vent;

And, being angry, does forget that ever

He heard the name of deaSi. [A noise mfhin.
Here’s goodly work!

2 Pat I would they were a-bedi

Men. I would they were in Tiber! What,
the vengeance,

Could he not speak ’em fair?
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Re~enier Brutus and Sicnrius, with the Tie harm of uascann’d swiftness, will, too late
rabble. Tie leaden pounds to’s heels. Proceed by

TW mmiM parties,—as he is belov’d,—break out,

Be every man nimselir
'

Men. You worthy tribunes,— Szc.’ What do you talk?
ere so,—

Sic. He shall be thrown down the Taipeian Have we not had a taste of his obedience?

. . ... aediles »smote? ourselves resisted?—
With ngorous hands; he hath resisted law, come,

—

And therefore law shall scorn him further trial Men. Consider thist—he has been bred i’ theTh^ the severity of the public power, wars
Which he so sets at nau^t. Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school’d

1 at. He shall well know In bolted language; meal and bran together
The noble tribunes are the people’s mouths. He throws without distinction. Give me leave
Anti KXTA T^ll erjs 1.* ^And we their hands. I’ll go to him, and undertake to bring him

*

atizens. He shall, sure on’t. Where he shall answer, by a lawful form,
Men. Sir, sir,— In peace, to his utmost penl.
Sic. Peace! i Sen. Noble tribunes.
Men. Do not cry havoc, where you should It is the humane way: the other course

but hunt Will prove too bloody; and the end of it

With modest warrant. Unknown to the beginnmg.
Sic. Sir, how comes’t that you Sic. Noble Menenius,

Have holp to make this rescue? Be you then as the people’s officer.

—

Men. Hear me speak:— Masters, lay down your weapons.
As I do know the consul’s worthiness, Bru. Go not home.
So can I name his faults,— Sic. Meet on the market-place.—We’ll

Sic. Consul!—what consul? attend you tiiere;

Men. The consul Coriolanus. Where, if you bring not Marcius, we’ll proceed
Bm. He consult In our first way.
Cifizena. No, no, no, no, no. Men, I’ll bring him to -you,—

•

Men. If, by the tribunes’ leave, and yours, [To the Senators.] Letme desire your company:
good people, he must come,

I may be heard, I would crave a word or two; Or what is worst follow.
The which shall turn you to no further harm
Than so much loss of time.

Sic. Speak briefly, then;
Por we are peremptory to despatch
This viperous traitor: to eject him hence
Were but one danger; and to keep him here
Our certain death: therefore it is decreed
He dies to-night.

Afen. Now the good gods forbid
That our renowned Rome, whose gratitude
Towards her deserved children is enroll’d
la Jove’s own book, like an unnatural dam
Shotdd now eat up her own!

Sfc. He’s a disease that must be cut away. gg rt.«s +i,ein
Men, O, he’s a limb that has but a disease; , p-/

1 Sen. Pray you, let’s to him.
[Sxeunt.

ScESTE II.

—

Rome. A Room in Coriolanus’s
House.

Enter Coriolanus and Patricians.

Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears;
present me

Death on the wheel, or at wild horses’ heels;
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock,
That the precipitation might down stretch
Below the beam of sight; yet will I still

Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, easy.
'

What has he done to Rome that’s worthy death? mh *
ffiUing our enemies, the blood he hath lost,— To call
Which I dare votirh mnre thqn that Iip hath i;®

woollen vassals, things created

wtat“ fesl “'I

I JPat. You do the nobler.
Cor. I muse my mother.

And what is left, to lose it by his country
Were to us all, that do’t and suffer it,

A brand to the end o’ the world.
Szc. This is dean kam.
Bru, Merely awry; when he did love his

country.
It honour’d him.
Men. The service of the foot,

Being once gangren’d, is not then respected
For what before it was.

_ . .
We’ll hear no more.

—

Whezj one but of my ordinance stood up
To speak of peace or war.

Enter Volxjmnu.

I talk of you: [To Volumria.
Why did you wish me milder? Would you

have me
False to my nature? Rather say, I play
The man I am.

Vol. 0, sir, sir, sir,
^ him thence; I would have ha4 you pit yiwr power well on

Lest Ms infection, being of catcifog nature,
Spread further.

Men. One word more, one word.
This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find

Before you had worn it out.
Cor. Let go. [you are
VoL You might have been enough the man

With striving less to be so; lesser had been
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The fhwartmgs of your dispositions if

You had not show’d them how ye were dispos’d

Ere they lack’d power to cross you.

Cor. Let them hang.
VoL Ay, and htirn too.

Enter Menenius arid Senators.

Men. Come, come, you have been too rough,
something too rough,

You must return and mend it.

I Sen. There’s no remedy.
Unless, by not so doing, our good city

Cleave in the midst, and perish.

Vol. Pray, be counsell’d;

I have a heart as little apt as yours,

But yet a brain that leads my use of anger
To better vantage.
Men. Well said, noble woman!

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that

The violent fit 0 ’ the time craves it as physic

For the whole state, I would put mine armour
on,

Which I can scarcely bear.

Cor. What must I do?
Men. Return to the tribunes.

Cor. Well, what then? what then?
Men, Repent what you have spoke.

Cor. For them?—I cannot do it to the gods;
Must I then do’t to them?

Vol. You are too absolute;

Though therein you can never be too noble
But when extremities speak. 1 have heard

you say,

Honour and pohcy, like unsever’d friends,

r the war do grow together: grant that, and
tell me

In peace what each of them by th’ other lose

That they combine not there.

Cor. Tush, tush!

Men. A good demand.
Vol. If it be honour in your wars to seem

The same you are not,—^wWch for your best ends
You adopt your policy,—^how is it less or worse
That it shsJl hold compamonship in peace
Witili honour as in war; since that to both
It stands in like request?

Cor. Why force you this?

Vol. Because that now it lies you on to speak
To the people; not by your own instruction,

Nor by the matter which your heart prompts
you,

But with such words that are but rooted m
Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables

Of no allowance, to your bosom’s truth,

Now, this no more dishonours you at ^
Than to take in a town with gentle words,
Which else would put you to your fortune and
The hazard of much blood.

I would dissemble with my nature where
My fortunes and my friends at stake requir’d

I should do so in honour: I am in this

Your wife, your son, these senators, the nobles;

And you will rather show our general louts

How you can frown, than spend a fawn upon
’em

For the inheritance of their loves and safeguard
Of what that want mi^t ruin.

Men, Noble lady!

—

Come, go with us; speak fair: you may salve so.

Notavbat is dangerous present, but the loss
Of what is past.

Vol. I pr’ythee now, my son,
Go to them with this bonnet in thy hand;
And thus far having stretch’d it,—^here be with

them,— [business
Thy knee bussing the stones,—for m such
Action IS eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant
More learned than the ears,—waving thy head,
Which often, thus, correcting thy stout heart.
Now humble as the ripest mulberry
That will not hold the handling: or'say to them
Thou art their soldier, and, being bred in

broils,

Hast not the soft way which, thou dost confess.
Were fit for thee to use, as they do claim,
In asking their good loves, but thou wilt ft-ame
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far

As thou hast power and person.
Men. This but done.

Even as she speaks, why, their hearts were
yours:

For they have pardons, being ask’d, as free
As words to little purpose.

Vol, Pr’ythee now,
Go, and be rul’d: although I know thou had’st

rather
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf

Than flatter him in a bower. Here is Cominius.

Enter CoMmms.

Com. I have been i’ the market-place; and,
sir, ’tis fit

You make strong party, or defend yourself

By calmness or by absence; all’s in anger.
Men. Only fair speech.

Com. 1 think ’twill serve, if he
Can thereto frame his spirit.

Vol. He must, and will.

—

Pr’ythee now, say you wiU, and go about it.

Cor. Must I go show them my unbarb’d
sconce? must I,

With my base tongue, give to my noble heart
A he, that it must bear? Well, I will do’t;

Yet, were there but this single plot to lose,

This mould of Marcius, they to dust should
grind it, [place:

—

And throw’t against the wind.—To the market-
You have put me now to such a part which

never
I shall discharge to the life.

Com. Come, come, we'il prompt you.

Vol, 1 pr’ythec now, sweet son,—as thou
hast said

My praises made thee first a soldier, so,

To have my praise for this, perform a part

Thou hast not done before.

Cor. Wen, I must do’t:

Away, my disposition, and possess me
Some harlot’s spirit! My throat of war be

turn’d.

Which quired with my drum, into a pipe

Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice

That babies lulls asleep! the smiles of knaves
Tent in my cheeks; and school-boys’ tears

take up
The glasses of my sight! a beggar’s tongue
Mt&e motion through my lips; and my arm’d

knees.
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Who bow’d but in my stirrup, bend like Ms
That bath receiv’d an alms!—I will not do’t;

Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth.

And by my body’s action teach my mind
A most inherent baseness.

Vol. At thy choice, then:

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour

Than thou of them. Come all to rum. let

Thy mo^er rather feel thy pnde than fear

Thy dangerous stoutness; for I mock at death

With as big heart as thou. Do as thou hst.

Thy vallantness was mine, thou suck’dst ii

from me;
But owe thy pride thyself.

Cor, Pray, be content:

Mother, I am going to the market-place;^

Chide me no more. I’ll mountebank their

loves, [belov’d

Cog their hearts from them, and come home
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going

Commend me to my wife. I’U return consul

Or never trust to what my tongue can do
P the way of flattery further.

Vol. Do your will. [Exit

Com Awayl the tribunes do attend you
arm yourself

To answer mildly; for they are prepar’d

With accusatons, as I hear, more strong

Than are upon you yet.

Cor. The word is, mildly.—Pray you, let us
go:

Let them accuse me by invention, I

Will answer in mine honour.

Men. Ay, but mildly.

Cor. Well, mildly be it then; mildly.

[Exeimf.

Scene III.—Rome. The Forum.

Enter Sicmiirs and Brutus.

Bru. In this point charge him home, that

he aflects

Tyrannical power: if he evade us there,

Enforce Mm with Ms envy to the people;

And that the spoil got on the Antiates

Was ne’er distributed.

Enter an .Sdile.

What, will he come?
He’s coming.

Bru. How accompanied?
^d. With old Meneaius, and those senators

That always favour’d Mm.
Sic. Have you a catalogue

Of all the voices that we have procur’d,

Set down by the poll?

JEd. I have; *tis ready.
Sic. Have you collected them by tribes?
Md. I have.
Sic. Assemble presently the people Mther:

And when they hear me say, It shall be so
P the right and strength o’ the commons, be it

either [them,
For death, for fine, or banishment, then let

If I say fine, cry Fine,—if death, cry Death;
Insisting on the old prerogative
And power i’ the truth o’ the cause.

I shall inform them.
Bru. And when such time they have begun

to cry.

[ACT HI.

Let them not cease, but with a din confus’d
Enforce the present execution
Of what we chance to sentence.

JBd. Very well.
Sic. Make them be strong, and ready for

tMs Mnt,
When we shall hap to give’t them.

Bru. Go about it.

—

{Exit ^dfle.
Put Mm to choler straight: he hath been us’d
Ever to conquer, and to have Ms worth
Of contradiction: being once chaf’d, he cannot
Be rein’d again to temperance; then he speaks
What’s in Ms heart; and that is there wMch

looks

With us to break Ms neck.

Sic. Well, here he comes.

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Comihius
Senators, and Patricians.

Men. Calmly, I do beseech you.

Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest
piece [honour’d gods

Will bear the knave by the volume.—The
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice

Supplied with worthy men! plant love among’s!
Throng our large temples with the shows of

peace,

And not our streets with war!
X Sen. Amen, amen!
Men. A noble wish.

Re-enter ASdile, with Citizens.

Sic. Draw near, ye people. [I say!
Md. List to your tribunes; audience: peace,
Cor. First, hear me speak.
Both Tri. Well, say.—Peace, ho!
Cor, Shall I be charg’d no further than tMs

present?

Must all detenmne here?
Sic, I do demand,

If you submit you to the people's voices,

Allow their officers, and are content
To sufier lawful censure for such faults

As shall be proved upon you?
Cor. I am content.
Men. Lo, citizens, he says he is content:

The warlike service he has done, consider;
tMnk [like

Upon the wounds Ms body bears, which i^ow
Graves i’ the holy churchyard.

Cor. Scratches with briers,

Scars to move laughter only.

Men. Consider further.
That when he speaks not like a citizen,

Ton find him like a soldier: do not take
His rougher accents for malicious sounds,
But, as I say, such as become a soldier.

Rather than envy you.
Com. WeB, well, no more.
Cor. What is the matter,

That being pass’d for consul with full voice,
I am so dishonour’d that the very hour
You take it off again?

iSfc. Answer to us.
Cor. Say then: ’tis true, I ought so.

Sic. We charge you that you have contriv’d

to take

CORIOMNtrS
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From Rome all season’d office, and to wind
Yourself into a power t^annical;

For which you are a traitor to the people.

Cor. How! traitor!

Men. Nay, temperately; your promise.

Cor. The fires 1’ the lowest hell fold m the
people!

Call me liieir traitor!—Thou injurious tribune!

Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths,

In thy hands clutch’d as many millions, in

Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say,

Thou liest unto thee, with a voice as free

As I do pray the gods.

Sic. Mark you this, people?

Citizens. To the rock, to the rock with him I

Sic. Peace!

We need not put new matter to his charge:

What you have seen him do and heard him
speak,

Beating your officers, cursing yourselves,

Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying

Those whose great power must try him; even
this,

So criminal, and in such capital Mnd,
Deserves the extremest death.

Btu. But since he hath
Serv’d well for Rome,

—

Cor. What do you prate of service?

Bm. I talk of that, that know it.

Cor. You? {mother?
Men. Is this the promise that you made your
Com. Know, I pray you,—
Cor. I’ll know no further:

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death,

Vagabond exile, flaying, pent to linger

But with a grain a day, I would not buy
Their mercy at the pnce of one fair word,

Nor check my courage for what they can give,

To have’t with saying Good-morrow.
Sk. For that he has,

—

As much as in him lies,—from time to time
Envied against the people, seeking means
To pluck away their power; as now at last

Given hostile strokes, and that not in the
presence

Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers

That do distribute it;—^in the name 0* the

people,

And in the power of us the tribunes, we,
Even from this instant, banish him our city;

In peril of precipitation

From off the rock Tarpeian, never more
To enter our Rome gates: i’ the people’s name,
I say it shall be so. [him away:

Citizens. It shall be so, it shall be so; let

He’s banished, and it shall be so.

Com. Hear me, my masters, and my common
friends,

—

Sk. He’s sentenc’d; no more hearing.

Com. Let me speak:

I have been consul, and can show for Rome
Her enemies’ marks upon me. I do love

My country’s good with a respect more tender,

More holy and profound, than mine own life.

My dear wife’s estimate, her womb’s increase,

And treasure of my loins; then if I would
Speak that,

—

Sic. We know your drift. Speak what?
Bru. There’s no more to he said, but he is

banish’d,

As enemy to the people and his country:
It shaii be so.

Citizens. It shall be so, it shall be so.

Cor. You common cry of curs! whose breath
I hate

As reek 0’ the rotten fens, whose loves I prize
As the dead carcasses of unburied men
That do corrupt my air,—I banish you;
And here remam with your uncertainty!
Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts!
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes,
Fan you into despair! Have the power still

To banish your defenders; till at length
Your ignorance,—-which finds not till it feels,

—

Making not reservation of yourselves,

—

Still your own foes,—deliver pu, as most
Abated captives, to some nation
That won you without blows! Despising,
For you, the city, thus I turn my back:
There is a world elsewhere.

[Exeunt Cor., Com., Men., Senators,
and Patricians.

^d. The people’s enemy is gone, is gone!
Citizens. Our enemy is banish’d! he is gone!

Hoo! hoo!
[Shouting, and throwing up tkeir caps.

Sic, Go, see him out at gates, and follow
him.

As he hath follow’d you, with all despite;
Give him deserv’d vexation. Let a guard
Attend us through the city. [gates; come.

Citizens, Come, come, let us see him out at
The gods preserve our noble tribunes!—Come.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Rome. Before a Gate of the City.

Enter Coriolantjs, Voltjmkia, Vibgilia,
Menenius, Cominics, and severai young
Patricians.

Cor. Come, leave your tears; a brief fare-

well:—the beast
Withmanyheads buttsme away.—Nay, mother.
Where is your ancient courage? you were us’d
To say extremity was the trier of spirits;

That common chances commonmen could bear;
That when the sea was calm all boats alike

Show’d mastership m floatmg; fortune’s blows.
When most struck home, being gentle wounded,

craves

A noble cunning: you were us’d to load me
With precepts that would make invincible

The heart that conn’d them.
Vir. 0 heavens! O heavens!
Cor. Hay, I pr’ythee, woman,

—

Vbi. Now the red pestilence strike all trades

in Rome,
And occupations perish!

Cor. What, what, what!

I shall be lov’d when I am lack’d. Nay, mother,

Resume that spirit when you were wont to say,

If you had been the wife of Hercules,

Six of his labours you’d have done, and sav’d

Your husband so much sweat.—Cominius,
Droop not; adieu.—Farewell, my wife,—my

mother:
I’ll do well yet—Thou old and true Menenius,
Thy tears are salter than a younger man’s.
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veuomotts to tMao eyos.—^My somctiiae

general,

I liave seen thee stem, and thou hast oft beheld

Heart-haid'ning spectacles; teQ these sad

women
*Tis fond to wail inevitable strobes.

As *tis to laugh at *em.—My mother, you wot
well

My hazards stih have been your solace: and
Believe’t not lightly,—^though I go alone,

liJke to a lonely dragon, that is fen

Mabes fear’d and t^’d of more than seen,

—

your son
"Win or exceed the common or be caught

With cautelous baits and practice.

VoL My first son,

Whither wilt thou go? Take good Comimus
thee awhile: determine on some course

More than a wild eiposture to each chance

That starts i’ the way before thee.

Cor, 0 the gods!

Com, I’ll foEow thee a month, devise with

thee
Where thou shalt rest, that thou mayst hear

of us,
, ^

And we of thee: so, if the time thrust forth

A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send

O’er the vast world to seek a single man;
A«d lose advantage, which doth ever cool

r the absence of the needer.

Cot. Pare ye well:

Thou hast years upon thee; and thou art too full

Of the wars* surfeits to go rove with one
That’s yet unbrms’d: bring me but out at

gate.

—

Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and
My Mends of noble touch; when I am forth,

Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come.

WMle I remain above the ground, you shall

Hear from me still; and never of me aught

But what is like me formerly.

Men. That’s worthily

As any ear can hear.—Come, let’s not weep.

—

If I could shake off but one seven years

Prom these old arms and legs, by the good gods,

I’d with thee every foot
Cot. Give me thy hand:

—

Come. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—Rome. A Street near the Gate.

Enter Sicmius, Brutus, and an iSdile.

Sic, Bid them all home; he’s gone, and
we’E no further.

—

The nobility are vex’d, whomwe see have sided
Xu his behalf.

Em. Now we have shown our power,
Let us seem humbler after it is done
Than when it was a«doing.

Sic. Bid them home:
Say their great enemy is gone, and they
Stand in their ancient stren^.
Bm, Dismiss them home.

[Exit iSdile.

Here comes his mother.
Sic. Let’s not meet her.
Bru. Why?
Sic. They say she’s mad. b’our way.
Bru. They have ta’en note of ns: keep on

Enter Volumhia, Virgilia, and Mekenius

VoL 0, you’re well met: the hoarded lOague
o’ the gods

Requite your love I

Men. Peace, peace, be not so loud.
Val. If that I could for weeping, you should

hear,—
Nay, and you shall hear some.-—Will you be

gone?

.
1^0 Brutus.

Kir. You shall stay too \fo Sicurios]: I
would I had me power

To ^y so to my husband.
Sic. Are you mankind?
7ol. Ay, fool; is that a shame?—Note but

this fool.--

Was not a man my father? Hadst thou foxship
To banish him that struck more blows for

Rome
Than thou hast spoken words?

—

Sic. O blessed heavens!
VbZ. More noble blows than ever thou wise

words;
And for Rome’s good.—PH tell thee what;—

yet go;—
Nay, but thou shalt stay too:—I would my son
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before
His good sword in his hand.

Sic. What then?
Fir. What then!

He’d make an end of thy posterity.
Vol. Bastards and all.— [Rome!

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for
Men. Come, come, peace.
Sic. I would he had continu’d to his country

As he began, and not unknit himself
The noble knot he made.
Bru, 1 would he had.
Vol. 1 would he had! ’Twas you incens’d

the rabble;—
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth
As I can of those mysteries which heaven
Will not have earth to know.

Bru. Pray, let us go.
Vol. Now, pray, sir, iet you gone:

Yon have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear
this,

—

As far as dolli the Capitol exceed
The meanest house in Rome, so far my son,—
This lady’s husband here; tlus, do you see?

—

Whom you have banish’d, does exceed you all.

Bm. Well, well, we’ll leave you.
Sic. Why stay we to be baited

With one that wants her wits?
Vol. Take my prayers with you.

—

I would the gods had nothing else to do
[Exeunt Tribunes.

But to confirm my curses! Could I meet ’em
But once a day, it would unclog my heart
Of what lies heavy to’t.

Men. You have told them home,
And, by my troth, you have cause. You’D, sup

with me?
Vot. Anger’s my meat; I sup upon myself,

And so shall starve with feeding.—Come, let’s

go:
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do,
In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come.
Men. Fie, fie, fie! [Exeunt.
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Scene Highway batmen Rome and
Antium,

Enter a Roman and a Volsce, meeting.

Rom. I know you well, sir; and you know
me^ your name, I think, is Adrian.

Vols. It is so, sir: truly, I have forgot you.

Rom. I am a Roman; and my services are,

as you are, against ’em: know you me yet?

Vols. Nicanor? no.

Rom. The same, sir.

You had more beard when I last saw
you; but your favour is well approved by your

tongue. What’s the news in Rome? I have a

note from the Volsciaa state, to find you out

there: you have well saved me a day’s journey.

Rom. There hath been m Rome strange

insurrection, the people against the senators,

patricians, and nobles.

Vols. Hath been! is it ended, then? Our
state thinks not so; they are in a most warlike
preparation, and hope to come upon them in

the heat of their division.

Rom. The main blaze of it is past, but a
small thing would make it fiame again: for the

nobles receive so to heart the banishment of

that worthy Coriolanus that they are in a ripe

aptness to take all power from the people, and
to pluck from them their tribunes for ever.

This lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almost
mature for the violent breaMng out.

. Vols. Coriolanus banished!
Rom. Banished, sir.

Vols, You will be welcome with this intelli-

gence, Nicanor.
Rom. The day serves well for them now. I

have heard it said the fittest time to corrupt a
man’s wife is when she’s fallen out with her
husband. Your noble TuUus Aufidius will

appear well in these wars, his great opposer,

Coriolanus, being now in no request of his

country.

Vols. He cannot choose. I am most for-

tunate thus accidentally to encounter you: you
have ended my business, and I will merrily
accompany you home.
Rom. I shall, between this and supper, tell

you most strange things from Rome; all tending
to the good of their adversaries. Have you an
army ready, say you?

Vols. A most royal one; the centurions and
their charges, distinctly billeted, already in the
entertainment, and to be on foot at an hour’s
warning.
Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readiness,

and am the man, I think, that shall set them
in present action. So, sir, heartily well met,
and most glad of your company.

Vols. You take my part from me, sir; I have
the most cause to be glad of yours.
Rom. Well, let us go together. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Antium. Before Aufidius’s
^ House.

Enter Coriolanus, in mean apparel^ disguised

and muffled.

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium.—Ci^,
’Tis I that made thy widows: many an heir
Of these fair edifices ’fore my wars

Have I heard groan and drop: then know me
not, [stones

Lest that thy wives with spits and boys with
In puny battle slay me.

Enter a Citizen.

Save you, sir.

Cii. And you.
Cor. Direct me, if it be your will.

Where great Aufidius lies; is he in Antium?
Cit. He IS, and feasts the nobles of the state

At his house this m^t.
Cor. Which is his house, beseech you?
Cit. This, here, before you.
Cor. Thank you, sir: farewell.

[JPrrf Citizen.
0 world, thy shppery turns! Friends now fast

sworn,
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart.
Whose house, whose bed, whose meal and

exercise
Are still together, who twin, as ’twere, in love
Unseparable, shall within this hour.
On a dissension of a doit, break out
To bitterest enmity; so fellest foes,

, ^

Whose passionsandwhoseplotshavebroketheir
To take the one the other, by some chance.
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear

friends,

And interjoin their issues. So with me:

—

My birthplace hate I, and my love’s upon
This enemy town.—I’ll enter; if he slay me.
He does fair justice; if he give me way,
I’ll do his country service. [Rxif.

Scene V.—Antium. A Hall in Auetoius’s
House.

Music within. Enter a Servant.

1 Serv. Wine, wine, wine! What service is

here!

1 think our fellows are asleep. [Exit.

Enter a second Servant.

2 Serv. Where’s Cotus? my master calls for

him.—Cotus! [Frit.

Enter Coriolanus,

Cot. a goodly house: the feast smells well;

but I

Appear not like a guest

Re-enter the first Servant.

1 Serv. What would you have, friend? whence
are you? Here’s no place for you; pray, go to

the door.

Cor. I have deserv’d no better entertainment

In being Coriolanus.

Re-enter second Servant.

2 Serv. Whence are you, sir? Has the porter

his eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to

su?h companions? Pray, get you out.

Cor. Away!
2 Serv. Away! Get you away.

Cor. Now thou art troublesome.
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2 SeTv. Are yott so brave? FU bave you

talked witb anon.

Enter a third Servant. The first meets him,

3 Serv. Wbat fellow^s this?

1 Serv. A strange one as ever I looked onj I

cannot get him out 0’ the house: pr’ythee, call

my master to him.

3 Serv. What have you to do here, fellow?

Pray you, avoid the house.

Cor. Let me but stand; I will not hurt your

hearth.

3 Serv. what are you?
Cor. A gentleman.

3 Serv. A marvellous poor one.

Cor. True, so I am.

3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up
some other station; here’s no place for you;

pray you, avoid: come.
Cor. Follow your function, go,

And batten on cold bits. [Pushes him away.

3 Serv. What, you will not?—Pr’ythee, tell

my master what a strange guest he has here.

2 Serv. And I shall. [Exit.

3 Serv. Where dwellest thou?

Cor. Under the canopy.

3 Serv. Under the canopyl

Cor. Ay.

3 Serv. Where’s that?

Cor. V the city of kites and crows.

3 Serv. V the city of kites and crows!—What
an ass it is!—Then thou dwellest with daws too?

Cor. No, I serve not thy master.

3 Serv, How, sir! Do you meddle with my
master?

Cor. Ay; ’tis an honester service than to

meddle with thy mistress:

Thou prat’st and prat’st; serve with thy

trencher, hence! [Beats him m.

Enter AtTFEWUS and the second Servant.

Auf. Where is this fellow?

2 Serv. Here, sir: I’d have beaten him like

a dog, but for disturbing the lords within.

Auf. Whence comest thou? what wouldst
thou? thy name? [name’

Why speak’st not? speak, man: what’s thy

Cor. If, Tullus, [UnmuffUng.
Not yet thou know’st me, and, seeing me, dost

not
Think me for the man I am, necessity

Commands me name myself.

Auf. What IS thy name?
[Servants retire.

Cor. A name unmusical to the Volscians’

ears,

And harsh in sound to thine.

Auf. Say, what’s thy name?
Thou hast a gnm appearance, and thy face

Bears a command in’t; though thy tackle’s tom,
Thou show’st a noble vessel: what’s thy name?

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown:—know’st
thou me yet?

Auf. I know thee not:~thy name?
Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath

done
To thee particularly, and to all the Volsces,

Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may

My surname, Coriolaaus: the painful service
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood
Shed for my thankless country, are requited
But with that surname; a good memory,
And witness of the malice and displeasure
Which thou shouidst bear me; oi^y that name

remains;
The cruelty and envy of the people.
Permitted by our dastard nobles, who
Have all forsook me, hath devour’d the rest,
And suffer’d me by the voice of slaves to be
Whoop’d out of Rome. Now, this extremity
Hath brought me to- thy hearth: not out of hope,
Mistake me not, to save my Me; for if

I had fear’d death, of all the men i’ the world
I would have ’voided thee; but in mere spite,

To be full quit of those my banishers,
Stand I before thee here. Then if thou hast
A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those

maims [straight,

Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee
And make my misery serve thy turn: so use it

That my revengeful services may prove
As benefits to thee; for I will fight

Against my canker’d country with the spleen
Of all the under fiends. But if so be
Thou dar’st not this, and that to prove more

fortunes

Thou’rt tir’d, then, in a word, I also am
Longer to live most weary, and present
My throat to thee and to thy ancient malice;
Which not to cut would thee show but a fool.

Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate,

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country’s breast,
And cannot live but to thy shame, unless
It be to do thee service.

Auf. 0 Marcius, Marcius!
Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from

my heart
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter
Should from yond cloud speak divine things,

And say *Tis true, I’d not believe them more
Than thee, all noble Marcius.—Let me twine
Mine arms about that body, where against
My grained ash an hundred times hath broke
And scar’d the moon with splinters: here I clip

The anvil of my sword, and do contest
As hotly and as nobly with thy love
As ever in ambitious strength I did
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first,

I lov’d the maid I married; never man
Sighed truer breath: but that I see thee here,
Thou noble thing! more dances my rapt heart
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars! I

tell thee,

We have a power on foot; and I had purpose
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn,
Or lose mine arm for’t: thou hast beat me out
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since

Dreamt of encounters ’twixt thyself and me;
We have been down together m my sleep,

Unbuckling helms, fisting each other’s throat,

And wak’d half dead with nothing. Worthy
Marcius,

Had we no other quarrel else to Rome, hut that

Thou art thence banish’d, we would muster all

From twelve to seventy; and, pouring war
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome,
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Like a bold flood overbear. 0 , come, go m,
And take our fnendly senators by the hands;
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me,
Who am prepar’d against your territories,

Though not for Rome itself.

Cor. You bless me, gods'

Auf. Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou
wilt have

The leading of thine own revenges, take

The one half of my commission, and set down,

—

As best thou art expenence’d, smcethou know’st
Thy country’s strength and weakness,—thine

own ways;
Whether to knock against the gates of Rome,
Or rudely visit them in parts remote,

To fnght them, ere destroy. But come in;

Let me commend thee first to those that shall

Say yea to thy desires. A thousand welcomes'
And more a friend than e’er an enemy,
Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand;

most welcome!
[Exeunt Cor., and Auf.

1 Serv. [Advancing.] Here’s a strange alter-

ation!

2 Serv. B} my hand, I had thought to have
stracken him with a cudgel, and yet my mind
gave me his clothes made a false report of him.

1 Serv. What an arm he has! He turned
me about with his finger and his thumb, as one
would set up a top.

2 Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that there

was something in him; he had, sir, a kind of

face, methought,—! cannot tell how to term it.

1 Serv. He had so; looking as it were,—
would I were hanged, but I thought there was
more in him than I could think.

2 Serv. So did I, I’ll be sworn: he is simply

the rarest man 1’ the world.

1 Serv. I think he is: but a greater soldier

than he you wot on.

2 Serv. Who, my master?
1 Serv. Nay, it’s no matter for that.

2 Serv. Worth six on him.

1 Seru. Nay, not so neither: but I take him
to be the greater soldier.

2 Serv. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how
to say that: for the defence of a town our
general is excellent.

I Sery. Ay, and for an assault too.

Re-enter third Servant.

3 Serv. O slaves, I can tell you news,—news,
you rascals! [take.

I and 2 Serv. What, what, what? let’s par-

3

Serv. 1 would not be a Roman, of all

nations; I had as lieve be a condemned man.
1 and 2 Serv. Wherefore? wherefore?

3

Serv. Why, here’s he that was wont to

thwack our general,—Caius Marcius.
1 Serv. Why do you say, thwack our general?

3

Serv. I do not say, thwack our general;

but he was always good enough for him.
2 Serv. Come, we are fellows and fnends:

he was ever too hard for him; I have heard
him say so himself.

1 Serv. He was too hard for him directly, to

say the troth on’t: before Corioli he scotched
him and notched him like a carbonado.

2 Serv. An he had been camubally given, he
might have broiled and eaten him to.

1 Serv. But more of thy news?

3

Serv. Why, he is so made on here within
as if he were son and heir to Mars, set at upper
end 0’ the table; no question asked him by any
of the senators, but they stand bald before him:

. our general himself makes a mistress of him,
sanctifies himself with’s hand, and turns up
the white 0’ the eje to his discourse. But the

bottom of the news is, our genera! is cut i’ the
miodie, and but one half of what he was yester-

day, for the other has half, by the entreaty and
grant of the whole table. He’ll go, he says,

and sowl the porter of Rome gates by the ears

he will mow all down before him, and leave
his passage polled.

2 Serv. And he’s as like to do’t as any man
I can imagine.

3 Serv. Do’t' he will do’t; for, look you,

sir, he has as many fnends as enemies, which
fnends, sir, as it were, durst not, look you, sir,

show themselves, as we term it, his friends,

whilst he’s in dejectitude.

I Serv. Dejectitude* what’s that?

3

Serv. But when they shall see, six, his crest

up again, and the man in blood, they will out

of their burrows, like comes after ram, and
revel all with him.

1 Serv. But when goes this forward?

3

Serv. To-morrow; to-day, presently, you
shall have the dram struck up this afternoon:
’tis as it were a parcel of their feast, and to he
executed ere they wipe their lips.

2 Serv. Why, then we shall have a stimng
world again. This peace is good for nothing
but to rust iron, increase tailors, and breed
ballad-makers.

1 Serv. Let me have war, say I, it exceeds
peace as far as day does mght, it’s spritely,

waking, audible, and full of vent. Peace is a
very apoplexy, lethargy; mulled, deaf, sleepy,

msensible, a getter of more bastard children
than wars a destroyer of men.

2 Serv. ’Tis so: and as wars, in some sort,

may be said to be a ravisher, so it cannot be
demed but peace is a greater maker of cuckolds.

1 Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one
another.

3 Serv. Reason; because they then less need
one another. The wars for my money. I hope
to see Romans as cheap as Voiscians. They
are rising, they are nsmg.

All. In, m, m, in! [Exeunt.

Scene VI —Rome. A public Place.

Enter Sicmius and Brutus.

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we
featr him;

His remedies are tame i’ the present peace
And quietness of the people, which before

Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his

fnends
Blush that the world goes well, who rather had,

Though they themselves did sufier by’t, behold
Dissentious numbers pestentig streets than see

Our tradesmen singingm their shops, and going

About their functions fnendly.

Bru. We stood to’t in good time.—Is this

Menenius?
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Sic. ’Tis he, ’las he: 0, he is gromi most kind

Of late.

Enter Menenius.

Bw, Hail, sir!

Men. Hail to you both!

Sic. Your Conolanus is not much miss’d

But with his fnends: the commonwealth doth

stand,

And so would do, were he more angry at ii.

Men. AH’s well, and might have been much
better if

He could have temporiz’d.

Sic. Where is he, hear you?

Men. Hay, I hear nothing: his mother and
his wife

Hear nothing from him.

Enter three or four Citizens.

Citizens. The gods preserve you both!

Sic. God-den, our neighbours.

Bru. God-den to you all, God-den to you all.

I at. Ourselves, our wives, and children, on
our knees,

Are bound to pray for you both.

Sic. live and thrive!

Bru. Farewell, kmd neighbours; we wish’d

Conolanus
Had lov’d you as we did.

Citizens. How the gods keep you!

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell

[Exeunt Citizens.

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time

Than when these fellows ran about the streets

Crying confusion.

Bru. Caius Marcius was
A worthy officer i’ the war; but insolent,

O’ercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking,

Self-loving,—

Sic. And affecting one sole throne,

Without assistance.

Men. 1 think not so. [tion,

• Sic. We should by this, to all our lamenta-
If he had gone forth consul, found it so.

Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and
Rome

Sits safe and still without him.

Enter an AEdiie.

Md. Worthy tribunes,

There is a slave, whom we have put in prison,

Reports,—the Volsces with two several powers
Are enter’d m the Roman temtories;

And with the deepest malice of the war
Destroy what lies before ’em.

Men. ’Tis Aufidius,

Who, hearing of our Marcius’ bamshment,
Thrusts forth his horns again into the world;
Which were inshell’d when Marcius stood for

Rome,
And durst not once peep out.

Sic. Come, what talk you
Of Marcius?

Bru. Go see this mmourer whipp’d —It

cannot be
The Volsces dare break with us.

Men. Cannot be!
We have record that very well it can;

And three examples of the like have been
Within my age. But reason with the fellow
Before you pumsh him, where he heard this*
Lest you sh^ chance to whip your information!
And beat the messenger who bids beware
Of what is to be dreaded.

Sic. Tell not me:
I know this cannot be.

Bru. Hot possible.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The nobles in great earnestness are
going

All to the senate-house: some news is come
That turns their coimtenances.

Sic. ’Tis this slave,—
Go whip him ’fore the people’s eyes:—his rais-

ing;

nothing but his report.

Mess. Yes, worthy sir,

The slave’s report is seconded; and more,
More fearful, is dehver’d.

Sic. What more fearful?
Mess. It IS spoke freely out ofmany mouths,—

How probable I do not know,—that Marcius,
Join’d with Aufidius, leads a power ’gainst

Rome,
And vows revenge as spacious as between
The young’st and oldest thing.

Sic. This IS most likely!

Bru. Rais’d only, that the weaker sort may
wish

God Marcius home again.

Sic. The very trick on’t.

Men. This is unlikely:

He and Aufidius can no more atone
Than violentest contrariety.

Enter a second Messenger.

2 Mess. You are sent for to the senate:
A fearful army, led by Cams Marcius
Associated with Aufidius, rages
Upon our temtones; and have already [took
O’erbome their way, consum’d with fixe, and
What lay before them.

Enter CoMiNius.

Com. 0, you have made good work!
Men. What news? what news?
Com. You have holp to ravish your own

daughters, and
To melt the city leads upon your pates;

To see your wives dishonour’d to your noses,

—

Men. What’s the news? what’s the news?
Com. Your- temples burned in their cement;

and
Your franchises, whereon you stood, confin’d

Into an auger’s bore.
Men. Pray now, your news?—

You have made fair work, I fear me.—Pray,
your news?

If Marcius should be join’d with Volscians,—
Com. If!

He IS their god: he leads them like a thing

Made by some other deity than nature,

That shapes man better; and they follow him,
Against us brats, with no less confidence
Than boys pursuing summer butterflies,

Or butchers killing flies.
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Men. You haje made good work,
You and your apron men; yon that stood so

much
Upon the voice of occupation and
The hreath of garlic-eaters!

Com. He will shake
Your Rome about your ears.

Men. As Hercules
Did shake down mellow fruit.—You have made

fair work!
Bm. But is this tiue, sir?

Com. Ay; and you’ll look pale
Before you find it other. All the regions

Do STnilmgly revolt; and who resist

Are only mock’d for valiant ignorance,

And perish constant fools. Who is’t can blame
him?

Your enemies and his find something in him.
Men. We arc all undone unless

The noble man have mercy.
Com. Who shall ask it?

The tribunes cannot do’t for shame; the people

Deserve such pity of him as the wolf [they

Does of the shepherds; for his best friends, if

Should say, Be good to Rome, they charg’d him
even

As those should do that had deserv’d his hate,

And therein show’d Hke enemies.
Men. ’Tis true;

If he were putting to my house the brand
That should consume it, I have not the face

To say, Beseech you, cease.—You have made
fair hands,

You and your crafts! you have crafted fair!

Com. You have brought
A trembling upon Rome, such as was never
So incapable of help.

Both Tri. Say not, we brought it.

Men. How! Was it we? we lov’d him;
but, like beasts, [clusters,

And cowardly nobles, gave way unto your
Who did hoot him out o’ the city.

Com. But I fear

They’ll roar him in again. TuUus Aufidius,

The second name of men, obeys his pomts
As if he were his officer;—desperation

Is all the policy, strength, and defence.

That Rome can make against them.

Enter a troop of Citizens.

Men. Here comes the clusters.

—

And is Aufidius with him?—You are they
That made the air unwholesome, when you cast

Your stinking greasy caps in hooting at

Coriolanus’ exile. Now he’s coming;
And not a hair upon a soldier’s head [combs
Which will not prove a whip: as many cox-

As you threw caps up will he tumble down.
And pay you for your voices. ’Tis no matter;

If he could burn us all into one coal,

We have deserv’d it.

Citizens. Faith, we hear fearful news-
1 at. For mine own part.

When I said banish him, I said ’twas pity.

2 at. And so did I.

3 at. And so did I; and, to say the truth, so

did very many of us. That we did, we did for

the best; and though we willingly consented to

his banishment, yet it was against our will.

Com. You are goodly things, you voices!
Men. You have made

Good work, you and your cry!—Shah’s to the
Captol?

Com. 0, ay; what else?

[Exemt Com. and Men.
Sic. Go, masters, get you home; be not dis-

may’d:
These are a side that would be glad to have
This true which they so seem to fear. Go home.
And show no sign of fear.

1 Cit. The gods be good to us!—Come,
masters, let’s home. I ever said we were i’

the wrong when we banished him.
2 Cit. So did we all. Bnt come, let’s home.

[Exeunt Citizens.
Bru. I do not like this news.
Sic. Nor I. [wealth.
Bru. Let’s to the Capitol:—would half my

Would buy this for a lie!

Sic. Pray, let us go. [JSxeunif.

Scene VII.—A Camp at a small distance
from Rome.

Enter AuEiDrus and his Lieutenant.

Auf. Do they still fly to the Roman?
Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft’s in

but
Your soldiers use him as the grace ’fore meat,
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end;
And you are darken’d in this action, sir,

Even by our own.
Auf. I cannot help it now,

Unless, by using means I lame the foot
Of our design. He bears himself more proud>

Her,

Even to my person, than I thought he would
When first I did embrace him: yet his nature
In that’s no changeling; and I must excuse
What cannot be amended.

Lieu. Yet I wish, sir,

—

I mean for your particular,—you had not
Join’d in commission with him; but eitifier

Had borne the action of yourself, or else

To him had left it solely. [sure,

Auf. I understand thee well; and be Ihou
When he shall come to his account, he knows

not
What I can urge against him. Although it seems,
And so he thinks, and is no less apparent
To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly,

And shows good husbandry for the Volscian
state,

Fights dragon-hke, and does achieve as soon
As draw his sword: yet he hath left undone
That which shall break his neck or hazard mine
Whene’er we come to our account. [Rome?
Lku. Sir, I beseech you, think you he’ll cany
Auf. All places yield to him ere he sits down;

And the nobility of Rome are Ms:
The senators and patricians loveMm too:

The tnbiines are no soldiers; and their people

Win be as rash m the repeal as hasty

To expel Mm thence. I think he’ll be to Rome
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it

By sovereignty of nature. First he was
A noble servant to them; but he could not
Carry Ms honours even: whether ’twas pride,

WMch out of daily fortune ever taints
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The happy man; whether defect of judgment.

To failm the disposing of those chances

Which he was lord of; or whether nature,

Not to be other than one thing, not moving
From the casque to the cushion, but command-

ing peace
Even with Qie same austerity and garb

As he controliM the war; but one of these,

—

As he hath spices of them ali, not ail,

For I dare so far free him,—made him fear’d,

So hated, and so bamsh’d: but he has a merit

To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues

Lie in the mterpretation of the time:

And power, unto itself most commendable,
Hath not a tomb so evident as a cheer

To extol what it hath done.

One jSre dnves out one fire; one nail, one nail;

Ri^ts by rights, falter, strengths by strengths

do fail.

Come, let’s away. When, Caius, Rome is thine,

Thou art poor’st of aU; then, shortly art thou

mine. [Exeunt

ACT V.

Scene L—Rome. A public Place.

Enter Menenius, Cominius, Siciwros,

Brutus, and others.

Men. No, I’ll not go: you hear, what he
hath said

Which was sometime his general; who lov’d

him
In a most dear particular. He call’d me father:

But what o' that? Go, you that banish’d him;

A mOe before his tent fall down, and knee
The way into his mercy: nay, if he coy’d

To hear Comimus speak, I’ll keep at home.
Com. He would not seem to know me.
Men. Do you hear?
Cam. Yet one time he did call me by my

name:
I urg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops

That we have bled together. Coriolanus

He would not answer to: forbad all names;
He was a kind of nothing, titleless,

Till he had forg’d himself a name o’ the fire

Of burning Rome*
Men. Why, so,—^you have made good work!

A pair of tribunes that have rack’d for Rome,
To make coals cheap,—a noble memory!
Com. I minded him how royal ’twas to pardon

When it was less expected: he replied,

It was a bare petition of a state

To one whom they had pumsh’d.
Men. Very well:

Could he say less?

Com. I offer’d to awaken his regard
For’s private friends: his answer to me was,
He could not stay to pick them in a pile

Of noisome musty chaff; he said ’twas folly

For one poor grain or two to leave imbumt,
And still to nose the dffence.

Men. For one poor gram
Or two! I am one of those; his mother, wife,

His child, and this brave fellow too, we are the
grains:

You are &e musty chaff; and you are smelt
Above the moon: we must be burnt for you.

[ACT V.

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient: if you refuse your
aid

In this so never-heeded help, yet do not
Upbraid’s with our distress. But, sure, if you
Would be your country’s pleader, your good

tongue,

More than the instant army we can make,
Might stop our countryman.
Men. No, I’ll not meddle.
Sic. Pray you, go to him.
Men. What should I do?
Bru. Only make trial what your love can do

For Rome, towards Marcms.
Men. Well, and say that Marcms

Return me, as Cominius is return’d,

Unheard; what then?

But as a discontented friend, grief-shot

With his unkindness? Say’t be so?

Sic. Yet your good-will
Must have that thanks from Rome, after the

measure
As you intended well.

Men. I’ll undertake’t:

I think he’ll hear me. Yet to bite his lip

And hum at good Cominius much unhearts me.
He was not taken well: he had not dm’d:
The vems unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then
We i^ut upon the morning, are unapt
To give or to forgive; but when we have stuff’d

These pipes and these conveyances of our blood
With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls
Than in our pnest-like fasts: therefore I’ll

watch him
Till he be dieted to my request,
And then I’ll set upon him. [ness,

Bru. You know the very road into his fchid-

And cannot lose your way.
Men. Good faith, I’ll prove him,

Speed how it will. I shall ere long have
knowledge

Of my success. [Exit.

Com. He’ll never hear him.
Sic. Not?
Com. I teU you, he does sit in gold, bis eye

Red as ’twould bum Rome; and ms injury
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel’d before him;
’Twas very faintly he said Rise; dismiss’d me
Thus, with hiB speechless hand: what he would

do, [not,

He sent in writiag after me; what he would
Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions:
So that all hope is vam,
Unless in’s noble mother and his wife;
Who, as I hear, mean to solicit Mm [hence,

For mercy to Ms country. Therefore, let’s

And with our fair entreaties haste them on.

[Exeunt.

Scene II .—An advanced Post of the Volsdan
Camp before Rome* The Guard at their stations.

Enter to them MiNENros.

1 G. Stey: whence are you?
2 O. Stand, and go back.
Men. You guard like men; ’tis well; but, by

your leave,

I am an officer of state, and come
To speak with Coriolanus.

I G. From whence?
Men. From Rome.
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1 (Gf. Tou may not pass, you must return:

our general

Will no more hear from thence. [before

2 G* You’ll see your Rome embrac’d with fire

You’ll speak with Coriolanus.

Men. Good my friends,

If you have heard your general talk of Rome,
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks

Myname hath touch’d your ears: it is Menemus.
I G. Be It so; go back; the virtue of your

name
Is not here passable.

Men. I tell thee, fellow.

Thy general is my lover: I have been [read

The book of his good acts, whence men have

His fame imparallel’d, haply amplified;

lor I have ever verified my friends,

—

Of whom he’s chief,—with all the size that

verity

Would without lapsing suffer: nay, sometimes.

Like to a howl upon a subtle ground, [praise

I have tumbled past the throw: and in his

Have almost stamp’d the leasing: therefore,

fellow,

I must have leave to pass.

1 G. Faith, sir, if you had told as many lies

in his behalf as you have utter’d words in your

own, you should not pass here: no, though it

were as virtuous to lie as to live chastely.

Therefore, go back.

Men. Pr’ythee, fellow, remember my name
is Menenius, always factionary on the party of

your general.

2 G. Howsoever you have been his liar,—as
you say you have,—I am one that, telling true

under tum, must say, you caimot pass. There-
fore, go hack.
Men. Has he dined, canst thou tell? for I

would not speak with him till after dinner.

1 G. You are a Roman, are you?
Men. I am as thy general is. [does.

1 Gen. Then you should hate Rome, as he
Can you, when you have pushed out your gates

the very defender of them, and, in a violent

popular ignorance, given your enemy your
sHeld, think to front his revenges with the easy
groans of old women, the virginal palms of your
daughters, or with the palsied intercession of

such a decayed dotant as you seem to be? Can
you think to blow out the intended fire your
city is ready to flame in, with such weak breath

as this? Ho, you are deceived; therefore, back
to Rome, and prepare for your execution; you
are condemned; our general has sworn you out

of reprieve and pardon.
Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here

he would use me with estimation.

2 G. Come, my captain knows you not.

Men. 1 mean thy general.

1 G. My generd cares not for you. Back,
I say; go, lest I let forth your half pint of

blood;—back; that’s the utmost of your
having:—back.
Men. Hay, but, fellow, fellow,

—

Enter Comolanus and Aurmius.

Cor. What’s the matter?
Men. How, you companion, FU say an errand

for you;* you shall know now that I am in esti-

mation; you shall perceive that a Jack guardaat
caimot officeme from my son Coriolanus: guess
but by my entertainment with Mm if thou
standest not i’ to state of hanging, or of some
death more long in spectatorship and crueller in
sufiering; behold now presently, and swoon for
what’s to come upon thee.—The glorious gods
sit in hourly synod about thy particular pros-
perity, and love thee no worse than thy old
father Menenius does! O my son! my son!
thou art preparing fire for us; look thee, here’s
water to quench it. I was hardly moved to
come to thee; but being assured none hut my-
self could move thee, I have been blown out of
your gates with sighs; and conjure thee to par-
don Rome and thy petitionary countr^en.
The good gods assuage thy wralh, and turn the
dregs of it upon this yarlet here; this, who, like
a block, hath denied my access to thee.

Cor. Away!
Men. How! away! [afiairs

Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. My
Are servanted to others: though I owe
My revenge properly, my remission lies

In Volscian breasts. That we have been
familiar.

Ingrate forgetfulness shall poison, rather
Than pity note how much.—Therefore, be gone.
Mine ears against your suits are stronger tihan

Your gates against my force. Yet, for I lov’d

thee,

Take this along; I writ it for thy sake,
[Giyes a letter.

And would have sent it Another word, Men-
enius,

I will not hear ffiee speak.—TMs man, Aufidius,
Was my beloved m Rome: yet thou behold’st!

Auf. You keep a constant temper.
[Exeunt Cor. and kos.

1 G. Now, sir, is your name Menenius?
2 G. ’Tis a spell, you see, of much power:

you know tide way home agam.
1 G. Do you hear how we are shent for keep-

ing your greatness back?
2 G. what cause, do you think, I have to

swoon?
Men. I neither care for the world nor your

general: for such things as you, 1 can scarce
think there’s any, ye’re so slight. He that

hath a will to die by himself fears it not from
another. Let your general do his worst. For
you, be that you are, long; and your misery
increase with your age! 1 say to you, as I was
said to, away! [JBrif.

1 G. A noble fellow, I warrant Mm.
2 G. The worthy fellow is our general: he is

the rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken.
[Exeunt.

Scene HI.—2%e Tent of Coriolanus.

Enter Coriolanus, Aunoius, and^others.

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-

morrow
Set down our host.—My partner in this action,

You must report to the Volscian lords how
plainly

I have home this busmess.
Auf. Only their ends

You Mve respected; stopp’d your ears against
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The geaeral suit of Some; never admitted Then let the pebbles of the hungry beach
A private whisper, no, not with such fnends Fillip the stars; then let the mutinous winds
That thought them sure of you. Strike the proud cedars ’gainst the fierv sun*

Whom with a crack’d heart I have sent to Rome,
Lov’d me above the measure of a father;

Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge
Was to send him; for whose old love I have,

—

Though I show’d sourly to him,—once more
offer’d

The first conditions, which they did refuse.

And cannot now accept, to grace him only,

That thought he could do more, a very h^e
I have yielded to: fresh embassies and suits,

Nor from the state nor private friends, here-
after

Will I lend ear to,~Hal what shout is this?

[Shout within.

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow
In the same time ’tis made? I will not,

jEnfer in mourning habits, V1RGII.IA, Volcm-
NiA, leading young MARcros, Valeria, and
Attendants.

My wife comes foremost; then the honour’d
mould

Wherein this trunk was fram’d, and in her hand
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affec-

tion I

All bond and privilege of nature, breakl
Let it be virtuous to be obstinate.— [eyes.

What is that curt’sy worth? or those doves’
Which can make gods forsworn?—I melt, and

am not [bows.
Of stronger earth than others.—My mother
As if Olympus to a molehill should
In supplication nod: and my young boy
Hath an aspect of intercession which
Great nature cries, Deny not.—Let the Volsces
Plough Rome and harrow Italy: I’ll never
Be such a gosling to obey instinct; but stand.
As if a man were author of himself.
And knew no other kin.

Ffr, My lord and husband!
Cor. These eyes are not the same I wore in

Rome.
Fir, The sorrow that delivers us thus chang’d

Makes you think so.

Cor. Like a dull actor now,
I have forgot my part, and I am out,
Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh,
Forgive my tjTanny; but do not say.
For that. Forgive our Romans.—0, a Mss
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge;
Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that Mss
I earned from thee, dear; and my true lip

Hath virgin’d it e’er since,—You gods! I prate,
And the most noble mother of the world
Leave unsaluted: sink, my knee, i’ the earth;

[Kneels.
Of thy deep duty more impression show
Than that of common sons.

.
0, stand up bless’d!

whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint,
I kneel before thee; and improperly
Show duty, as mistaken all tMs while
Between the child and parent. [Kneels.

Cor. What is this?
Your knees to me? to your corrected son?

What cannot be, slight work.

^ ^ Thou art my warrior;
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady’

Cor. The noble sister of Pubhcola,
The moon of Rome; chaste as the icicle
That’s curded by the frost from purest snow
And hangs on Dian’s temple :—dear Valeria!

Vol. This IS a poor epitome of yours.
Which, by the interpretation of full time,
May show like all yourself.

sod of soldiers,
With the consent of supreme Jove, inform
Thy thoughts with nobleness; that thou mayst

prove
To shame unvulnerable, and stick i’ the wars
Like a ^eat sea-mark, standing every flaw,
And saving those that eye thee!

Fhi. Your knee, sirrah
Cor. That’s my brave boy. [seif
Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and my-

Are suitors to you.
Cor. 1 beseech you, peace:

Or, if you’d ask, remember this before,

—

The things I have forsworn to grant may never
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate
Again with Rome’s mechanics.—Tell me ao^-
Wherein I seem unnatural: desire not
To allay my rages and revenges wi&
Your colder reasons.

Vol. 0, no more, no more!
You have said you will not grant us anything;
For we have nothing else to ask but that
Which you deny already: yet we will ask;
That, if you fail in our request, the blame
May hang upon your hardness; therefore hear

us. [we’ll
Cor. Aufidius, and you Volsces, mark: for

Hear naught from Rome in private.—Your

„ , „
request? [raiment

Vol. Should we be silent and not speak, our
And state of bodies would bewray what life

We have led since thy exile. Think with thy
self,

How more unfortunate than all living women
Are we come hither: since that &y sight,

which should [comforts.
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with
Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and

sorrow;
Making the mother, wife, and child to see
The son, the husband, and the father tearing
His country’s bowels out. And to poor we,
Thine enmity’s most capital: though barr’st us
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort
That all but we enjoy; for how can we,
Alas, how can -we for our country pray,
Whereto we are bound,—together with thy

victory,

Whereto we are bound? alack, or we must lose
'The country, our dear nurse; or else thy person,
Our comfort in the country. We must itod
An evident calamity, though we had [thou
Our wish, which side should win; for either
Must, as a foreign recreant, be led
With manacles thorough our streets, or else
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Triumphantly tread <?n thy country’s ruin,

And hear the palm for having bravely shed
Thy wife and children’s blood. Tor myself, son,

I purpose not to wait on fortune till [thee

These wars determine: if I cannot persuade
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts

Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner
March to assault thy country than to tread,

—

Trust to’t, thou shalt not,—on thy mother’s
womb,

That brought thee to this world.

Fir. Ay, and mine,
That brought you forth this boy, to keep your

name
Living to time.

Boy* ’A shall not tread on me;
I’ll run away till I am bigger; but then I’ll

fight.

Cor. Not of a woman’s tenderness to be,
Requires nor child nor woman’s face to see.

I have sat too long. [Rising.

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus.

If it were so that our request did tend
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy
The Volsces whom you serve, you might

condemn us,

As poisonous of your honour: no; our suit

Is, that you reconcile them: while the Volsces
May say, This merq/ we have show'd; the

Romans,
This we deceived; and each in either side

Give thee all-hail to thee, and cry, Be blessed

For making up this peace! Thou know’st
great son.

The end of war’s uncertain; but this certain.

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit

Which thou shalt thereby reap is such a name,
Whose repetition will be dogg’d with curses;

Whose chromcle thus wnt,—The man was
noble,

But with his last attempt he wiped it out;

Destroyed Ms country; and his name remains
To the ensuing age abhorred. Speak to me, son:

Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour,
To imitate the graces of the gods,

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks 0’ the air,

And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt

That should but rive an oak. Why dost not
speak?

Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man
StiH to remember wrongs?—Daughter, speak

you: [boy:

He cares not for your wee|>mg.—Speak thou.

Perhaps thy childishness will move him more
Than can our reasons.—There is no man in the

world [prate

More bound to his mother; yet here he lets me
Like one i’ the stocks. Thou hast never in

thy life

Show’d thy dear mother any courtesy;

When she,—poor hen,—^fond of no second
brood,

Has cluck’d thee to the wars, and safely home,
Loaden with honour. Say my request’s unjust,

And spurn me back: but if it be not so.

Thou art not honest; and the gods will plague

thee.

That thou restrain’st from me the duty which
To a mother’s p«®: belongs.—^He turns away:
Down, ladies; let us shame him with our knees.

To his surname Coriolanus ’longs more pride
Than pity to our prayers. Down: an end;
Tins IS the last.—So we win home to Rome,
And die among our neighbours.—Nay, be-

hold’s:

This boy, that cannot tell what he would have,
But kneels and holds up hands for fellowship
Does reason our petition with more strength
Than thou hast to deny’t.—Come, let us go:
This fellow had a Voiscian to his mother;
His wife is in Corioli, and his child
Like him by chance.—Yet give us our de-

spatch:
I am hushed until our city be afire,

And then I’ll speak a little.

Cor. [A/ter holding Volumwu by the hands
in silence.] 0 mother, mother!

What have you done? Behold, the heavens do
ope.

The gods look down, and this unnatural scene
They laugh at. 0 my mother, mother! 0!
You have won a happy victory to Rome;
But for your son,—believe it, 0, believe it,

Most dangerously you have with him prevail’d,

If not most mortal to him. But let it come.

—

Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars,
I’ll frame convement peace. Now, good

Aufidius,
If you were in my stead, would you have heard
A mother less? or granted less, Aufidms?
Auf. I was mov’d withal.

Cor. I dare be sworn you were:
And, sir, it is no little thing to make
Mme eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir,

What peace you’ll make, advise me. for my
part,

I’ll not to Rome, PH back with you; and, pray
you.

Stand to me in this cause.—0 mother! wife!

Auf. I am glad thou hast set thy mercy and
thy honour

At difference in thee: out of that PH work
Myself a former fortune. [Aside.

[The ladies make signs to Coriolanus.
Cor. Ay, by and by,

[To VOLUMKIA, VffiGILIA, &C.

But we’ll drink together; and you shall bear
A better witness back than words, which we,
On like conditions, will have counter-seal’d.

Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve
To have a temple built you: all the swords
In Italy, and her confederate arms.
Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt.

Scene IV —Rome. A public Place.

Enter Menenius and Sicikids.

Men. See you yond coigne 0 ’ the Capitol,

—

yond corner-stone?
Sic. Why, what of that?

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it

with your little fcger, there is some hope the

ladies of Rome, especially his mother, may
prevail with Mm. But I say there is no hope
in’t; our throats are sentenced, and stay upon
execution.

Sic, Is’t possible that so short a time can

alter the condition of a man?
Men. There is differency between a grub and

a butterfly; yet your butterfly was a grub.



7t6 COEIOLANTTS [actv.

This Marcius is grown from man to dragon: he
has wingsj he’s more than a creeping thing.

Sic. He loved his mother dearly.

Men. So did he me: and he no more
remembers his mother now than an eight-year-

old horse. The tartaess of his face sours ripe

grapes: when he walks, he moves hke an
en^e, and the ground shrinks before his

treading: he is able to pierce a corslet with his

eye; talks like a knell, and his hum is a
battery. He sits m his state as a thing made
for Alexander. What he bids be done_ is

finished with his biddmg. He wants nothing

of a god but eternity, and a heaven to throne m.
Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly.

Men. 1 paint him m the character. Mark
what mercy his mother shall bring from him:
there is no more mercy in him than there is

milk in a male tiger; that shall our poor city

find: and all this is ’long of you.

Sic. The gods be good unto us I

Men. No, in such a case the gods will not

be good unto us. When we banished him we
respected not them: and, he returning to break
our necks, they respect not us.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Sir, if you’d save your life, fly to your
house:

The plebeians have got your fellow-tiibune,

And hale him up and down; all swearing, if

The Roman ladies brmg not comfort home,
They’ll give him death by mches.

Enter a second Messenger.

Sic. What’s the news?
2 Mess. Good news, good news;—the ladies

have prevail’d,

The Volscians are dislodg’d and Marcius gone:
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome,
No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins.
&c. Friend,

Art thou certain this is true? is it most certain?

2 Mess. As certain as I know the sun is fire*

Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt
of it? [tide

Ne’er through an arch so hurried the blown
As the recomforted through the gates. Why,

hark you!
{Tmmpeis and hautboys sounded, drums

beaten, and shouting within.

The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes,

Tabors and cymbals, and the shouting Romans,
Make the sun dance. Hark you!

[Shouting again.
Men. This is good news.

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia
Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians,

A city full: of tnbunes such as you, [to-day:
A sea and land full. You have pray’d well
This morning, for ten thousand of your throats
I’d not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy!

[Shouting and music.
Sic. First, the gods bless you for yoiir

tidings; next,

Accept my thankfulness.
2 Mess, Sir, we have all

Great cause to give great thanks.

Sic. They are near the city?
Mess. Almost at point to enter.

Sic. We will meet them.
And help the joy. [JSxeimf,

Scene V.—Rome. A Street near the Gate.

Enter Volumnia, Virgilu, Valeria, &c.,
accompanied by Senators, Patricians, and
Citizens.

z Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of
Rome!

Call aH your tribes together, praise the gods,
And make triumphant fires; strew flowers

before them:
Unshout the noise that banish’d Marcius,
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother;
Cry, Welcome, ladies, welcome!

—

AIL Welcome, ladies,

Welcome!
[A flourish with drums and trumpets.

[Exeunt

Scene VI.—Antium. A public Place.

Enter Tullus Aufioius, with Attendants.

Auf. Go tell the lords of the city I am here:
Deliver them this paper; having read it,

Bid them repair to the market-place: where I,

Even in theirs and in the commons’ ears,

Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse
The city ports by this hath enter’d, and
Intends to appear before the people, hoping
To purge himself with words: despatch.

[Exeunt Attendants.

Enter three or four Conspirators of Aufidius’s
faction.

Most welcome!
1 Con. How is it with our general?
Auf. Even so

As with a man by his own alms empoison’d,
And with his charity slam.

2 Con. Most noble sir,

If you do hold the same intent wherein
You wish’d us parties, we’ll deliver you
Of your great danger.

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell:

We must proceed as we do find the people.

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain
whilst [either

’Twixt you there’s difference: but the fall of

Makes the survivor heir of all.

Auf. I know it;

And my pretext to strike at him admits
A good construction. I rais’d him, and I

pawn’d [heighten’d,

Mine honour for his truth: who being so
He water’d his new plants with dews of flattery,

Seducing so my friends; and to this end
He bow’d his nature, never known before
But to be rough, unswayable, and free.

3 Con. Sir, his stoutness,

When he did stand for consul, which he lost

By lack of stooping,

—

Auf. That I would have spoke of:

Being banish’d for’t, he came unto my hearth;
Presented to my knife his tl^roat^ I took him;
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Made him joint-servant with me; gave him way

'

In all his own desires; nay, let him choose
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish,

My best and freshest men; serv’d his design-
ments

In mine own person; holp to reap the fame
Which he made all his, and took some pride

To do myself this wrong: till, at the last,

I seem’d his follower, not partner; and
He wag’d me with his countenance as if

I had been mercenary.
1 Con. So he did, my lord:

The army marveli’d at it; and, in the last.

When he had earned Rome, and that we look’d

For no less spoil than glory,—

Auf. There was it,— [him.

For which my sinews shall be stretch’d upon
At a few drops of women’s rheum, which are

As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour

Of our great action: therefore shall he die,

And I’ll renew me in his fall. But, hark!
[Drums and trumpets sound, with great

shouts of the people.

1 Con. Your native town you enter’d hke a
post,

And had no welcomes home; but he returns

Sphtting the air with noise.

2 Con. And patient fools.

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats

tear

With giving him glory.

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage.

Ere he express himself, or move the people

With what he would say, let him feel your sword.

Which we will second. When he hes along,

After your way his tale pronounc’d shall bury
His reasons with his body.

Auf. Say no more;
Here come the lords.

Enter the Lords of the City.

Lords. You are most welcome home.
Auf. I have not deserv’d it.

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus’d

What I have written to you?
Lords. We have.

I jUyrd. And grieve to hear’t.

What faults he made before the last, I think

Might have found easy fines: hut there to end
Where he was to begin, and give away
The benefit of our levies, answering us
With our own charge: making a treaty where
There was a yieldmg. This admits no excuse.

Auf. He approaches: you shall hear him.

Elder Coriolanus, with drums and colours;

a crowd of Citizens with him.

Cor. Hail, lords! I am return’d your soldier;

Ko more infected with my country’s love

Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting

Under your great command. You are to know
That prosperously I have attempted, and
With bloody passage led your wars even to

The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have
brought home

Ho more than counterpoise a full third part

The charges of the action. We have made
peace

With no less honour to the Antiates
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Than shame to the Romans: and we here
deliver.

Subscribed by the consuls and patricians,

Together with the seal o’ the senate, what
We have compounded on.

Auf. Read it not, nohle lords;
But teH the traitor, in the highest degree
He hath abus’d your powers.

Cor. Traitor'—How now!
Auf. Ay, traitor, Mardus.
Cor. Marems!
Auf. Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius. Dost

thou think

I’ll grace thee with that robbery, thy stoi’n

name
Conolanus in Conoli?

—

You lords and heads o’ the state, perfidiously
He has betray’d your business, and given up,
For certain drops of salt, your city Rome,—
I say your city,—to his wife and mother;
Brealmig his oath and resolution, hke
A twist of rotten silk; never admitting
Counsel o’ the war; but at his nurse’s tears
He whin’d and roar’d away your victory;

That pages blush’d at him, and men of heart
Look’d wondering each at other.

Cor. Hear’st thou. Mars?
Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears,

—

Cor. Ha!
Auf. No more.
Cor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my

heart [slave!

—

Too great for what contains it Boy! O
Pardon me, lords, ’tis the first time that ever
I was forc’d to scold. Your judgments, my

grave lords,

Must give this cur the lie: and his own notion,

—

Who wears my stripes impress’d upon him;
that must bear

My beating to his grave,—shall join to thrust
The lie unto him.

r Lord. Peace, botlu and hear me speak.
Cor. Cutme to pieces, Volsces; men and lads,

Stain all your edges on me.—Boy! False
hound!

If you have wnt your annals true, ’tis there,

That, like an eagle in a dove-cote, I

Flutter’d your Volscians in Corioli:

Alone I did it.—Boy!
Auf. Why, noble lords,

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune,

Which was youi; shame, by this unholy braggart,

’Fore your own eyes and ears?

Conspirators, Let Mm die for’t.

Citizens. Tearhim to pieces, do it presently:

—

he kiUed my son,—my daughter;—^he killed my
cousin Marcus;—^he killed my fattier,

—

2 Lord. Peace, ho!—no outrage;—peace!
The man is noble, and Ms fame folds in

TMs orb o’ the earth. His last offences.to us
Shall have judicious hearing.—Stand, Au-

fidius,

And trouble not the peace.

Cor. 0 that I had Min,
With six Aufidiuses, or more, Ms tribe.

To use my lawful sword!

Auf. Insolent villain!

Conspirators. Kill, Mil, MU, MU, MU him!

[Atjf. and the Conspirators draw, and loll

Cor,, who falls: Axjf. stands on him.
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lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold!

Atif, My xiohlo masters, hear me spea^.

1 Lord. 0 Tullus,

—

2 Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat
valour will weep. [quiet;

3 Lord. Tread not upon him.—Masters «dl, be
Put up your swords. [this rage,

Auf. My lords, when you shall know,—as in
Provok’d by him, you cannot,—the great danger
Which this man’s life did owe you, you’ll rejoice

Thai he is thus cut off. Please it your honours
To call me to your senate. I’ll deliver

Myself your loy^ servant, or endure
Your heaviest censure.

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body.
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded

As the most noble corse that ever herald
Did follow to his um.

2 Lord. His own impatience
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame.
Let’s make the best of it.

Atif. My rage is gone;
And I im struck with sorrow.—Take him up:

—

Help, three o’ the chiefest soldiers; I’ll be one.

—

Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully:
Trail your steel pikes. Though in this city he
Hath widow’d and unchilded many a one,
Which to this hour bewail the injury.

Yet he shall have a noble memory.*-
Assist.

[Exeunt, bearing the body of Coriolahus.
A dead march sounded.
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ACT I.

Scene I.—Rome. A Street.

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and a rabble of
Citizens.

Plav. Hence! home, you idle creatures, get
you home:

Is this a hohday? What! Icnow' you not,

Being mechanical, you ought not walk
Upon a labouring day without the sign

Of your profession?—Speak, what trade art

thou?
I CiU Why, sir, a carpenter. [rule?

Mar. Where is thy leather apron and thy
What dost thou with thy best apparel on?

—

You, sir, what trade are you?

2 Cr7. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine work-
man,

I am but, as you would say, a cobbler.
Afar. But what trade art thou? answer me

directly-

2 at. A trade, sir, that I hope I may use
with a safe conscience; which is indeed, sir, a
mender of bad soles.

Mar. What trade, thou knave, thou nau^ty
knave, what trade?

2 at. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out
with me; yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend
you.
Mar. What meanest thou by that? mend me,

thou saucy fellow!

2 at. Why, sir, cobble you.
Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou?
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2 at thdy, sir, all that I Kve by is witii

the awi: I meddle with no tradesman’s matters,

nor women’s matters, but with awl. I am,
indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoesj when they
are in great danger, I re-cover them. As
proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather

have gone upon my handiwork.
Flav, But wherefore art not in thy shop to-

day?
Why dostthou lead these men about the streets?

2 at Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to

get myself into more work. But, indeed, sdr,

we make holiday to see Caosar, and to rejoice

in his triumph.
Mar. Wherefore rejoice? What conquest

brings he home?
What tributaries follow him to Rome,
To grace in captive bonds bis chariot wheels?
You blocks, you stones, you worse than sense-

less things!

0 you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,
Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and oft

Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements,
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops,
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat

The live-long day, with patient expectation,

To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome:
And when you saw his chanot but appear.
Have you not made an universal shout,

That Tiber trembled underneath her banks,
To hear the replication of your sounds
Made in her concave shores?
And do 30U now put on your best attire?

And do you now cull out a holiday?
And do you now strew flowers in his way
That comes in triumph over Pompey’s Mood?
Be gone!
Run to your houses, fall upon your knees,
Pray to the gods to intermit the plague
That needs must light on this ingratitude.-

Fiav. Go, go, good countrymen, and for

this fault

Assemble all the poor men of your sort,-

Braw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears
Into the channel, till the* lowest stream
Bo kiss the most exalted shores of all.

[Fxemt Citizens.
See, whe’r their basest metal be not mov’d;
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness.
Go you down that way towards the Capitol;
This way will I; disrobe the images
If you do find them deck’d with cereinonies.
Mar. May we do so?

You know it is the feast of Lupercal.
Flav. It is no matter; let no images

Be hung with Casar’s trophies. I’ll about,
And dnve away the vulgar from the streets:
So do you too, where you perceive them thick.
These growing feathers pluck’d from Csesar’s

wing
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch;
Who else would soar above the view of men.
And keep us all m servile learfulness.

[Fxeunt

Scene II.—Rome. A public Place.

Fnter, in procession^ with music, Cmsar;
Antony, for the course; Calphurnia,
Portia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Cassiu^

and Casca; a great crowd following: among
them a Soothsayer.
Caes. Calphurnia,—

Cses.

Cal. Here, my lord.
Calphurnia,

-

Caes. Stand you directly in Antonins’ way
When he doth run his course.—Antonins.

Ant. Caesar, my lord.

Caes. Forget not, in your speed, Antonins,
To touch Calphurnia; for our elders say.
The barren, touched in this holy chase,
Shake off their sterile curse.

Ant. I shall remember:
When Caesar says. Do this, it is perform’d.

Caes. Set on; and leave no ceremony out
[Afuaic.

Sooth. Caesar!

Caes. Ha! who calls?

Casca. Bid every noise be still.—Peace yet
again. [Jlfuaic ceases.

Caes. Who is it in the press that calls on me?
I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music,
Cry, Caesar. Speak; Caesar is turn’d to hear.

Sooth. Beware the ides of March.
Caes. What man is that?
Bru. A soothsayer bids you beware the ides

of March.
Caes. Set him before me; let me see his face.
Cas. Fellow, come from the throng; look

upon Casar.
Caes. What say’st thou to me now? speak

once again.

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. [Pass.
Cass. He is a dreamer; let us leave him.—

[Sennet Exeunt all but Bru. and Cas.
Cas. Will you go see the order of the course?
Bru. Not I.

Cas. I pray you do. [part
Bru. I am not gamesome: I do lack some

Of that quick spirit that is in Antony.
Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires;
Pll leave you.

Cos. Brutus, I do observe you now of late:
I have not from your eyes that gentleness
And show of love as I was wont to have:
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand
Over your friend that loves you.

Bru. Cassius,
Be not deceiv’d: if I have vail’d my look,
I turn the trouble of my countenance
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am
Of late with passions of some difference,
Conceptions only proper tp myself, [haviours;
Which gives some soil, perhaps, to my oe-
But let not therefore my good friends be

griev’d,—
Among which number, Cassius, be you one,—
Nor construe any further my neglect
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war.
Forgets the shows of love to other men.

Cas. Then, Bratus, I have much mistook
your passion;

By means whereof tMs breast of mine hath
buried

Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.
Tell me, good Bratus, can you see your face?
Bru. No, Cassius; for the eye sees not itself

But by reflection, by some other tMngs.
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Cos. ’Tis just:

And it is very mucli lamented, Brutus,

That you have no such mirrors as will turn
Your hidden worthiness into your eye,

That you might see your shadow. I have heard,
Where many of the best respect in Rome,—
Except immortal Caesar,— speaMng of Brutus,

And groaning underneath this age’s yoke,

Have wish’d that noble Brutus had his eyes.

Bru, Into what dangers would you lead me,
Cassius,

That you would have me seek into myself
For that which is not in me? [hear:

Cos. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar’d to

And, since you know you cannot see yourself

So well as by refiection, I, your glass,

Will modestly discover to yourself

That of yourself which you yet know not of.

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus:
Were I a common laugher, or did use
To stale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new protester; if you know
That 1 do fawn on men, and hug them hard.
And after scandal them; or if you know
That 1 profess myself in banqueting
To aU the rout, then hold me dangerous.

{Flourish and shout.

Bru. What means this shouting? I do fear

the people

Choose Caesar for their king.

Cos. Ay, do you fear it?

Then must I think you would not have it so.

Bru. 1 would not, Cassius; yet I love him
well.

—

But wherefore do you hold me here so long?

What is it that you would impart to me?
If it be aui^t toward the general good,

Set honour in one eye and death i’ the other,

And I will look on both indiferently;
For, let the gods so speed me as 1 love

The name of honour more than 1 fear death.

Cos. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,

As weE as I do know your outward favour,

Wefl, honour is the subject of my story.

—

1 cannot tell what you and other men
Think of this life; but, for my sin^e self,

I had as lief not be as live to be
In awe of such a thing as I myself.
I was bora free as Cassar; so were you:

We both have fed as well: and we can both
Endure the winter’s cold as well as he.

For once, upon a raw and gusty day,

The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores,

Caesar said to me, Bafst thou, Cassius, now
Leap in with me into this angry flood,

Am swim to ponder pomf?—Upon the word.
Accoutred as 1 was, I plunged in.

And bade him follow; so indeed he did.

The torrent roar’d; and we did buffet it

With lusty sinews, throwing it aside

'And stemming it with hearts of controversy:

But ere we could arrive the point press’d,
Caesar cried, Help me, Cassius, or I sinkl

I, as Mneas, our gre,at ancestor,

Pid from the flames'of Troy upon his shoulder

The old Anchises bear, so from the waves of

Tiber
Did I the tired Caesar: and this man
Is now become a god: and Cassius is

A wretched creature, and must bend his body

If Caesar carelessly but nod on him.
He had a fever when he was in Spain,
And, when the fit was on him, I did mark
How he did shake: ’tis true, this god did shake:
His coward lips did from their colour fiy;

And that same eye, whose bend dofli awe the
world,

Did lose his lustre: I did hear him groan:
Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the

Romans
Mark him, and write hte speeches in theirbooks,
Alas! it cried. Give me some drink, TitmuSf
As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me,

'

A man of such a feeble temper should
So get the start of the majestic world,
And bear the palm alone. [Shout: flomisk.

Bru. Another general shout!
I do believe that these applauses are
Forsomenew honours that are heap’d on Caesar.

Cos. 'Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow
world

Like a Colossus; and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about
To find ourselves dishonourable graves.
Men at some time are masters of tbanr-faics:

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stans,

But in ourselves, that we are underlings.
Brutus and Caesar: what should be in that

Cajsar? [yours?
Why should that name he sounded more than
Write them together, yours is as fair a name;
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well;

Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with ’em,
Bratuswillstartaspiritas soon as Caesar. [Shout.
Now, in the names of aU the gods at once,
Upon what meat doth this our Cassar feed,
That he has grown so great? Age, thou art

sham’d!
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods!
When went there by an age, since the great

flood,

But it was fam’d with more than -with one man?
When could they say, till now, that talk’d of

Rome,
That her wide walls encompass’d but one man?
Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough,
When there is in it but one only man.
O! you and I have heard our fathers say.

There was a Brutus once that would have
brook’d

The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome
As easily as a king.

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing
jealous;

What you would work me to, I have some aim:
How I have thought of this, and of these times,

I shall recount hereafter; for this present,

I would not, so with love I might entreat you.

Be any further mov’d. What you have said

I will consider; what you have to say
I will with patience hear: and find a time
Both meet to hear and answer such high things.

Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this;

Brutus had rather be a villager

Than to repute himself a son of Rome
Under these hard conditions as this rime
Is like to lay upon us.

Cas. I am glad that my weak words
Have struck but thus much show of fire' from

Brutus.
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Bm. Tlie games are done, and Caesar is te-

tuniing..

Cos. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the

sleeve:

And he will, after his soar fashion, tell you
What hath proceeded worthy note to-day.

Re-enter C-ESAR and his Train.

Bru. I will do so.—But, look you, Cassius,

The angry spot doth glow on Caesar’s brow.
And all the rest look like a chidden train:

Calphumia’s check is pale; and Cicero

Lools with such ferret and such fiery eyes

As we have seen him in the Capitol,

Being cross’d in conference by some senators.

Cos, Casca will tell us what the matter is.

Cxs. Antonius.

Ant Csesar?

Caes. Let me have men about me that are fat;

Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o’ nights:

Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look;

He thinks too much: such men are dangerous.

Ant Fear him not, Cassar, he’s not danger-
-— ous;

He Is a noble Roman, and well given.

Caes, Would he were fatter!—But I fear him
not:

Yet if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man I should avoid

So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much;
He is a great observer, and he looks

Quite tlnough the deeds of men; he loves no
plays,

As thou dost, Antony; he hears no music:
Seldom he sndles; and smiles in such a sort

As if he mock’d himself, and scorn’d his spirit

That could be mov’d to smile ut anything
Such men as he be never at heart’s ease
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves;
And therefore are they very dangerous.
I rather tell Ihee what is to be fear’d

Than what I fear,-—for always I am Cassar.

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf,

And tell me truly what thou think’st of him.
[JS'xeunf Caesar and his Train. Casca

stays behind.
Casca. You pull’d me by the cloak; would

you speak with me? [to-day,

Bru. Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanc’d
That Caesar looks so sad? [not?

Casca. Why, you were with him, were you
Bru. X sho^d not then ask Casca what had

chanc’d.
Casca. ny, there was a crown offered him:

and being offered him, he put it by with the
back of Bs hand, thus; and then the people
fell a-shouting.

Bru. What was the second noise for?
Casca. Why, for that too. [cry for?
Cos. They shouted ihiice: what was the last

Casca. Why, for that too.

Bru. Was the crown offer’d him thrice?
Casca. Ay, marry, was’t, and he put it by

thrice, eve^ time gentler than, other; and at
every putting by mine honest neighbours
shouted.

Cos. Who offered him the crown?
Casca. Why, Antony.
Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.

Cosca. I can as well be hanged as tell the
manner of it; it was mere foolery; I Bd not
mark it I saw Mark Anton;;^ offer him a crown;
—yet ’twas not a crown neither, *twas one of
these coronets;—and, as I told you, he put it

by once: but, for all that, to my thinMng, he
would fain have had it. Then he offered it to

him again; then he put it by again: but, to

my thinking) he was very loth to lay his jSngers

off it And then he offered it the tJiird tme;
he put it the third time by: and still, as he
refused it, the rabblement hooted, and clapped
their chapped hands, and threw up their sweaty
mght-caps, and uttered such a deal of stmkmg
breath because Cmsar refused the crown, that

it had almost choked Caesar; for he swooned,
and fell down at it: and for mine own part I

durst not laugh, for fear of opening my lips

and receiving the bad air.

Cos. But, soft, I pray you; what, did Caesar
swoon?

Casca. He fell down in the market-place, and
foamed at mouth, and was speechless.

Bru. ’Tis very like,—^he hath the falling

sickness.

Cos. No, Caesar hath it not; but you, aud I,

Afid honest Casca, we have the falling sickness.

Casca, I know not what you mean by that;

but 1 am sure Caesar feu down. If the tag-rag
people did not clap him and hiss him, according
as he pleased and displeased them, as they use
to do the players in the theatre, I am no true

man. [self?

Bru. What said he when he came unto him-
Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he

perceived the common herd was ^ad he refused
the crown, he plucked me ope his doublet, and
offered them his throat to cut-—An I had been
a man of any occupation, if I would not have
taken him at a word, I would 1 might go to heU
among the rogues. And so he feU. When he
came to himself again, he said. If he had done
or saidanything amiss, he desired their worships
to think it was his infirmity. Three or four
wenches, where I stood, cried, Alas, good souU
—and forgave him with aU their hearts: but
there’s no heed to be taken of them; if Caesar

had stabbed their mothers they would have
done no less.

Bru, And after that he came, thus sad, away?
Casca. Ay.
Cos. Did Cicero say anything?
Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek.
Cos. To what effect?

Casca. Nay, an I teU you that, PU ne’er
look you i’ the face again; but those that

understood him smUed at one another, and
shook their heads; but, for mine own part, it

was Greek to me. I could teU you more news
too: MaruUus and Flavius, for pulling scarfs off

Caesar’s images, are put to silence. Fare you
well. There was more foolery yet, if I could

remember it.

Cas. Will you sup with me to-mght, Casca?
Casca. No, 1 am promised forth.

Cos. Win you dine with me to-morrow?
Casca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold,

and your dinner worth the eating.

Cos. Good; I wiU expect you,
Casca. Do so: farewell, both. [Frif.
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Bni. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be!

He was quick mettle when he went to school.

Cas. So he is now, in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprise,

However he puts on this tardy form.

This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit,

Which gives men stomach to digest his words
With better appetite. [you:

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave

To-morrow, if you please to speak with me,
I will come home to you; or, if you will,

Come home to me, and I will wait for you.

Cas, I will do so: till then, think of the
world. [Exit Brutus.

Well, Brutus thou art noble; yet, I see,

Thy honourable metal may be wrought
From that it is dispos’d: therefore it is meet
That noble minds keep ever with their likes;

For who so firm that cannot be seduc’d?

Cifisar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus:

If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius,

He should not humour me. I will this ni^t,
In several hands, in at his windows throw,

As if they came from several citizens,

Writings, all tending to the great opimon
That Rome holds of his name; wherein ob-

scurely

Caesar’s ambition shall be glanced at;

And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure;

For we will shake him, or worse days endure.
[Exit

Scene III.—Rome. A Street.

Thunder and Ughtning. En ter,from opposite

sides, Casca, with hk sword drawn, and
Cicero.

Cic. Good-even, Casca: brought you Caesar
home?

Why are you breathless? and why stare you so?

Casca. Are not you mov’d, when all the sway
of earth

Shakes like a thing unfirm? 0 Cicero,

I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds
Have riv’d the knotty oaks; and I have seen
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam.
To be exalted with the threat’ning clouds:

But never till to-night, never till now,
Did I go through a tempest dropping fire.

Either there is a civil strife in heaven;
Or else the world, too saucy with the gods,

Incenses them to send destruction.

Cic. Why, saw you anything more wonderful?
Casca. A common slave,—^you know him well

by sight,

—

Held up his left hand, which did flame and bum
Like twenty torches join’d; and yet his hand,
Hot sensible of fire, remain’d unscorch’d.
Besides,—I ha’ not since put up my sword,

—

Against the Capitol I met a lion,

Who glar’d upon me, and went surly by,

Without annoying me: and there were drawn
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women,
Transformed with their fear; who swore they

saw
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets.

And yesterday the bird of night did sit,

Even at noon-day, upon the market-place.
Hooting and shrieking. When these prodigies

Do so conjointly meet, let not men say,

CJESAE

These are their reasons,-~theg are natural;
For I believe they are portentous things
Unto the climate that they point upon.

Cic. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time;
But men may construe things after their fashion.
Cleanfrom the purpose of the things themselves.
Comes Caesar to &e Capitol to-morrow?

Casca. He doth; for he did bid Antonius
Send word to you he would be there to-morrow.

Cic. Good-night, then, Casca: this disturbed
sky

Is not to wdk in.

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. [Exit CiCERO.

Enter Cassius.

Cas. Who’s there?
Casca. A Roman.
Cas. Casca, by your voice.
Casca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what

night is this!

Cas. A very pleasing mght to honest men.
Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace

so? [of faults.

Cas. Those that have known the earth so full

For my part, I have walk’d about the streets.
Submitting me unto the perilous night,
And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see.
Have bar’d my bosom to the thunder-stone:
And when the cross-blue hghtmng seem’d to

open
The breast of heaven, I did present myself
Even in the aim and very flash of it.

Casca. But wherefore did you so much tempt
the heavens?

It is the part of men to fear and tremble
When the most mighty gods, by tokens, send
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us.

Cos. You are dull, Casca; and those sparks
of life

That should be in a Roman you do want,
Or else you use not. You look pale, and gaze,

And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder,
To see the strange impatience of the heavens:
But if you would consider the true cause
Why aU these fires, why all these ghdktg ghosts,

Why birds and beasts, from quality and kind;

Why old men fools, and children calculate;

Why all these things change, from their ordin-

ance,

Their natures, and pre-formed faculties,

To monstrous quahty;—why, you shall find

That heaven hath infus’d them with these

spirits,

To make them instruments of fear and warning
Unto some monstrous state.

Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man
Most like this dreadful night

That thunders, hghtens, opens graves, and
roars

As doth the lion in the Capitol,

—

A man no mightier than thyself or me
In personal action; yet prodigious ^own,
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are.

Casca. ’Tis C»sar that you mean; is it not,

Cassius?
Cas. Let it be who it is: for Romans now

Have thews and hmbs like to their ancestors;

But, woe the while! our fathers* minds are dead,

And we are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits;

Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish.
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Casca. Indeed they say the senators to-

morrow
Mean to establish Csesaf as a Mng;
And he shall wear his crown by sea and land,

In every place, save here in Italy.

Cas, I know where I will wear this dagger
tiien;

Cassias from bondage will deliver Cassius:

Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most
strong;

Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat;

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass.

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron.

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit;

But life, being weary of these worldly bars,

Never lacks power to dismiss itself.

If I know this, know all the world besides,

That part of tyranny that I do bear,

I can shake ofi at pleasure. [Thunder still.

Casca. So can I:

So every bondman in his own hand bears
The power to cancel his captivity.

Cas. And why should Caesar be a tyrant,

then?
Poor man! I know he would not be a wolf,

But that he sees the Romans are but sheep:
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire

Begin it with weak straws; what trash is Rome,
What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves
For the base matter to illuzninate

So vile a thing as Caesar! But, 0 grief,

Where hast thou led me? I perhaps speak this

Before a wilhng bondman; then I know
My answer must be made: but I am arm’d,
And dangers are to me indifferent. [man

Casca. You speak to Casca; and to such a

That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, my hand;
Be factious for redress of all these gnefs;

And I will set this foot of mine as far

As who goes farthest.

Cas. There’s a bargain made.
Now know you, Casca, I have mov’d already
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans
To undergo with me an enterpnse
Of honourable-dangerous consequence;
And I do know by this they stay for me
In Pompey’s porch: for now, this fearful night,

There is no stir or walking in the streets;

And the complexion of the element
In favour’s like the work we have in hand.
Most bloody, fiery, and most temble.

Casca. Stand close awhile, for here comes
one m haste.

Cas. ’Tis Cmna,—I do know him by his gait;

He is a friend.

Enter Cinna.

Cinna, where haste you so?
Cin. To find out you. Who’s that? Metellus

Cimber?
Cas. No, it IS Casca; one incorporate

To our attempts. Am I not stay’d for, Cinna?
Cm. 1 am glad on’t. What a fearful mght

is this! [sights.

There’s two or three of us have seen strange
Cas. Am I not stay’d for? TeU me.
Cin. Yes, you are.

0 Cassius, if you could
But win the noble Brutus to our party,

—

G^SAE [act n.

Cas. Be you content: good Cinna, take this
paper,

And look you lay it in the praetor’s chair,

Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this
In at his window; set this up with wax
Upon old Brutus’ statue: all this done, [us.
Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you shall find
Is Decius Brutus and Trebomus there?
Cm. All but Metellus Cimber; and he’s gone

To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie,

And so bestow these papers as you bade me.
Cas. That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre.

[Exit Cinna.
Come, Casca, you and I will yet, ere day,

See Brutus at his house; three parts of him
Is ours already; and the man entire.

Upon the next encounter, yields him ours.

Casca. O, he sits high in all the people’s
hearts:

And that which would appear offence in us,

His countenance, like richest alchemy,
Will change to virtue and to worthiness.

Cas. Him, and his worth, and our great need
of him.

You have right well conceited. Let us go,

For it is after midmght; and ere day
We will awake him, and be sure of him.

[Exeunt.

ACT 11.

Scene I.-—Rome. Brutus’s Orchard,

Enter Brutus.

Btu. What, Lucius, hoi—
I cannot, by the progress of the stars,

Give guess how near to day.—Lucius, I say!

—

I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly.—
When, Lucius, when? awake, I say! what,

Lucius!

Enter Lucros.

Luc. Call’d you, my lord?

Bru. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius:
When it is lighted, come and call me here.

Luc. I will, my lord. [Exit.

Bru. It must be by his death; and, for my
part,

I know no personal cause to spurn at him,
But for the general. He would be crown’d:
How that might change his nature, there’s the

question:

It is the bnght day that brings forth the adder;
And that craves wary walking. Crown him?—

that

—

And then, I grant, we put a sting in him.
That at his will he may do danger with.
The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins
Remorse from power: and, to speak truth of

Csesar,

I have not known when his affections sway’d
More than his reason. But ’tis a common proof
That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder,
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face;
But when he once attains the utmost round,
He then unto the ladder turns his back,
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees
By which he did ascend. So Cassar may;
Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the

quarrel
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Will bear no colour for the thing he is, When evils are most free? 0, then, by day
Fashion it thus; that what he is, augmented, Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough
Would run to these and these extremities: To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none.

And therefore think him as a serpent’s egg,

Which, hatch’d, would as his kind grow mis-
chievous;

And kill him in the shell.

Re-enter Lucrus.

Luc. The taper bumeth in your closet, sir.

Searching tiie window for a flint, I found
[Giving him a letter*

lliis paper, thus seal’d up; and I am sure

It did not lie there when I went to bed.

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day.

Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March?
hue. I know not, sir. [word.

Bru. l/oofc in the calendar, and bring me
Luc. I will, sir. [Bxit.

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing m the air.

Give so much light that I may read by them.
[Opens the letter and reads.

Brutus, thou sleep'st: awake, and see thyself.

Shall Rome, &c. Speak, strike, redress^

Brutus, thou sleep*st: awake .

—

Such instigations have been often dropp’d

Where I have took them up.

Shall Rome, &c. Thus must I piece it out,

—

fihall Rome stand under one man’s awe? What,
Rome?

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome
The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a king.

Speak, strike, redress!—km I entreated then

To speak and strike! 0 Rome! I make thee

promise,

If the redress will follow, thou receivest

Thy fun petition at the hand of Brutus?

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days.
[ATnochmp within.

Bru. ’Tis good. Go to the gate; somebody
knocks. [Exit Lucius.

Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar,

I have not slept.

Between the acting of a dreadful thing

And the first motion, all the interim is

Like a phantasma or a hideous dream:
The genius and the mortal instruments

Are &en In council; and the state of man,
like to a little kingdom, suffers then

The nature of an insurrection.

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, ’tis your brother Cassius at the door

Who doth desire to see you,

Bru. Is he alone?

Luc. No, sir, there are more with him.

jSru. Do you know them?

Luc. No, sir; their hats are pluck’d about

their ears,

And half their faces buried in their cloaks,

That by no means I may discover them
By any mark of favour.

Bru. Let ’em enter.

[Exit Lucius,

They are the faction. 0 conspiracy, [night,

Sham’st thou to show thy dangerous brow by

conspiracy;

Hide it in smiles and affability:

For if thou hath thy native semblance on,
Not Erebus itself were dim enough
To hide thee from prevention.

Enter Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cenna,
Metellus Cimber, and Trebonius.

Cos. I think we are too bold upon your rest:

Good-morrow, Brutus; do we trouble you?
Bru. 1 have been up this hour; awake ah

night.

Know I these men that come along with you?
Cos. Yes, every man of them; and no man

here
But honours you; and every one doth wish
You had but that opinion of yourself
Which every noble Roman bears of you.
This is Trebonius.

Bru. He is welcome hither.

Cos. This, Decius Brutus.
Bru. He is welcome too.

Cos. This, Casca; this, Cinna;
And this, Metellus Cimber.

Bru. They are all welcome.
What watchful cares do interpose themselves
Betwixt your eyes and night?

Cos. Shall I entreat a word?
[Brutus and Cassius whisper.

Dec. Here lies the east; doth not the day
break here?

Casca. No.
Cin. 0, pardon, sir, it doth; and you grey

lines

That fret the clouds are messengers of day.
Casca. You shall confess that you are both

deceiv’d.

Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises;

Which is a great way growing on the south.
Weighing the youthful season of the year.
Some two months hence up higher toward the

north

He first presents his fire; and the high east

Stands, as the Capitol, directly here.
Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by

one.

Cas. And let us swear our resolution-

Bru. No, not an oath: if not the face of men.
The sufferance of our souls, the time’s abuse,—
If these be motives weak, break off betimes.
And every man hence to Ms idle bed;
So let M^-sighted tyranny range on,

Till each man drop by lottery. But if these.
As I am sure they do, bear fire enough
To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour
The melting spirits of women; then, country-

men,
What need we any spur, but our own cause.

To prick us to redress? what other bond
Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word

I

And win not palter? and what other oath
Than honesty to honesty engag’d
That this shall be, or we will fall for it?

Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautelous.
Old feeble carrions, and such suffering souls
That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes sweai
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Such creatures as men doubt: but do not stam
The even virtue of our enterprise,

Hor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits,

To think that or our cause or our performance

Did need an oath; when every drop of blood

That every Eoman bears, and nobly bears,

Is guilty of a several bastardy

If he do break the smallest particle

Of any promise that hath pass’d from him.
Ccs. But what of Cicefo? shall v/e sound

him?
I think he will stand very strong with us.

Cascc. Let us not leave him out.

Cm. Ifo, by no means.
Met. 0, let us have him; for his silver hairs

Will purchase us a good opimon,

And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds:

It shall be said his judgment rul’d our hands;
Our youths and wildness shall no whit appear.

But ail be buried m his gravity.

Bru, 0, name him not: let us not break
with him;

For he will never follow anything
That other men begm.

Cos. Then leave him out.

Casca. Indeed he is not fit.

Dec, Shall no man else be touch’d but only

Casar?
Cos, Deems, well urg’d.—I think it is not

meet
Mark Antony, so well belov’d of Caesar,

Should outlive Caasai: we shall find of him
A shrewd contriver, and, you know, his means,
If he improve them, may well stretch so far

As to annoy us ail: which to prevent,

Let Antony and Cassar fall together.

Bru. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius
Cassius,

To cut the head off and then hack the limbs,

—

Like wrath in death and envy afterwards;

For Antony is but a limb of Caesar:

Let’s be sacnficers, but not butchers, Caius.

We aU stand up against the spint of Caesar;

And in the spint of men there is no blood:

0 that we, then, could come by Caesar’s spirit,

And not dismember Caesar! But, alas,

Caesar must bleed for it! And, gentle fnends,
Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully;

Let’s carve him as a dish fit for the gods,
JEIot hew him as a carcase fit for hounds:
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do,
Stir up their servants to an act of rage,

And adter seem to chide ’em. This shall'make
Our purpose necessary, and not envious:
Which so appearing to the common eyes,

We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers.
And for Mark Antony, think not of him;
For he can do no more than Casar’s arm
When Caesar’s head is off.

Cas. Yet I fear him;
Form the engrafted love he bears to Casar,—

Bru. Alas, good Cassius, do not think ofMm:
If he love Casar, all that he can do
Is to himself,—take thought and die for Casar:
And that were much'he should; for he is given
To sports, to wildness, and much company.

Treb. There is no fear in him; let jfcum not
die;

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.

(Cheft sinkes.

Bru. Peace, count the clock.

Cas The clock hath stricken three.
Treb ’Tis time to part.

Cas. But it is doubtful yet
Whether Casar will come forth to-day or no:
For he is superstitious grown of late;

Quite from the main opinion he held once
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies:
It may be these apparent prodi'gies.

The unaccustom’d terror of this night,

And the persuasion of his augurers,
May hold him from the Capitol to-day.

Dec. Never fear that: if he be so resolv’d

I can o’ersway him; for he loves to hear
That unicorns may be betray’d with trees,

And bears with glasses, elephants with holes,

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers:

But when I tell Mm he hates flatterers,

He says he does,—being then most flatter’d.

Let me work;
For I can give his humour the true beat,

And I will bnng him to the Capitol.

Cas. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch
Mm. {most?

Bru. By the eighth hour: is that the utter-

Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then.
Met, Caius Liganus doth bear Caesar hard,

Who rated Mm for speaking well of Pompey:
I wonder none of you have thought of him.

Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him:
He loves me well, and I have given him reasons;
Send him but Mther, and I’ll fashion him.

Cas. The mormng comes upon’s: we’U leave
you, Brutus: [member

And, friends, disperse yourselves: but all re-

What you have said, and show yourselves true
Romans.

Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily;
Let not our looks put on our purposes;
But bear it as our Roman actors do,

With untir'd spints and formal constancy;
And so, good-morrow to you every one.

[Exeunt all but BRUTtrs.
Boy! Lucius!—Fast asleep’ it is no matter;
Enjoy the heavy honey-dew of slumber.
Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies
Which busy care draws in the brains of men;
Therefore thou sleep’st so sound.

Enter Portia.

Por. Brutus, my lord!

Bru. Portia, what mean you? wherefore rise

you now?
It IS not for your health thus to commit
Your weak condition to the raw cold mormng.

Por. Not for yours neither. You have un-
gently, Brutus,

Stole from my bed: and yesternight, at supper,
You suddenly arose, and walk’d about,
Musing and sighing, with your arms across;

And when I ask’d you what the matter was,
You star'd upon me with ungentle looks:

I urg’d you further; then you scratch’d your
head,

And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot:

Yet I insisted, yet you answer’d not;

But with an angry wafture of your hand
Gave sign for me to leave you: so I did;

Fearing to strengthen that impatience
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Which seem’d too much enkindled; and withal
Hoping it was but an effect of humour,
Which sometime hath his hour with every man.
It will nor let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep;

And, could it work so much upon your shape
As it hath much prevail’d on your condition,

I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,

Make me acquainted with your cause of gnef.

Bru. I am not well m health, and that is all.

Pot. Brutus is wise, and Were he not in

health,

He would embrace the means to come by it.

Bru, Why, so I do.—Good Portia, go to bed.

Pot. Is Brutus sick? and is it physical

To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours
Of the dank mormng? What, is Brutus sick,—
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed,
To dare the vile contagion of the mght,
And tempt the rheumy and unpurg’d air

To add unto his sickness’ Ho, my Brutus;
You have some sick offence within your mind,
Which by the right and virtue of my place

I ought to know of. and upon my knees
I charm you, by my once-commended beauty,

By all your vows of love, and that great vow
Which did incorporate and make us one.

That you unfold to me. yourself, your half,

Why you are heavy; and what men to-night

Have had resort to you,—for here have been
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces

Even from darkness.

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia.

Por. I should not need if you were gentle

Brutus,

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,

Is it excepted I should know no secrets

That appertain to you? Am I jjourseif

But as it were in sort or hmitation,

—

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed,

And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in

the suburbs
Of your good pleasure? If it be no more,

Portia IS Brutus’ harlot, not his wife.

Bru. Yon are my true and honourable wife;

As dear to me as are the ruddy drops

That visit my sad heart.

Por. If this were true, then should I know
this secret.

1 grant I am a woman; but withal

A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife;

X grant I am a woman; but withal

A woman well-reputed,— Cato’s daughter.

Think you I am no stronger than my sex.

Being so father’d and so husbanded?
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose ’em'

I have made strong proof of my constancy,

Giving myself a voluntary wound
Here in the thigh: can I bear that with patience,

And not my husband’s secrets?

Bru 0 ye gods.

Render me worthy of this noble wife!

{Knocking within.

Hark, hark! one knocks: Portia, go in awhile;

And by and by thy bosom shall partaim

The secrets of my heart*:

All my engagements I will construe to thee,

All the charactery of my sad brows.

Leave me with haste. [Exit Portia.

Lucius, who’s that knocks?

Enter Lucius with Ligarius.

Luc. Hers is a sick man that would speak
Aith you.

Bru. Cams Liganus, that Metellus spake
of —

Boy, stand aside.—Cams Ligarius,—how!
Lig. Vouchsafe good-morrow from a feeble

tong'je.

Bru. 0, what a time have you chose out,
brave Caius,

To wear a kerchief! Would you were not sick!
lig I am not sick if Brutus have m hand

Any exploit worthy the name of honour.
Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius,

Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.

Lig. By ail the gods that Romans bow before,
I here discard my sickness? Soul of Rome!
Brave son, deriv’d from honourable loins!
Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur’d up
My mortified spirit. How bid me run,
And I will strive with things impossible;
Yea, get the better of them. What’s to do?
Bru. A piece of work that will make sick

men whole.
Lig. But are not some whole that we must

make sick? [Caius,

Bru. That must we also. What it is, my
I shall unfold to thee, as we are going
To whom it must be done.

Lig. Set on your foot;

And with a heart new fir’d I follow you
To do I know not what; but it sufficeth

That Brutus leads me on.

Bru. Follow me, then.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—Rome. A Room in Caesar’s
Palace.

Thunder and Ughtwng. Enter Cmskr in his
night-gown.

Cas. Hor heaven, nor earth have been at

peace to-mght:
Thrice hath Calphurnia in her sleep cried out.

Help, ho! They murder Csesar!—Who’s
within?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord?

Cses Go bid the pnests do present sacrifice.

And bring me their opinions 01 success.

Serv. 1 will, my lord. [Exit.

Enter Calphurnia.

Cal. What mean you, Caesar? Think you
to walk forth?

You shall not stir out of your house to-day.

Cses. Csesar shall forth: the things that

threaten’d me [see

Ne’er look’d but on my back; when they shall

The face of Caesar they are vanished.

Cal Csesar, I never stood on ceremonies,

Yet now they fright me. There is one within,

Besides the things that we have heard and seen,

Recounts most hornd sights seen by the watch.

A honess hath whelped in the streets;

And graves have yawn’d and yielded up their

dead;
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Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds.

In ranks and squadrons and right form of war,

Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol;

The noise of battle hurtled in the air,

Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan;

And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the

streets.

0 Caesar, these things are beyond all use,

And I do fear them!
Cses. What can be avoided.

Whose end is purpos’d by the mighty gods?
Yet Caesar shall go forth; for these predictions

Are to the world in general as to Caesar.

Cal. When beggars die there are no comets
seen; [of princes.

The heavens themselves blaze forth the death

Caes. Cowards die many times before their

deaths;

The vaHant nevfer taste of death but once.

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,

It seems to me most strange that men should
fear;

Seeing that death, a necessary end,

Will come when it will come.

Re-enter Servant.

What say the augurers?

Serv, They would not have you to star forth

to-day.

Plucking the entrails of an offering forth,

They could not find a heart within the beast.

Cans. The gods do this in shame of cow-
ardice:

Csesar should be a beast without a heart

If he should stay at home to-day for fear.

No, Caesar shall not: danger knows full well

That Caesar is more dangerous than he:
We are two lions litter'd in one day,

And I the elder and more temble:

—

And Caesar shall go forth.

Cal. Alas, my lord,

Your wisdom is consum'd in confidence.

Do not go forth to-day: call it my fear

That keeps you in the house, and not your own
We'll send Mark Antony to the senate-house;
And he shall say you are not well to-day:

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

Caes. Mark Antony shall say I am not well;

And for thy humour I will stay at home.

Enter Decius.

Here’s Decius Brutus, he shaiU tell them so.

Bee. Caesar, all hail! Good-morrow, worthy
Caesar:

1 come to fetch you to the senate-house.
Cses. And you are come in very happy time.

To bear my greeting to the senators,

And tell them that I will not come to-day:
Cannot, is false; and that I dare not, falser:

I will not come to-day,“-tell them so, Decius.
Cal. Say he is sick.

Caes. Shall Caesar send a he?
Have I in conquest stretch'd mine arm so far.

To be afeard to tell graybeards the truth?
Decius, go tell them Caesar will not come.
Bee. Most mighty Caesar, let me know some

cause,

Lest I be laugh’d at wnen I tell them so.

C.ffiSAR [act ii.

Cxs. The cause is in my will,—I will not
come;

That is enough to satisfy the senate.

But for your private satisfaction.

Because I love you, I will let you know,—
Calphurma here, my wife, stays me at home:
She dreamt to-mght she saw my status,

Which, like a fountain with a hundred spouts,

Did run pure blood; and many lusty Romans
Came smiling and did bathe their hands in it:

And these does she apply for warnings and
portents,

And evils imminent; and on her knee
Hath begg’d that I wiU stay at home to-day.

Dec. This dream is all amiss interpreted;

It was a vision fair and fortunate:

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes,

In which so many smiling Romans bath’d,

Sigmfies that from you great Rome shall suck
Revivmg blood; and that great men sheill press
For tinctures, stains, relics, and cognizance.

This by Calphurma's dream is signified, [it.

Cses. And this way have you well expounded
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I

can say:

And know it now,—the senate have concluded
To give this day a crown to mighty Csesar.

If you shall send them word you will not come,
Their minds may change. Besides, it were a

mock,
Apt to be render’d, for some one to say,

Break vp the senate till another time,

When Csesafs wife shall meet with better
dreams.

If Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper,
to, Csesar is afraid?
Pardon me, Csesar; for my dear dear love
To your proceeding bids me tell you tMs;
And reason to mylove is liable.

Cass. How foolish do your fears seem now,
Calphumia!

I am ashamed I did yield to them.

—

Give me my robe for I will go;

Enter Publius, Brutus, LigariUs, Me-
TELLUS, Casca, Trebonius, and Cinna.

And look where Pubhus is come to fetch m-e.

Pub. Good-morrow, Csesar.

Cses. Welcome, Publius.

—

What, Brutus, are you stirred so early too?

—

Good-morrow, Casca.—Caius Ligarius,

Caesar was ne’er so much your enemy
As that same ague which hath made you lean.

—

What is’t o’clock?

Bru. Caesar, 'tis strucken eight.

Cses. I thank you for your pains and courtesy.

Enter Antony.

See! Antony, that revels long o’ nights
Is notwithstanding up.

—

Good-morrow, Antony.
Ant, So to most noble Caesar.
Cses. Bid them prepare within.

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

—

Now Cinna;—now Metellus:—^what, Tre-
bonius!

I have an hour’s talk in store for you;
Remember that you call on me to-day:
Be near me, that I may remember you.
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Treb. Caesar, I will:—and so near will I

be, [Astde,

That your best friends shall wish I had been
further.

Csss. Good friends, go in and taste some
wine with me;

And we, like friends, will straightway go to-

gether.

jBru. That every like is not the same, O
Caesar,

The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon!

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—-Rome. A Street neat the
Capitol.

Enter Artemedorus reading a paper.

Art. Csesar, beware of Brutus; take heed of
Cassius; come not near Ccrsca; have an eye to

Cinna; trust not Trebonius; mark well Metellus
Cimber; Decius Brutus loves thee not; thou
hast wronged Cams Ligarius. There is but
one mind in all these men, and it is bent
against Csesar. If thou beest not immortal
lookabout you:security gives way to conspiracy.

The mighty gods defend thee! Thy lover,

Artemidorus.

Here will 1 stand till Caesar pass along,

And as a suitor will I give him this.

My heart laments that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.

If thou read this, 0 Caesar, thou mayst live;

If not, the fates with traitors do contrive.

[Exit.

Scene IV.—Rome. Another part of the

same Street, before the House of Brutus.

Enter Portia and Lucius.

For. I pr’ythee, boy, run to the senate-

house;
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone:

Why dost thou stay?
Luc. To know my errand, madam.
For. I would have had thee there and here

again
Ere I can tell thee what thou shouldst do

there.

—

0 constancy, be strong upon my side!

Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and
tongue!

1 have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might.
How hard it is for women to keep counsel?

—

Art thou here yet?
Luc. Madam, what should I do?

Run to the Capitol, and nothing else?

And so return to you, and nothing else?

For. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord

look well,

For he went sickly forth; and take good note
What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him.
Hark, boy! what noise is that?

Luc. 1 hear none, madam.
For. Pr’ythee, listen well:

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray,

And the wind brings it from the Capitol.

Luc. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Artemidorus.

For. Come hither, fellow:
Which way hast thou been?
Art At mine own house, good lady.
For. What is’t o’clock?

Art. About the mnth hour, lady.
For. Is Csesar yet gone to the Caiatol?
Art Madam, not yet: I goto takemy stand.

To see him pass on to the Capitol.

For. Thou hast some suit to Casar, hast
thou not?

Art That I have, lady: if it will please
Cassar

To be so good to Caesar as to hear me,
I shah beseech him to befnend himself.

For. Why, know’st thou any harm’s in-

tended towards him?
Art Rone that I know will be, much that

I fear may chance.
Good-morrow to you. Here the street is

narrow;
The throng that follows Caesar at the heels
Of senators, of praetors, common suitors,

Wih crowd a feeble man almost to death:
I’h get me to a place more void, and there
Speak to great Caesar as he comes along.

[Exit
For. I must go in.—Ah me! how weak a

thing

The heart of woman is! 0 Brutus,
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise!—
Sure the boy heard me.—Brutus hath a suit

That Caesar will not grant.—O, I grow faint.

—

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord;

Say I am merry: come to me again,

And bnng me word what he doth say to thee.

[Exeunt severally.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Rome. The Capitol; the Senate
sitting.

A crowd of People in the street leading to the
Capitol, among them Artemidorus urvi

the Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter CiESAR,
Brutus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Me-
TELEUS, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony,
Lepedus, Popilius, Publius, and others,

Cses. The ides of March are come.
Sooth. Ay, C«sar; but not gone.

Art Hail, Csesarl Read this schedule.

Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o’er read,

At your best leisure, this his humble suit
Art. 0 Csesar, read mine first; for mine’s

a suit {Csesar.

That touches Csesar nearer: read it, great

Cses. What touches us ourself shall be last

serv’d.

Art Delay not, Cmsar; read it instantly.

Caes. What, is the fellow mad?
Pub. Sirrah, ©ve place.

Cos. What, urge you your petitions in the

street?

Come to the Capitol,

C.aESAR enters the Capitol, the rest following.

All the Senators rise.

Fop. Iwish your enterpriseto-daymay thrive.
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Cas. What enterprise, Popilius?

PoJ>. Fare you well.

[Advances to CiSSAR.

Bru. What said Popihus Lena?
Cas. He wish’d to-day our enterprise might

thnve.

I fear our purpose is discovered.

Bru. Look how he makes to Casarr mark
him. [tion.

—

Ctrs. Casca, he sudden, for we fear preven-

Brutus, what shall be done? If this be known,
Cassius or Csesar never shall turn back,

For I will slay myself.

Bru Cassius, be constant:

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes;

For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not

change.
Cas. Trebonius knows his tune; for, look

you, Brutus,

He draws Mark Antony out of the way.

[Exeunt Ant. and Tree. Caesar and
the Senators take their seats.

Dec. Where is MeteUus Cimber? Let him
go,

And presently prefer his suit to Caesar.

Bru. He is address’d: press near and second

him.
Cm- Casca, you are the first that rears your

hand.
Casca. Are we all ready?

Caes. What is now amiss
That Caesar and his senate must redress?

Met. Most high, most mighty, and most
puissant Caesar,

MeteUus Cimber throws before thy seat

An humble heart,— [Kneelinff.

Cses, I must prevent thee, Cimber.

These couchings and these lowly courtesies

Might fire the blood of ordinary men,
And turn pre-ordinance and first decree

Into the law of children. Be not fond
To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood
That will be thaw’d from the true quahty
With that which melteth fools; I mean, sweet

words,
Low crooked curt’sies, and base spaniel fawning.
Thy brother by decree is bamshed:
If&0U dost bend, and pray, and fawn for him,
I spurn thee like a cur out of my way.
Elnow, Csesar doth not wrong; nor without

cause
Will he be satisfied.

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my
own,

To sound more sweetly in great Csesaris ear
For the repealing of my banish’d brother?

Bru. 1 kiss thy hand, but not m flattery,

Caesar,

Desiring thee that Pubhus Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

Cass. What, Brutus!
Cas. Pardon, Caesar; Caesar, pardon:

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall,

To beg enfranchisement for Pubhus Cimber.
Cass. I could be well mov’d if I were as you;

If I could pray to move, prayers would move
me;

But I am constant as the northern star,

Of whose true-fix’d and resting quality
There is no fellow in the firmament.

The skiesare paintedwithunnumber’d sparks,—
They are all fire, and every one doth s^ne;
But there’s but one in all doth hold his place:

So m the world,—-’tis furnish’d well with men,
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive;

Yet in the number I do know but one

That unassailable holds on his rank,

Unshak’d of motion: and that I am he,

Let me a little show it even in this,—

That I was constant Cimber should be banish’d,

And constant do remain to keep him so.

Cm. 0 Caesar,—
Cass. Hence f wilt thou lift up Olympus?
Dec. Great Caesar,

—

Caes. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel?

Casca. Speak, hands, for me!
[Casca stabs Cjesar m the neck. Caesar

catches hold of his arm. He is then
stabbed by several other Conspirators,

and at last by Marcus Brutus.
Caes. Et tu, Brute?—Then fall, C®sar!
[Dies. The Senators and People retire m

confusion.

Cin. Liberty! Freedom! Tyranny is dead!

—

Rim hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets,

Cas. Some to the common pulpits, and cry

out,

Liberty, freedom, and enfranchisement!
Bru. People and senators I be not affrighted*

Fly not; stand still : ambition’s debt is paid.

Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus.

Dec. And Cassius too.

Bru. Where’s Publius? [mutiny.
Cm. Here, quite confounded with this

Met. Stand fast together, lest some friend of

Caesar’s

Should chance,— [cheer;

Bru. Talk not of standing.—Publius, good
There is no harm intended to your person,

Nor to no Roman pise: so tell them, Pubhus.
Cos. And leave us, Pubhus; lest that the

people,

Rushing on us, should do your age some mis-,

chief.

Bru. Do so: and let no man abide this deed,
But we the doers.

Re-enter Trebonius,

Cas. Where is Antony?
Tre. Fled to his house amaz’d;

Men, wives, and children stare, cry out, and
run.

As it were doomsday.'
Bru. Fates! we will know your pleasures.

—

That we shall die, we know; ’tis but the time,
And drawing days out, that men, stand upon.

Cas. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of
life,

Cuts off so many years of fearing death.
Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit:

So are we Caesar's fnends, that have abndg’d
His time of feanng death.—Stoop, Floraans,

stoop,

And let us bathe our hands in Caesar’s blood
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords*
Then walk we forth even to the market-place,
And, waving our red weapons o’er our heads*
Let’s ail cry, Peace’ freedom! and liberty!

Cas. Stoop then, and wash.—How many
ages hence
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Shall this our lofty scens be acted over.

In states unborn and accents yet unknown!
Btu. How many times shall Caesar bleed in

sport,

That now on Pompey's basis lies along

No worthier than the dust!

Cas, So oft as that shall be,

So often shall the knot of us be call’d

The men that gave their country hberty.

Dec. What, shall we forth?

Cas, Ay, every man away:

Brutus shall lead; and we will grace his heels

With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome.
Btu. Soft, who comes here?

Enter a Servant.

A fnend of Antony’s

Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me
kneel;

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down;
And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say:

—

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest;

Cfflsar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving:

Say I lov’d Brutus, and I honour him; [him.

Say I fear’d Caesar, honour’d him, and lov’d

If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony
May safely come to him, and be resolv’d

How Caesar hath deserv’d to he in death,

Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead
So well as Brutus living; but will follow

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus
Through the hazards of this untrod state

With all true faith. So says my master Antony.
Bru. Thy master is a wise and valiant

Roman:
1 never thought him worse.

Tell him, so please him come unto this place,

He shall be satisfied; and, by my honour,
Depart untouch’d.

Serv. I’ll fetch him presently.

Bru. I know that we shall have him well to

fnend.
Cas. 1 wish we may: but yet have I a mind

That fears him much; and my misgiving still

Falls shrewdly to the purpose.

Bru. But here comes Antony.

Re-enter Antony.

' Welcome, Mark Antony.
Ant. 0 mighty Caesar! dost thou lie so low?

Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils.

Shrunk to this littlemeasure?—Fare thee well.

—

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend.

Who else must be let blood, who else is rank:
If I myself, there is no hour so fit

As Caesar’s death’s hour; nor no instrument
Of half that worth as those your swords, made

nch
With the most noble blood of all this world,
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard,
How, whilst your purpled hands do reek and

smoke,
Fufil your pleasure. Live a thousand years,
I shall not find myself so apt to die:

No place will please me so, no mean of death
As here by C«sar, and by you cut off,

The choice and master spirits of this age.

Bru. 0 Antony! beg not your death of us.

Though now we must appear bloody and cruel,

:

As by our hands and this our present act
You see we do; yet see you but our hands.
And this the bleeding busmess they have done:
Our hearts you see not,—they are pitiful;

And pity to the general wrong of Rome,—
As fire drives out fire, so pity pity,

—

Hath done this deed on Casar. For your part,

To you our swords have leaden points, Mark
Antony:

Our arms no strength of malice, and our hearte,
Of brothers' temper, do receive you in
With all kind love, good thoughts, and rever-

ence. {man’s
Cas, Your voice shall be as strong as any

In the disposing of new dignities.

Bru. Only be patient tiH we have appeas’d
The multitude, beside themselves with fear.
And then we will dehver you the cause
Why I, that did love Caesar when I struck Mm,
Have thus proceeded.

Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom.
Let each man render me his bloody hand:
First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you;

—

Next, Cams Cassius, do I take your hand;

—

Now, Deems Brutus, yours;—now yours, Me-
tellus;—

Yours, Cinna;—and,my vahant Casca, yours;

—

Though last, not least m love, yours, good
Trebonius.

Gentleman all,—alas, what shall I say?
My credit now stands on such slippery ground
That one of two bad ways you must conceit me,
Either a coward or a flatterer.

—

That I did love thee, Caesar, O, ’tis true:

If then, thy spirit look upon us now,
Shall it not gneve thee dearer than thy death
To see thy Antony malung Ms peace,

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,

Most noble! in the presence of thy corse?

Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds,
Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood,

It would become me better than to close

In terms of fnendship with thine enemies.
Pardon me, Julius!—Here wast thou bay’d,

brave hart;

Here didst thou fill; and here thy hunters

stand,

Sign’d m thy spoil, and crimson’d in thy

Lethe.—
0 world, thou wast the forest to tMs hart;

And this, indeed, 0 world, the heart of thee.

—

How hke a deer stnicken by many princes

Dost thou here lie!

Cas Mark Antony,

—

Ant. Pardon me, Caius Cassius:

The enemies of Caesar shall say this;

Then m a friend it is cold modesty.
Cas. I blame you not for praising Csesar so;

But what compact mean you to have with us?

Will you be prick’d in number of our friends;

Or shall we on, and not depend on you?
Ant. Therefore I took your hands; but was,

indeed,
Sway’d from the point by looking down on

Caesar.

Friends am I with you all, and love you all;

Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons
Why and wherein Cffisar was dangerous.

Bru, Or else were this a savage spectacle;

Our reasons are so full of good regard
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That were you, Antony, the son of Csesar,

You should be satisfied.

Ant, Thatis all 1 seek:
And am moreover smtor that I may
Produce Ms body to the market-place;
And in the pulpit, as becomes a fiiend,

Speak in the order of his funeral,

Bm. You shall, Mark Antony.
Cos. Brutus, a word with you.

—

You know not what you do: do not consent
That Antony speak in Ms funeral:

Know you how much the people may be mov’d
By that which he will utter?

[Aside to Bruttjs.
Bru, By your pardon;—

I will myself into the pulpit first,

And show the reason of our Caesar’s death:

What Antony shall speak, I wM protest

He speaks by leave and by permission;

And that we are contented Caesar shall

Have all true rites and lawful ceremonies.
It shall advantage more than do us wrong.

Cos. I know not what may fall; I hke it not,

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar’s

body.
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us,

But speak aU good you can devise of Caesar;

And say you do’t by our permission;

Else shall you not have any hand at all

About.his funeral: and you shall speak
In the same pulpit whereto I am going,

After my speech is ended.
Ant. Be it so;

I do desire no more.
Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us.

[Exeunt all but Antony.
Ant. 0, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of

earth,

That I am meek and gentle with these butchersl

Thou art the nuns of the noblest man
That ever lived in the tide of times.

Woe to the hand that shed this costly bloodi

Over thy wounds now do I prophesy,—
Which like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips,

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue,

—

A curse shall light upon the limbs of men;
Domestic fury and fierce civil strife

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy;

Blood and destruction shall be so in use,

And dreadful objects so famihar,

That mothers shall but smile when they behold
Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war;
All pity chok’d with custom of fell deeds:
And Caesar’s spirit, ranpng for revenge,
With Ate by his side come hot from hell,

Shall in these confines with a monarch’s voice

Cry Havoc, and let slip the dogs of war;
That this foul deed shall smell above the earth
With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter a Servant.

You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not?
Serv. I do, Mark Antony.
Ant. Caesar did write for him to come to

Rome. [mg;
Serv. He did receive his letters, and is com-

And bid me say to you by word of mouth,

—

0 Caesar 1— [Seeinp the body.
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and

weep.

Passion, I see, is catching; for mine eyes,
Seeing ^bose beads of sorrow stand in thine,
Began to water. Is thy master coming?

Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues
of Rome,

Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him
what hath chanc’d:

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome
Ko' Rome of safety for Octavius yet;

’

Hie hence and tell him so. Yet, stay awhile;
Thou shalt not back till I have borne this corse
Into the market-place: there shah 1 try,

In my oration, how the people take
The cruel issue of these bloody men;
According to the wMch thou shalt discourse
To young Octavius of the state of tMngs.
Lend me your hand.

[Exeunt with CiBSAR’s body.

Scene II.—Rome. The Forum

Enter Brutus and Cassius, and a throng of
Citizens.

Citizens. We will be satisfied; let us be
satisfied. [friends.

—

Bru. Then follow me, and pve me audience,
Cassius, go you into the other street,

And part the numbers.

—

Those that will hear me speak, let ’em stay
here;

Those that will follow Cassius, go with him;
And pubhc reasons shall be rendered
Of Cassar’s death.

1 at. I will hear Brutus speak.
2 at. I win hear Cassius; and compare their

reasons,

When severally we hear them rendered.
[Exit Cassius, with some of the Citizens,

Brutus goes into the Rostrum
3 at. The noble Brutus is ascended; silence!

Bru. Be patient till the last.

Romans, countrymen, and loversl hear me for

my cause; and be silent, that you may hear:
believe me for mine honour; and have respect
to mine honour, that you may believe: censure
me in your wisdom; and awake your senses,
that you may the better judge. If there be any
in this assembly, any dear friend of Caesar’s, to

him I say that Brutus’ love to Caesar was no
le^s than Ms. If, then, that friend demand
why Brutus rose against Caesar, tMs is my
answer,—Not that I loved Caesar less, but that

I loved Rome more. Had you rather Caesar

were living, and die all slaves, than that Caesar

were dead, to live all free men? As Caesar

loved me, I weep for him; as he was fortunate,

I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, I honour him:
but, as he was ambitious, I slew him: there is

tears for Ms love; joy for his fortune; honour
for Ms valour; and death for Ms ambition.

Who is here so base that would be a bondman?
If any, speak; for Mm have I offended. Who
is here so rude that would not be a Roman?
If any, speak; for Mm have I offended. Who
is here so vile that will not love Ms country?
If any, speak; for him have I offended, I

pause for a reply.

Citizens. None, Brutus, none.
Bru. Then none have I offended. I have

done no more to Caesar than you shall do to
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Bttrttts. The question of Ms death is enrolled

ht the Capitol; Ms glory not extenuated,

wherein he was worthy; nor Ms offences en-

forced, for wMch he suffered death. Here
comes Ms body, mourn’d by Mark Antony:

gnter AnTomr and others with CiBSAR’s body,

who, though he had no hand in Ms death,
ptiflTl receive the benefit of Ms dymg,~-a place

in the commonwealth; wMch of you shall

not? Wi^ this I depart,—that, as I slew my
best lover for the good of Rome, I have the

same ^gger for myself, when it shall please my
country to need my death.

Citizens. Live, Brutus! live, live!

1 Cit. Bring Mm with triumph home unto
Ms house.

2 Cit Give him a statue with Ms ancestors.

3 CHt Let Mm be Caesar.

4 Cit Caesar’s better parts

Shall be crown’d in Brutus.

1 Cit We’ll bring Mm to Ms house with
shouts and clamours.

Bru. My countrymen,

—

2 Cit Peace, silence! Brutus speaiks.

I Cit Peace, ho?
Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone,

And for my sake stay here with Antony:
Do grace to Caesar’s corse, and grace Ms speech
Tending to Caesar’s glories; wMch Mark

Antony,

By our permission, is allow’d to make.
I do entreat you, not a man depart,

Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [Ejdt

I Cit Stay, ho! and let us hear Mark
Antony.

3 Cit Let hhn go up into the public chair;

We’U hear him.—Noble Antony, go up.

Ant For Brutus’ sake I am beholden to you.
(Goes up.

4 Cit What does he say of Brutus?

3 Cit He says, for Brutus’ sake
He finds himself beholden to us all.

4 Cit ’Twere best he speak no harm of

Brutus here.

1 Cit TMs Caesar was a tyrant.

3 Cit Nay, that’s certain:

We are Mess’d that Rome is rid of him. [say.

2 Cit Peace! let us hear what Antony can
Ant You gentle Romans,

—

Cit Peace, ho! let us hear him.
Ant Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend

me your ears;

I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.
The evil that men do lives after them;
The good is oft interred with their bones;
So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus
Hath told you Caesar was ambitious:
K it were so, it was a grievous fault;

And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it.

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest,

—

For Brutus is an honourable man;
So are they all, all honourable men,

—

Come I to speak in Caesar’s funeral.
He was my friend, faithful and just to me:
But Brutus says he was ambitious;
And Brutus is an honourable man.
He hath brought many captives home to Rome,
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill:

Bid tMs in Caesar seem ambitiotis?

When that the poor have cried, Cassar hath
wept:

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff.
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;
And Brutus is an honourable man.
You all did see that on the Lupercal
I thrice presented him a kingly crown,
WMch he did thrice refuse: was this; ambition?
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;
And, sure, he is an honourable man.
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,
But here I am to speak what I do know.
You all did love Mm once,—not without cause:
What cause withholds you, then, to mourn for

Mm?
0 judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts,
And men have lost their reason!—Bear with

me;
My heart is in the cofiMi there with Cassar,
And I must pause till it come back to me.

1 Cit Methinks there is much reason in Ms
sayings.

2 Cit If thou consider rightly of the matter,
Caesar has had great wrong.

3 Cit. Has, he, masters?
1 fear there wUl a worse come in Ms place.

4 Cit. Mark’d ye Ms words? He would not
take the crown;

Therefore ’tis certain he was not ambitious.
1 Cit If it be found so, some will dear abide

it. [weeping.
2 Cit Poor soul! Ms eyes are red as fire with

3 Cit There’s not a nobler man in Rome
than Antony. [speak.

4 Cit Now mark Mm, he begins again to

Ant But yesterday the word of Casar might
Have stood against the world: now lies he there,

And none so poor to do Mm reverence.
0 masters, if I were dispos’d to stir

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong,
Who, you all know, are honourable men:
1 will not do them wrong; I rather choose
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you,

Than I \rill wrong such honourable men.
But here’s a parchment with the seal ofCsesar,

—

I found it in Ms closet,
—

’tis Ms will:

Let but the commons hear this testament,

—

WMch, pardon me, I do not mean to read,

—

And they would go and kiss dead Caesar’s

wounds,
And dip their napkins in Ms sacred blood;

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,
And, dying, mention it within their wills,

Bequeathing it as a rich legacy
Unto their issue. [Antony.

4 Cit We’ll hear the will: read it, Mark
Citizens. The will, the wiU! we wiU hear

Caesar’s will. [not read it;

Ant Have patience, gentle friends, I must
It is not meet you know how Caesar lov’d you.

You are not wood, vou are not stones, but men;
And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar,

It will inflame you,—it Will make you mad:
’Tis good you Miow not that you are Ms heirs;

For, if you should, 0 , what would come of it!

4 Cit Read the will; we’ll hear it, Antony;
You shall read us the will,—Caesar’s will.

Ant Will you be patient? will you stay

awMle?
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I have o’ershot myself to tell you of it:

I fear I wrong the honourable men
Whose daggers have stabb’d Csesar; I do fear

it

4 at. They were traitors: honourable men!
Citizens. The will! the testament!

2

Cit. They were villains, murderers: the
will! read the will! [will?

Ant You will compel me, then, to read the

Then make a ring about the corse of Csesar,

And let me show you him that made the will.

Shall I descend? and wiU you give me leave?

Citizens. Come down.
2 Cit Descend. [Antony comes down.

3 Cit You shalf have leave.

4 Cit A ring; stand round,

1 Cit Stand from the hearse, stand from the
body.

2 Cit Room for Antony,—most noble
Antony! [off.

Ant Nay, press not so upon me; stand far

Citizens. Stand back; room; bear back!
Ant K you have tears, prepare to shed them

now.
You all do know this mantle: I remember
The first time ever Csesar put it on;

’Twas on a summeris evening, in ins rent,

That day he overcame the Nervii:—
Look! in this place ran Cassius’ dagger through:
See what a rent the envious Casca made:
Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb’d;

And, as he pluck’d his cursed steel away,
Mark how the blood of Csesar follow’d it,

As nishmg out of doors, to be resolv’d
If Brutus so unkindly knock’d or no;
Por Brutus, as you Imow, was Caesar’s angel:

Judge, 0 you gods, how dearly Caesar loved
him!

This was the most unkindest cut of aH;
For when the noble Caesar saw him stab,

In^atitude, more strong than traitors' arms,
Quite vanq,uish’d him: then burst his mighty

heart;

And, in his mantle mufifting up his face,

Even at the base of Pompey’s statua,

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell.

0 , what a fall was there, my countrymen!
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us.
0 , now you weep; and I perceive you feel
The dint of pity: these are gracious drops.
Kind souls, what, weep you when you but be-

hold
Our Caesar’svesturewounded? Lookyouhere,
Here is himself, marr’d, as you see, with

traitors.

1 Cit, Q piteous spectacle!

2 Cit. 0 noble Caesar!

3 CiL 0 woeful day!

4 Cit O traitors, villains!

1 Cti. 0 most bloody sight!

2 Cit. We will be revenged: revenge,

—

about, —seek, —bunt, —fire, —Mil, —slay, —let
not a traitor live!

Ant. Stay, countrymen.
1 Cit. Peace there! hear the noble Antony.
2 Cit. We’ll hear him, we’ll follow him,

weUl die with him.
Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me

not stir you up •

To such a sudden flood of mutiny.
They thathave done this deed are honourable;—
What private gnefs they have, alas, I know not,

That made them do it;—they are wise and
honourable,

And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.
I come not, fnends, to steal away your hearts;
I am no orator, as Brutus is;

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man,
That love my fnend; and that they know full

well

That gave me public leave to speak of him;
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech,
To stir men's blood: I only speak right on;

I tell you that which you yourselves do know;
Show you sweet Casar's wounds, poor poor

dumb mouths,
And bid them speak for me: but were I Brutus,
And Bratus Antony, there were an Antony
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue
In every wound of Caesar, that should move
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny.

Citi^ns. We’ll mutiny.

1 Cit. We’ll bum the house of Brutus.

3

Cit Away, then! come seek the con-

spirators.

Ant Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear
me speak.

Citizens. Peace, ho! hear Antony, most
noble Antony.

Ant Why, friends, you go to do you know
not what:

Wherein hath Cassar thus deserv’d your loves?

Alas, you know not,—I must tell you, then.—
You have forgot the will I told you of.

Citizens. Most true;—the will:—let’s stay

and hear the will.

Ant Here is the will and under Caesar’s seal

To every Roman citizen he gives,

To every several man, seventy-five drachmas.
2 Cif. Most noble Caesar!—we'll revenge

his death.

3 Cit 0 royal Caesar!

Ant. Hear me with patience.

Citizens. Peace, ho!

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks,

His private arbours, and new-planted orchards
On tliis side Tiber; he hath left them you,
And to your heirs for ever,—common pleasures,

To walk abroad and recreate yourselves.

Here was a Caesar! when comes such another?
1 Cit Never, never.—Come away, away!

We’ll bum his body m the holy place,

And with the brands fixe the traitors’ houses.
Take up the body.
2 Cit. Go, fetch fire.

3 Cit. Pluck down benches.

4 at. Pluck down forms, windows, anything.

[Exeunt Citizens with the body.

Ant. Now let it work; ntuschief, thou art

afoot.

Take thou what course thou wilt!

Enter a Servant.

How now, fellow!

Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome.
Ant. Where is he?
Serv. He and Lepidus are at Caesar’s house.
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Ant And thither will I straight to visit him:

He comes tipon a wish. Fortune is merry,

And in this mood will give us anything.

Seru. I heard him say Brutus and Cassius

Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome.
Ant. Belike they had some nohce of the

people.

How I had mov’d them. Bringme to Octavius.
[Exeunt.

Scene HI.—Rome. A Street.

Enter Cinna the Poet.

Cin. I dreamt to-mght that I did feast with
Caesar,

And things unlucky charge ray fantasy:

I have no will to wander forth of doors,

Yet something leads me forth.

Enter Citizens.

1 Cit, What is your name?
2 Cit Whither are you going?

3 Cit Where do you dwell?

4 Cit. Are you a married man or a bachelor?

2 Cit. Answer every man directly.

1 Cit. Ay, and bnefly.

4 Cit Ay, and wisely.

3 Cit Ay, and truly, you were best.

Cm. What is my name? Whither am I

going? Where do I dwell? Am I a married
man or a bachelor? Then to answer every
man directly and briefly, wisely and truly,—
Wisely, I say I am a bachelor.

2 Cit That’s as much as to say they are
fools that marry: you’ll bear me a bang for

that, I fear. Proceed; directly.

Cm. Directly, I am going to Caesar’s funeral.

1 Cit As a friend or an enemy?
Cin. As a fnend.
2 Cit. That matter is answered directly.

4 Cit For your dwelling,—bnefly.
Cm. Briefly I dwell by the Capitol.

3 Cit. Your name, sir, truly.

Cin. Truly my name is Cinna.
I Cit Tear him to pieces; he’s a conspirator.

Cm. 1 am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the
poet.

4 Cit Tear him for his bad verses, tear him
for Ms bad verses.

Cin. I am not Cinna the conspirator.

4 Cit It is no matter, his name’s Cinna;
pluck but his name out of Ms heart, and turn
him going.

3

Cit Tear him, tear Mml Come, brands,
hoi fire-brands: to Brutus’, to Cassius’; bum
aH: some to Becius’ house, and some to

Caseys; some to ligarius*: away, go!

[Exeunt

ACT IV.

Scene I,—Rome. A room in Antony’s
House.

Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus,
seated at a table.

Ant These many, then, shall die; their

names are prick’d.
Oct Your brother too must die; consent

you, Lepidus?

Lep. I do consent.
Oct Prick him down, Antony.
Lep. Upon condition Publius shall not live,

Who is your sister’s son, Mark Antony.
Ant. He shall not live; look, with a spot I

damn Mm.
But, Lepidus, go you to Cassar’s house;
Fetch the will Mther, and we shall determine
How to cut off some charge m legacies-

Lep. What, shall I find you here?
Oct Or here or at the Capitol.

[Exit Lepidus.
Ant. TMs is a slight unmeritable man.

Meet to be sent on errands: is it fit.

The threefold world divided, he should stand
One of the three to share it?

Oct. So you thought him;
And took Ms voice who should be prick’d to

die.

In our black sentence and proscription, [you:
Ant Octavius, I have seen more days than

And though we lay these honours on tliis man.
To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads,

He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold.

To groan and sweat under the business,
Either led or dnven as we point the way;
And having brought our treasure where we will,

Then take we down Ms load, and turn him off.

Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears
And gaze in commons.

Oct. You may do your will:

But he’s a tried and valiant soldier.

Ant. So IS my horse, Octavius; and for that

I do appoint him store of provender;
It is a creature that I teach to fight,

To wind, to stop, to run directly on,

—

His corporal motion govern’d by my spirit.

And, m some taste, is Lepidus but so;

He must be taught, and train’d, and bid go
forth;

—

A barren-spinted fellow; one that feeds
On abject orts and imitations,

WMch, out of use and stal’d by other men,
Begin Ms fasMon: do not talk of him
But as a property. And now, Octavius,

Listen great tMngs.—Brutus and Cassius
Are levying powers: we must straight make

head:
Therefore let our alliance be combin’d,
Onr best friends made, our means stretch’d;

And let us presently go sit in council,

How covert matters may be best disclos’d,

And open perils surest answered.
Oct Let us do so: for we are at the stake,

And bay’d about with many enemies; [fear.

And some that smile have in their hearts, I

Millions of miscMefs. [Exeunt.

Scene Ih—Before Brutus’s Tent, in the

Camp near Sardis.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius,

and Soldiers; Tiimrus and Pindarus
meeting them.

Bru. Stand, ho!
Lucit Give the word, ho! and stand.

Bru. What now, Lucilius! is Cassius near?

Lucil. He is at hand; and Pindarus is come
To do you salutation from Ms master.

[Pin. gives a letter to Bru,
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J3frz/.‘He greets me well.—your master,

Hndams,
la Ms own change, or by iU officers,

Hath &ven me some worthy cause to wish

TMngs done tmdone: but if he be at hand

I shall be satisfied.

Pin. I do not doubt

But that my noble master will appear

Such as he is, full of regard and honour.
^

Bru. He is not doubted.—A word, Lucilihs;

How he receiv’d you let me be resolv’d.

lucil. With courtesy and with respect

enough;
But not with such familiar instances,

"Not with such free and friendly conference^

As he hath us’d of old.

Bm. Thou hast describ’d

A hot Mend cooling: ever note, Lucihus,

When love begins to sicken and decay.

It usetb enforced ceremony.
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith:

But hollow men, like horses hot at hand,

Mahe gallant show and promise of their mettle;

But when they should endure the bloody spur,

They fall their crests, and like deceitful jades.

Sink in the tnal. Comes his army on?
Lucil. They mean this mght in Sardis to be

quarter’d;

The greater part, the horse in general,

Are come with Cassius. [March within.

Bru. Hark! he is arriv’d:

March gently on to meet him.

Enter Cassius and Soldiers.

Ca$. Stand, hoi

Bru. Stand, ho! speak the word along.

Withtn. Stand!
Within. Stand!
Within. Standi [wrong.

Cos. Most noble brother, you have done me
Bm. Judge me, you gods! wrong I mine

enemies?
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother?

Cas. Brutus, this sober form of yours Mdes
wrongs;

And when you do them,

—

Bm. Cassius, he content;

Speak your griefs softly,—I do know you well:—
Before the eyes of both our armies here,
Which should perceive nothing but love from

us,

Let us not wrangle: bid them move away;
Then m my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs,

And I will give you audience.
Cas. Pindanis,

Bid our commanders lead their charges o£i

A little from this ground. [man
Bru. Lucilius, do you the like; and let no

Come to our tent till we have done our con-
ference.

Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door.

’ [Exeunt.

Scene 111.—Within the Tent of Brutus.

Enter Brutus and Cassius.

Cas. That you hath wrong’d me doth appear
in this,

—

You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella
i

For taking bribes here of the Sardians;
Wherein my letters, praying on Ms side,

Because I knew the man, were slighted off.

Bm. You wrong’d yourself, to write in such
a case.

Cas. In such a time as tMs it is not meet
That every nice offence should bear Ms com-

ment.
Bm. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself

Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm;
To sell and mart your offices for gold
To underservers.

Cas. I an itcMng palm!
You know that you are Brutus that speak tMs,
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last.

Bm. The name of Cassius honours this cor-
ruption,

And chastisement doth therefore hide Ms head.
Cas. Chastisement!
Bm. Remember March, the ides of March

remember!
Did not great Julius bleed for justice’ sake?
What villain touch’d Ms body, that did stab,

And not for justice? What, shall one of us,

That struck the foremost man of all this world
But for supporting robbers, shall we now
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes,

And sell the mighty space of our large honours
For so much trash as may be grasped thus?—
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,
Than such a Roman.

Cas. Brutus, hay not me,—
I’ll not endure it: you forget yourself
To hedge me in; I am a soldier, I,

Older in practice, abler than, yourself

To make conditions.

Bm. Go to; you are not, Cassius.
Cas. I am.
Bru. I say you are not.

Cas. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself;
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no

further.

Bru. Away, slight man!
Cas. Is’t possible?

Bru. - Hear me, for I will speak.
Must I give way and room to your rash choler?
Shall I be fnghted when a madman stares?

Cas. O ye gods, ye gods! must I endure all

this?

Bm. All this! ay, more: fret till your proud
heart break;

Go, show your slaves how cholenc you are,

And make your bondmen tremble. Must I
budge?

Must 1 observe you? Must I stand and crouch
Under your testy humour? By the gods,
You shall digest the venom of your spleen
Though it do split you; for from this day forth
rU use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,
When you are waspish.

Cas. Is it come to this?

Bm. You say you are a better soldier:

Let it appear so; make your vaunting true.

And it shall please me well: for mine own part,

I shall be glad to learn of noble men.
Cas. You wrong me every way; you wrong

me, Brutus;
I said an elder soldier, not a better:
Did I say better?

Bru. If you did, I care not.
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Cos. When Gsesar liv’d, he durst not thus
have mov’d me.

Bru^ Peace, peace! you durst not so have
tempted him.

Cos. I durst not!

Bni» No.
Cos. What, durst not tempt him!

Bru. For your life you durst not.

Ca$. Do not presume too much uponmy love;

I may do that I shall be sorry for. [for.

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry

There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats;

For I am arm’d so strong in honesty
That they pass by me as the idle wind,

Which I respect not. I did send to you
For certain sums of gold, which you denied

me;

—

For I can raise no money by vile means:
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart,

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash

By any indirection;—I did send
To you for gold to pay my legions, [Cassius?

Which you denied me: was that done like

Should I have answer’d Caius Cassius so?

When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous,

To lock such rascal counters from his friend

Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts,

Dash him to pieces!

Cas. I denied you not.

Bru. You did.

Cas. I did not: he was but a fool that brought

My answer back.—Brutus hath riv’d my heart:

A friend should bear his friend’s infirmities,

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.

Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me.
Cas. You love me not.

Bru. I do not like your faults.

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such
faults. [appear

Bru. A flatterer’s would not, though they do
As huge as high Olympus. [come,

Cas. Come, Antony, and young Octavius,

Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius,

For Cassius is aweary of the world;

Hated by one he loves; brav’d by his brother;

Check’d like a bondman: all his faults observ’d

Set in a notebook, leam’d, and conn’d by rote,

To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep
My spirit from mine eyes!—There ismy dagger,

And here my naked breast; within, a heart
Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold:

If that thou be’st a Roman, take it forth;

I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart:

Strike, as thou didst at Caesar; for I know
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov’dst

him better

Than ever thou lov’dst Cassius.
Bru. Sheathe your dagger:

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope;
Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour.
0 Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb,
That carries anger as the flint bears Are;

Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark,

And straight is cold again.

Cas. Hath Cassius liv’d

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,
When grief and blood ill-temper’d vexeth him?

Bru. When I spoke that I was ill-temper’d

too.
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Cos. Do you confess so much? Givemeyour
hand.

Bru. And my heart too.

Cas. 0 Brutus,

—

Bru. What’s the matter?
Cas. Have not you love enough to bear with

me. [me
When that rash humour which my mother gave
Makes me forgetful?

Bru. Yes, Cassius; and from henceforth.
When you are over-earnest with your Brutus,
He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you

so. [//otse within.
Poet. [Within.] Let me go in to see the

generals;

There is some grudge between ’em; ’tis not
meet

They be alone.

Lucil. [Within.] You shall not come to them.
Poet. [Within.] Nothing but death shall stay

me.

Enter Poet, followed by Lucn-ros and
Titiniijs.

Cas. How now! what’s the matter?
Poet. For shame, you generals! what do you

mean! [be;
Love, and be friends, as two such men should
For I have seen more years, I’m sure, than ye.

Cas. Ha, ha! how vilely dott ttis cynic
rhyme! [hence!

Bru. Get you hence, sirrah; saucy fellow,
Cas. Bear with him, Brutus; ’tis his fashion.
Bru. I’ll know his humour when he knows

his tune: [fools?

What should the wars do with these jigging
Companion hence!

Cas. Away, away, be gone!
[Exit Poet.

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the com-
manders

Prepare to lodge their companies to-night.

Cas. And come yourselves, and bnngMessala
with you

Immediately to us.

[Exeunt Lucil. arui Tit.

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine!
Cas. I did not think you could have been so

angry.

Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs.

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use
If you give place to accidental evils.

Bru. No man bears sorrow better.—Portia is

dead.
Cas. Ha! Portia!

Bru. She is dead.
Cas. How scap’d I killing when I cross’d

you so?

—

O insupportable and touching loss!

—

Upon what sickness?
Bru. Impatient of my absence,

And grief that young Octavius with Mark
Antony

Have made themselves so strong; for with her
death

That tidings came;—with this she fell distract,

And, her attendants, absent, swallow’d fire.

Cas. And died so?

Bru. Even so.

Cas. 0 ye immortal gods.
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Enter lucros imth wine and tapers.

Bru. Speak no more of her.—Give me
bowl of wine.

—

In this I bury all nnkindness, Cassius.
[Urinfcf

Cos. My heart is thirsty for that noble

I^edge.

—

Fill, Lucius, tUl the wine o’erswell the cup;

I cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love.

[Drinks.

Bru. Come in, Titinius!

Re-enter Tixmms, with Messala.

Welcome, good Messalal—
Now sit we close about this taper here,

And call in question our necessities-

Cas. Portia, art thou gone?
Bru. No more, I pray you.

—

Messala, I have here received letters,

That young Octavius and Mark Antony
Come down upon us with a mighty power,

Bending their expedition toward Phihppi.

Mes. Myself have letters of the self-same

tenor.

Bru. With what addition?

Mess. That, by proscnption and bills of out-

lawry,

Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus
Have put to death an hundred senators.

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree;

Mine speak of seventy senators that died

By their proscriptions, Cicero being one.

Cos. Cicero one!
Mes. Cicero is dead,

And by that order of proscription.

—

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord?

Bru. No, Messala.
Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her?
Bru. Nothing, Messala.
Mes. That, methinks, is strange.

Bm. Why ask you? hear you aught of her
in yours?

Mes. No, my lord.

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.

Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell:

For certain she is dead, and by strange manner.
Bru. Why, farewell, Portia.—We must die,

Messala:
With meditating that she must die once,
I have the patience to endure it now.
Mes. Even so great men great losses should

endure.
Cos. I have as much of this in art as you,

But yet my nature could not bear it so.

Bru. Well, to our work ahve. What do you
think

Of marching to Philippi presently?
Cas. I do not think it good.
Bru. Your reason?
Cas. This it is:

'Tis better that the enemy seek us:
So shall he waste Ms means, weary his soldiers,
Doing himself offence, whilst we, lying still,

Are fuU of rest, defence, and nimbleness.
Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give place

to better.

The people ’twixt Philippi and this ground
Do stand but in a forc’d affection;

For they have grudg’d us contribution:

The enemy, marching along by them,
By them shall make a fuller number up,
Come on refresh’d, new-aided, and encourag’d;
From wMch advantage shall we cut Mm off

If at Philippi we do face him there.

These people at our back.

Cas. Hear me, good brother.
Bru. Under your pardon.—You must note

beside,

That we have tned the utmost of our friends,

Our legions are brimful, our cause is npe:
That enemy increaseth every day;

We, at the height, are ready to decline.

There is a tide in the affairs of men
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune;
Omitted, all the voyage of their life

Is bound in shallows and m miseries.

On such a full sea are we now afloat;

And we must take the current when it serve
Or lose our ventures.

Cas. Then, with your will, go on;
We’ll along ourselves, and meet them at

Phihppi. [talk,

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our
And nature must obey necessity;

Which we will niggard with a httls rest.

There is no more to say?

Cas. No more. Good-night:
Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence.
Bru Lucius, my gown. [Exit Lucius.

Farewell good Messala:—
Good-night, Titinius;—noble, noble Cassius,
Good-night, and good repose.

Cas. 0 my dear brother!
This was an ill beginning of the mght:
Never some such division ’tween our souls!

Let it not, Brutus.
Bru. Everything is well.

Cas. Good-mght, ray lord.

Bru, Good-mght, good brother.
Tii. and Mes. Good-night, Lord Brutus.
Bru. Farewell, every one.

(Exeunt Cas., Tit., and Mes.

Re-enter Lucius with the gown.

Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument?
Luc. Here in the tent.

Bru. What, thou speak’st drowsily!
Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’er-

watch’d.
Call Claudius and some other of my men;
I’ll have them sleep on cushions in my tent,

Luc. Varro and Claudius!

Enter Varro and Claudius.

Var. Calls my lord’ [sleep;

Bru. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent and
It may be I shall raise you by and by
On business to my brother Cassius.

Var. So please you we will stand and watch
your pleasure. [sirs;

Bru. I will not have it so: lie down, good
It may he I shall otherwise bethink me.

—

Look, Lucius, here’s the book I sought for so;

I put it in the pocket of my gown.
[Vajr. and Claud, tie down.

Luc. I was sure your lordsMp did not give

it me.
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jSru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much
forgetful.

Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile,

And touch thy instrument a strain or two?

Luc. Ay, my lord, an’t please you.

Bru. It does, my boy:

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.

Luc. It IS my duty, sir. [might;

Bm. I should not urge thy duty past thy

I know young bloods look for a time of rest.

Luc. 1 have slept, my lord, already.

Bru. It was weU done; and thou shaft sleep

again;

I will not hold thee long: if I do hve

I will be good to thee. [Music and a Song.

This is a sleepy tune.—0 murderous slumber,

Lay’st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy
That plays the music?—Gentle knave, good-

mght;

I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee:

If thou dost nod, thou break’s! thy instrument;

I’ll take it from thee; and, good boy, good-
night.—

Let me see, let me see;—is not the leaf turn’d

down
Where I left reading? Here it is, 1 think.

[Sits down.

Enter the Ghost of Cmsar.

How ill this taper bums!—Hal who comes
here?

I think it is the weakness of mine eyes

That shapes this monstrous apparition.

It comes upon me.—Art thou anything?

Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil,

That mak’st my blood cold and my hair to

stare?

Speak to me what thou art.

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus.

Bru. Why com’st thou?
Ghost. To tell thee thou shalt see me at

Philippi.

Bru. Well;
Then I shall see thee again?

Ghost. Ay, at Philippi.

Bru. Why, I will see thee at Philippi, then.

—

[Brif Ghost.
Now I have taken heart thou vanishest;

HI spirit, I would hold more talk with thee.

—

Boy LuciusI—Varro! Claudius!—sirs, awake!—
Claudius!

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false.

Bru. He thinks he still is at his instrument.

—

Lucius, awake!
Luc. My lord?

Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou
so’criedst out?

Luc. My lord, 1 do not know that I did cry.

Bru. Yes, that thou didst: didst thou see
anything?

Luc. Nothing, my lord.

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius.—Sirrah, Claudius!
Fellow, thou, awake!

Var. My lord?

Clau. My lord?

Bru. Why did you cry so out, sirs, in your
sleep?

Var, and Chu. Did we, my lord?

Bru. Ay: saw you anything?

Var. No, my lord, I saw nothing.
Clau. Nor I, my lord.

Bru. Go and commend me to my brother
Cassius;

Bid him set on his powers betimes before,

And we will follow.

Var. and Clau. It shall be done, my lord.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene l.—The Plains of Philippi.

Enter OcTAvros, Antony, and their Army.

Oct. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered:
You said the enemy would not come down,
But keep the hills and upper regions;
It proves not so: their battles are at hand
They mean to warn us 'at Philippi here,
Answering before we do demand of them.
Ant. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I know

Wherefore they do it: they could be content
To visit other places; and come down
With fearful bravery, thinking by this face
To fasten in our thoughts that they have

courage;

But ’tis not so.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Prepare you, generals:

The enemy comes on in gallant show;
Their bloody sign of battle is hung out,

And something to be done immediately.
Ant. Octavius, lead your battle softly on,

Upon the left hand of the even field.

Oct. Upon the right hand I; keep thou the
left.

Ant. Why do you cross me in this eidgent?
Oct. I do not cross you; but I will do so.

[March.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their

Army; Lucilius, Titinius, Messala,
and others.

Bru. They stand, and would have parley.

Cos. Stand fast, Titinius: we must out and
talk. [battle?

Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of

Ant. No, Csesar, we will answer on their

charge. [words.

Make forth; the generals would have some
Oct. Stir not until the signal. [men?
Bru. Words before blows: is it so, country- 1

Oct. Not that we love words better, as you
do.

Bru. Good words are better than bad strokes, i

Octavius. r

Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give -

good words:
Witness the hole you made in Caesar’s heart,

Crying, Long live! hail, Csesar!

Cos. Antony,
The posture of your blows are yet unknown;
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees,

And leave them honeyless.

Ant Not stingless too.

Bru. 0 yes, and soundless loo;

For you have stol’n their buzzing, Antony,
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And very wisely threat before you sting.

Ant. Villains, you did not so when your
vde daggers

Hack’d one another in the sides of C®sar:

You show’d your teeth hke apes, and fawn’d

hke hounds,
And bow’d like bondmen, kissing Caesar’s feet;

Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind,

Struck CsBsar on the neck. 0 you flatterers!

Cos. Flatterers !~-Now, Brutus, thank your-

self:

This tongue had not offended so to-day

K Cassius might have rul’d.

Oct. Come, come, the cause; if arguing

make us sweat,

The proof of it will turn to redder drops.

Look,

—

I draw a sword against conspirators;

When think you that the sword goes up again?

—

Ifever tdl Csesar’s three-and-thirty wounds
Be well aveng’d; or till another Caesar

Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors.

Bru. Caesar, thou canst not die by traitors’

hands.
Unless thou bring’st them with thee.

Oct. So I hope;

I was not bom to die on Brutus’ sword.

Bru. 0, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain,

Young man, thou couldst not die more honour-
able.

Cos. A peevish school-boy, worthless of

such honour.

Join’d with a masker and a reveller?

Ant. Old Cassius still!

Oct. Come, Antony; away!*—
Defiance, traitors, Burl we in your teeth:

If you dare fight to-day, come to the field;

If not, when you have stomachs.
[Exeunt Oct., Ant., and their Army.

Cos. Why, now, blow wind, swell billow,

and swim bark!
The storm is up, and all is on the hazard.

Bru. Ho, Lui^usl hark, a word with you.
Lucil. My lord.

[Bru, and Lucn,. converse apart.

Cas. Messda,—
Mes. What says my general?
Cas.

I
Messala,

Thisis my birth-day; as this very day
Was Cassius bom. Give me thy hand Messala:
Be thou my witness that, against my will,

As Pompey was, am I compell’d te set

Upon one battle all oUr liberties. -

You know that I held Epicurus strong,

And his opinion: nowl change my mind.
And partly credit things that do presage.
Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign
Two mighty eagles fell; and there they perch’d,
Gorgmg and feeding from our soldiers’ hands;
Who to Philippi here consorted us: *

This morning are they fled away and gone;
And in their steads do ravens, crows, and Idtes
Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on us,
As we were sickly prey: their shadows seem
A canopy most fatd, under which
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost.
Mes. Believe not so.

Cos. I but believe it partly;
For I am fresh of spirit; and resolv’d
To meet all perils very constantly.

Bru. Even so, Lucilius.

Cas. Now, most noble Brutus,
The gods to-day stand friendly, that we may,
Lovers of peace, lead on our days to age!
But, since the affairs of men rest still mcertain,
Let’s reason with the worst that may befall.

If we do lose this battle, then is this

The very last time we shall speak together:
What are you, then, determined to do?

Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy
By which I did blame Cato for the death
Which he did give himself.—I know not how.
But I do find it cowardly and vile.

For fear of what might fall, so to prevent
The time of life:—arming myself with patience
To stay the providence of some high powers
That govern us below.

Cas. Then, if we lose this battle,

You are contented to be led in tnumph
Through the streets of Rome? [Roman,

Bru. No, Cassius, no; think not, thou noble
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome;
He bears too great a mind. But this same day
Must end that work the ides of March began;
And whether we shall meet again I know not.

Therefore our everlasting farewell take;
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius!
If we do meet again, why, we shall smile;

If not, why, then, this parting was well made.
Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus!

If we do meet again we’ll smile indeed;
If not, ’tis true this parting was well made.

Bru. Why, then, lead on.—0 that a man
might know

The end of this day’s business ere it come!
But it sufficeth that the day will end.
And then the end is known.—Come, ho!

away! [Exeunt.

Scene II.—The Plains of Philippi. The
Field of Battle.

Alarum. Enter Brutus and Messala,

Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, nde, and give
these bills

Unto the legions on the other side;

[Loud alarum.
Let them set on at once; for I perceive
But cold demeanour in Octavius’ wing,
And sudden push gives them the overthrow.
Ride, nde, Messala: let them all come down.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—The Plains of Philippi,
Another part of the Field.

Alarum. Enter Cassius and Titinjus.

Cas. 0 look, Titinius, look, the villains fly!
Myself have to mine own turn’d enemy;
This ensign here of mine was turning back;
I slew the coward, and did take it from him.

Tit. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too
early;

Who, having some advantage on Octavius,
Took it too eagerly; his soldiers fell to spoil:
Whilst we by Antony are all enclos’d.

Enter PiNDARUS,

Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off;
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord!
Fly, therefore, noble Cassius! fly far off.



SCENE ni.] JULIUS dJElSAE 741

Cas. This HU is far enough,—Look, look,

Xitinius;

Are those my tents where I perceive the fire?

Tit. They are, my lord,

Cas. Titmms, if thou lov’st me,
Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs m

Hm,
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops

And here again, that I may rest assur’d

Whether yond troops are friend or enemy.

Tit. I be here again even with a thought,
[Exit,

Cas. Go, Pindarus, get Hgher on that hill;

My sight was ever thick; regard Titiraus,

And teU me what thou not’st about the field.

—

[Exit Pindarus.
This day I breathed first: time is come round.

And where I did begin there shall I end;

My life is run his compass.—Sirrah, what news?
Pin. [Above ]

O my lord!

Cas. What news?
Pin, Titimus is enclosed round about

With horsemen, that make to him on the
spur;

—

Yet he spurs on.—Now they are almost on
him;—

Now, Titxniusl—now some light:—0, he ’lights

too:

—

He’s ta’en;—and, hark! they shout for joy.

[Shout.

Cas. Come down, behold no more.

0, coward that I am, to live so long,

To see my best friend ta’en before my face!

Enter Pindarus.

Come hither, sirrah:

In Parthia did I take thee pnsoner;

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life.

That whatsoever I did bid thee do
Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, keep

thine oath!

Now be a freeman; and with this good sword,

That ran through Casar’s bowels, search this

bosom.
Stand not to answer; here, take thou the hills;

And when my face is cover’d, as ’tis now,
Gmde thou the sword.-Caesar, thou are re-

veng’d,

Even with the sword that kill’d thee. [Dies.

Pm. So, I am free; yet would not so have
been,

Durst I have done my will. 0 Cassius!

Far from this country Pindarus shall run.

Where never Roman shall take note of him.
[Exit.

Re-enter TITINIUS, with Me^sala.

Mes. It is but change, Titinius; for Octavius

Is overthrown by noble Brutus’ power.

As Cassius’ legions are by Antony.

Tit. These tidings will well comfort Cassius.

Mes. Where did you leave him?
Tit. All disconsolate,

With Pindarus, his bondman, on this HU.
Mes. Is not that he that Ees upon the ground?
Tit. He lies not hke the living. 0 my heart!

Mes. Is not that he?
Tit. No, this was he, Messala,

But Cassius is no more.—0 setting sun,

As in thy red rays thou dost sink to-night,
So in his red blood Cassius’ day is set,

—

The sun of Rome is set! Our day is gone;
Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds

are done!
Mistrust of my success hath done this deed.
Mes. Mistrust of good success hath done this

deed.
0 hateful error, melancholy’s cHld,
Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts ofmen
The things that are not? 0 error, soon con-

ceiv’d,

Thou never com’st unto a happy birth,

But kiirst the mother that engender’d thee!
Tit. What, Pindarus! where art thou, Pin-

darus?
Mes. Seek Hm, Titinius* wHIst I go to meet

The noble Brutus, thrusting this report
Into his ears: I may say, tHusting it;

For piercing steel and darts envenomed
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus
As tidings of this sight.

Tit. Hie you, Messala,

[Exit Messala.
And I will seek for Pindarus the while.
Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius?
Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they
Put on my brows this wreath of victory.

And bid me giv’t thee? Didst thou not hear
their shouts?

Alas, thou hast misconstru’d everything.
But, hold thee, take this garland on thy brow;
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I

Will do his bidding.—Brutus, come apace.
And see how I regarded Cams Cassius.

—

By your leave, gods.—THs is a Roman’s part;

Come, Cassius’ sword, and find Titinius’ heart.

[Dies.

Alarum. Re-enter Messala, with Brutus,
Young Cato, Strato, Volumnius, and
Lucilius.

Bru. Where, where, Messala, doth Hs body
lie?

Mes. Lo, yonder; and Titimus mourning it*

Bru. Titimus’ face is upward.
Cato. He is slain.

Bru. 0 Julius Caesar, thou art mighty yet!,

Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords
In our own proper entrails. [Low alarums'.

Cato. Brave Titimus!

Look, whe’r he have not crown’d dead Cassius!

Bru. Are yet two Romans living such* as
these?

—

The last of all the Romans, fare thee well!

It IS impossible that ever Rome
Should breed thy fellow.—Friends, I owe more

tears

To this dead man than you shall see me pay.

—

1 shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time.

—

Come, therefore, and to Thassos send his body:
His funerals shall not be in our camp.
Lest it discomfort us,—Lucilius, come,

—

And come, young Cato; let us to the field,

—

Labeo and Flavius, set our battles on:—
’Tis three o’clock; and, Romans, yet ere night

We shall try fortune in a second fight.

[Exeunt.
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Shall I do such a deed?Scene Vf.--Another part oj the Field.^

Alarum. Enter, fighting, Soldiers of both

Armies; then Brutus, Young Cato, Lu-
ciLius, and others.

Bru. Yet, countrymen, 0, yet hold up your
heads! [with me?

Cato. What bastard doth not? Who will go

I wiU proclaim my name about the field:

—

I am. the son of Marcus Cato, ho!

A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend;

I am the son of Marcus Cato, hoi
[Charges the enemy.

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I;

Brutus, my country’s friend; know me for

Brutus!
[Exit, charging the enemy. Young Cato

is overpowered, and falls.

Lucil. 0 young and noble Cato, art thou
down?

Why, now thou diest as brarely as Tifinius;

And mayst be honour’s, being Cato’s son.

I Sold. Yield, or thou diest.

Lucil. Only I yield to die?

There is so much that thou wilt kill me straight;

[Offering money.
Kill, Brutus, and be honour’d in his death.

1 Sold. We must not.—A noble prisoner!

2 Sold. Room, ho! Tell Antony Brutus is

ta’en. [general.—

i Sold. FU tell the news.—Here comes the

Enter Antony.

Brutus is ta’en, Brutus is ta’en, my lord.

Ant Where is he?
Lucil. Safe, Antony; Brutus is safe enough:

I dare assure thee that no enemy
Shall ever take ahve the noble Brutus:

The gods defend him from so great a shame!
W^en you do find him, or alive or dead,

He will be found like Brutus, like himself.

Ant This is not Brutus, friend; but, I assure
you,

A prize no less in worth: keep this man safe,

Give 1dm all kindness: 1 had rather have
Such men my friends than enemies. Go on,

And see whe’r Brutus be alive or dead;
And bring us word unto Octavius’ tent

How everything is chanc’d. [Exeunt

Scene Y.—Another part of the Field.

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato
and VoLUMNius.

Bru. Come, poor remains of fnends, rest on
this rock.

Cli. Statilius show’d the torch-light; but,

my lord,

He came not back: he is or ta’en or slam.
Bru. Sit thee down, Chtus: slaying is the

word;
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, CUtus.

[Whispering him.
CIL What, I, my lord? Ho, not for the

world.

Bru. Peace, then, no words.
CH. I’ll rather kill myself.
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius!

[Whispers him.

Dor.
Cli. 0 Dardanius!
Dar. O CUtus!
Cli. What ill request did Brutus make to

thee?
Dar. To kill him, CUtus. Look, he medi-

tates.

Cli. Now is that noble vessel full of grief.

That it runs over even at his eyes. [word.
Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; Ust a
Vol. What says my lord?

Bru. Why, this, Volumnius:
The ghost of Caasar hath appear’d to me
Two several times by night,—at Sardis once,
And this last mght here in PhiUppi fields:

I know my hour is come.
Vol. Not so, my lord.

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is, Volumnius.
Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goes;
Our enemies have beat us to the pit:

[Low alarums.
It is more worthy to leap in ourselves
Than tarry tiU they push us. Good Volumnius,
Thou know’st that we two went to school to-

gether:

Even for that our love of old, I pray thee,
Hold thou my sword-hilts whilst 1 run on it.

Vol. That’s not an office for a friend, my lord.

[Alarum stiU.

Cli. Fly, fly, my lord; there is no tarrying
here. [Volumnius.

—

Bru. Farewell to you;—and you;—and you,
Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep;
Farewell to thee too, Strato.—Countrymen,
My heart doth joy that yet, in all my life,

I found no man but he was true to me.
I shall have glory by this losing day
More than Octavius and Mark Antony
By this vile conquest shall attain unto.
So fare you well at once; for Brutus’ tongue
Hath almost ended his life’s history:

Night hangs upon mine eyes; my bones would
rest,

That have but labour’s to attain this hour.
[Alarum. Cry within, “Fly, fly, fly!”

Cli. Fly, my lord, fly.

Bru. Hence! I will follow.
[Exeunt Cli., Dar., and Vol.

I pr'ythec, Strato, stay thou by thy lord:
Thou art a fellow of a good respect;
Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it:

Hold, then, my sword, and turn away thy face.
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato?

Stra. Give me your hand first: fare you well,
my lord.

Bru. Farewell, good Sirato.—Csesar, now
be stiU:

I kill’d not thee with half so good a will.

[He runs on his sword, and dies.

Alarum. Retreat Enter Octavius, An-
tony, and Army; Messala and Lucilius,
prisoners.

Oct What man is that?
Mes. My master’s man.—Strato, where is

thy mas ter? [M essala

:

Stra. Free from the bondage you are in,

The conquerors can but make a fire of him;
For Brutus only overcame himself,
And no man else hath honour by his death.



SCENE V.] J0L1US C-ffilSAB 743

lucil So Brutus should be found.—I thank
thee, Brutus,

That thou hast proved LuciUus^ saying true.

Oct All that serv’d Brutus I will entertain

them.

Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me?
Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you.

Oct Bo so, good Messala.

Mes, How died my master, Strato?

Stra. I held the sword, and he did run on it,

Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thee,

That did the latest service to my master.

Ant This was the noblest Roman of them
aUi

AU the conspirators, save only he,
Did that they did in envy of great Caesar;
He only, in a general honest thought,
And common good to all, made one of them.
His life was gentle; and the elements
So mix’d in him that Nature might stand up
And say to all the world, This was a mani
Oct According to his virtue, let us use him

With all respect and ntes of burial.
Within my ten^ his bones to-night shall lie,

Most like soldier, order’d honourably.

—

So, call the field to rest: and let’s away.
To part the glones of this happy day.

[Exeunt
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ACT 1.

Scene I.—Alexandria. A Room in Cleo-
patra’s Palace.

Enter DEMETKros and Philo.

Phi. Nay, but this dotage of our general’s
O’erflows the measure: those his goodly eyes.
That o’er the files and musters of the war
Have glow’d like plated Mars, now bend,

now turn
The office and devotion of their view
Fpon a tawny front: hus captain’s heart,

Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst
The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper,
And IS become the bellows and the fan
To cool a gipsy’s lust. [Ffourrs/i within.

Look where they come;
Take but good note, and you shall see in hipa
The tnple pillar of the world transform’d
Into a strumpet’s fool: behold and see!

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with their
Trains; Eunuchs fanning her.,

Cleo. If it be love, indeed, tell me how much.
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Ant There’s beggary in the love that can

be reckon’d.

Cko. I’ll set a bourn how far to be belov’d.

Ant Then must thou needs find out new
heaven, new earth.

Enter an Attendant.

Att News, my good lord, from Rome.
Ant Grates me:—-the sum.

Cleo, Nay, hear them, Antony:

Tulvia perchance is angry; or, who knows

If the scarce-bearded Cassar have not sent

His powerful mandate to you, Do this or this;

fake m that kingdom and erifranchise that;

PerjormH, or else we damn thee.

Ant How, my love!

Cleo. Perchance! nay, and most like:

—

You must not stay here longer,—your dis-

mission

Iscomefrom Caesar; therefore hearit, Antony.—
Where’s Fulvia’s process?—Caesar’s I would

#ay?—both?— [queen,

Call in the messengers.—As I am Egypt’s

Thou blushest, Antony; and that blood of thine

Is Caesar’s-homager: else so thy cheek pays
shame [sengers!

When shrill-tongu’d Fulvia scolds.—The mes-
Ant Let Rome in Tiber melt, and the

wide arch

Of the rang’d empire fall! Here is my space.

'K^gdems are clay; our dungy earth alike

i^ds beast as man: the nobleness of life

'Is to do thus; when such a mutual pair

[Embracing.

And such a twain can do’t, in which I bind,

On pain of pumshment, the world to weet
We stand up peerless.

Cleo. Excellent falsehood!

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her?

—

I'll seem the fool I am not; Antony
Will be himself.

Ant But stirr’d by Cleopatra.—
Now, for the love of Love and her soft hours.

Let’s not confound the time with conference

harsh:
There’s not a minute of our lives should stretch

Without some pleasure now:—what sport to-

night?

Cleo. Hear the ambassadors.
Ant Fie, wrangling queen!

Whom everything becomes,—to chide, to laugh,

To weep; whose every passion fully strives

To make itself in thee fair and admir’d!
No messenger; but thine, and all alone.

To-night we’ll wander through the streets and
note

The qualities of people. Come, my queen;
Last night you did desire it:—speak not to us.

[Exeimf Ant. and Ceeo., with their Train.

Dem. Is Cae.sar with Antomus pnz’d so

slight’

Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony,
He comes too short of that great property
Which still should go with Antony.
Dem. I am full sorry

That he approves the common Har, who
Thus speaks of him at Rome: but I will hope
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy!

[Exeunt

Scene IL—Alexandria. 'Another Room m
Cleopatra^s Palace*

Enier Chahmian, Iras, Alexas, and a
Soothsayer.

Char, Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most
anything Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas,
where’s the soothsayer that you praised so to
the queen? 0 that I knew tMs husband,
which you say must charge his horns with
garlands!

Alex. Soothsayer,—
Sooth. Your will?

Char. Is this the man?—Is’t you, sir, that
know things?

Sooth. In nature’s infinite book of secrecy
A little I can read.

Alex. Show him your hand.

Enter Enobarbus.

Eno, Bring in the banquet quickly; wine
enough

Cleopatra’s health to drink.
Char. Good sir, give me good fortune.
Sooth. I make not, but foresee.
Char, Pray, then, forsee me one. fare.

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you
Char. He means in flesh.

Iras, No, you shall paint when you are old.

Char. Wnnkles forbid!

Alex. Vex not his prescience; be attentive.

CMr. Hush!
Sooth. You shall be more beloving than

beloved. [dnnkmg.
Char. 1 had rather heat my liver with
Alex. Nay, hear him.
Char. Good now, some excellent fortune!

Let me be married to three Idngs m a forenoon,
and widow them all: let me have a child at
fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry may do homage:
find me to marry me with Octavius Cmsar, and
companion me with my mistress.

Sooth. You shall outlive the lady whom you
serve. [than figs.

Char. O excellent! I love long fife better
Sooth. You have seen and prov’d a fairer

former fortune

Than that which is to approach.
Char. Then belike my children shall have

no names:—pr’ythee, how many boys and
wenches must I have?

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb,
And fertile every wish, a million.

Char. Out, fool! I forgive thee for a witch.

Alex You think none but your sheets are

privy to your wishes.

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers.

Alex. We’ll know all our fortunes.

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-

night, shall be—drunk to bed.
Jras. There’s a palm presages chastity, if

nothing else.

Char. Even as the o’erflowing Nilus pre-

sageth famine.
Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot

soothsay.

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful

prognostication, I cannot scratch mine ear.

—

Pr’ythee, tell her but a worky-day fortune.
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Sooth. Your fortunes are alike.

Iras. But how, but how? give me particulars

Sooth. I have said.

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better

than she?
Char. Well, if you were but an inch of for-

tune better than I, where would you choose it?

Iras. Not in my husband’s nose.

Char. Our worser thoughts heavens mend’—
Aiexas,—come, his fortune, his fortune!—0, let

him marry a woman that cannot go, sweet Isis,

I beseech thee! And let her die too, and give

him a worse! and let worse follow worse, till

the worst of all followhim laughing to his grave,

jaftyfold a cuckold! Good Isis, hear me this

prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more
weight; good Ins, I beseech thee!

Iras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that

prayer of the people! for, as it is a heart-

breaking to see a handsome man loose-wived,

so It IS a deadly sorrow to behold a foul knave
uncuckolded; therefore, dear Isis, keep de-

corum, and fortune him accordingly!

Char Amen,
Alex. Lo, now, if it lay in their hands to

make me a cuckold, they would make them-
selves whores, but they’d do’t!

Eno. Hush! here comes Antony.
Char. Not he; the queen.

Enter Cleopatra,

Cleo. Saw you my lord?

Eno. No, lady.

Cleo. Was he not here?

Char. No, madam. [sudden
Cleo. He was dispos’d to mirth; but on tlie

A Roman thought hath struck him.—Enobar-
bus,

—

Eno. Madam!
Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither.

—

Where’s Aiexas? [proaches,

Mex. Here, at your service.—My lord ap-

Cleo. We will not look upon him: go with us.

[Exeunt Cleo., Eno., Char., Iras, Alex.
and Soothsayer.

Enter Antony, ivilh a Messenger and
Attendants.

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the
field.

Ant. Against my brother Lucius.
Mess. Ay:

But soon that war had end, and the time’s state

Made fnends of them, jointing their force

’gainst Csesar;

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy,

Upon the first encounter, drave them.
Ant. Well, what worst? [teller.

Afess. The nature of bad news infects the
Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward.

—

On:—
Things that are past are done with me.—’Tis

thus;

Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death
I hear him as he flatter’d.

Mess. Labienus,—
This IS stiff news,—hath, with his Parthian

fofce,

Extended Asia from Euphrates;
His conquering banner shook from Syria
To Lydia and to loma;
Whilst,—

Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say,—
Mess. 0, my lord!
Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the

general tongue

;

Name Cleopatra as she is call’d in Rome;
Rail thou in Fulvia’s phrase; and taunt my

faults

With such full license as both truth and malice
Have power to utter. 0, then we bring forth

weeds [told us
When our quick minds he still; and our ills

Is as our earing. Fare thee well awhile.
Mess. At your noble pleasure. [Exit.

Ant. From Sicyon, ho, the news! Speak
there!

1 Att. The man from Sicyon,—is there such
an one?

2 Att. He stays upon your will.

Ant. Let him appear,—
These strong Egyptian fetters I must break,
Or lose myself m dotage.

—

Enter a second Messenger.

What are you?
2 Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead.
Ant. Where died she?
2 Mess. In Sicyon: [serious

Her length of sickness, with what else more
Importerii thee to know, this bears.

[Gives a letter.

Ant. Forbear me.
[Exit second Messenger.

There’s a great spirit gone! Thus did I desire
it:

What our contempts do often hurl from us,

We wish it ours again; the present pleasure,

By revolution lowermg, does become
The opposite of itself: she’s good, being gone;
The hand could pluck her back that shov’d

her on.

I must from this enchanting queen break off:

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know.
My idleness doth hatch.—Ho, Enobarbusl

Re-enter Enobarbus.

Eno. What’s your pleasure, sir?

Ant. I must with haste from hence.
Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women: we

see how mortal an unkindness is to them; if

they suffer our departure, death’s the word.
Ant. I must be gone.
Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let

women die: it were pity to cast them away
for nothing; though, between them and a great
cause, they should be esteemed nothing. Cleo-
patra, catching but the least noise of this, dies
instantly; I have seen her die twenty times
upon far poorer moment: I do think there is

mettle in death, which commits some loving
act upon her, she hath such a celerity in dying.

Ant. She is cunning past man’s thought.
Eno. Alack, sir, no; her passions are made

of nothing but the finest part of pure love: we
cannot call her winds and waters, si^s and
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tears; they are greater storms and tempests
than almanacs can report: this cannot be cun-

ning in her; if it be, she makes a shower of rain

as well as Jove.

Ant Would I had never seen her!

Eno. 0 sir, you had then left unseen a
wonderful piece of work; which not to have
been blessed withal would have discredited

your travel.

Ant Fulvia is dead.
Eno. Sir!

Ant Fulvia is dead.
Eno. Fulvia!

Ant Dead.
Em. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful

sacnfice. When it pleaseth their deities to

take the wife of a man from him, it shows to

man the tailors of the eartli; comfortmg therein

that when old robes are worn out there are

membei s to make new. If there were no more
women but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut,

and the case to be lamented: this grief is

crowned with consolation; your old smock
brings forth a new petticoat:—and, indeed,

the tears live in an onion that should water this

sorrow. [state

Ant The business she hath broached in the
Cannot endure my absence.
Eno. And the business you have broached

here cannot be without you; especially that of

Cleopatra’s, which wholly depends on your
abode.
Ant No more light answers. Let our officers

Have notice what we purpose. I shall break
The cause of our expedience to the queen,
And get her leave to part. For not alone

The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches,

Do strongly speak to us; but the letters too

Of many our contriving friendsm Rome
Petition us at home: Sextus Pompeius
Hath given the dare to Caesar, and commands
The empire of the sea; our slippery people,

—

Whose love is never link’d to the deserver
Till hi's deserts are past,—^begin to throw
Pompey the Great, and all his dignities,

Upon ius son; who, high in name and power,
Higher than both in blood and hfe, stands up
For the main soldier: whose quality, going on.

The sides o’ the world may danger: much is

breeding,
Which, hke the courser’s hair, hath yet but life,

And not a serpent’s poison. Say, our pleasure,

To such whose place is under us, requires

Our quick remove from hence.
Eno. I shall do’t. [Exeunt

Scene III.—Alexandria. A Room in

Cleopatra’s Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Alexas.

Cleo. Where is he?
Char. I did not see him since.

Cleo. See where he is, who’s with him, what
he does:—

I did not send you:—if you find him sad,

Say I am dancing; if in mirth, report

That I am sudden sick; quick, and return,

[Exit Alexas.

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him
dearly.

You do not hold the method to enforce
The like from him.

Cleo. What should I do, I do not?
Char. In each thing give him way; cross lum

m nothing.
Cleo. Thou teachest hke a fool,—the way to

lose him. [forbear:
Char. Tempt him not so too far; I wish.

In time we hate that which we often fear.
But here comes Antony.

Cleo. I am sick and sullen.

Enter Antony.

Ant I am sorry to give breathing to my
purpose,— [fall:

Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian; I shall
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature
Will not sustain it.

Ant Now, my dearest queen,—
Cleo. Pray you, stand further from me.
Ant What’s the.matter?
Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there’s some

good news.
What says the married woman?—You may go:
Would she had never given you leave to come!
Let her not say ’tis I that keep you here,—
I have no power upon you; hers you are.

Ant The gods best know,

—

Cleo. 0, never was there queen
So mightily betray’d ! Yet at the first

I saw the treasons planted.

Ant Cleopatra,—
Cleo. Why should I think you can be mine

and true,

Though you in swearing shake the throned
gods,

Who have been false to Fulvia? Riotous
madness,

To be entangled with those mouth-made vows.
Which break themselves in swearing!
Ant Most sweet queen,—
Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your

going,

But bid farewell, and go: when you su’d stay-

ing.

Then was the time for words: no going then:—
Eternity was in our lips and eyes,

BUss in our brows’ bent; none our parts so poor
But was a race of heaven: they are so still,

Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world,

Art turn’d the greatest bar.

Ant How now, lady!

Cleo. I would I had thy inches; thou shouldst

know
There were a heart in Egypt,

Ant Hear me, queen:
The strong neccessity of time commands
Our services awhile; but my full heart

Remains in use with you. Our Italy

Shines o’er with civil swords: Sextus Pompeius
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome:
Equality of two domestic powers (strength,

Breeds scrupulous faction: the hated, grown to

Are newly grown to love; the condemn’d
Pompey,

Rich in his father’s honour, creeps apace

Into the hearts of such as have not thriv’d

D D
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UjK)ii the present state, whose numbers
threaten;

And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge

By any desperate change. My more particular,

And that which most with you should safe my
going,

Is Fulvia^s death.

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give

me freedom,

It does from childishness:—can Fulvia die?

Ant She’s dead, my queen:

Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read

The garboils she awak’d; at the last, best.

See when and where she died.

Cleo. 0 most false love!

Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill

With sorrowful water? Now I see, I see,

In Fulvia’s death how mine receiv’d shall be.

Ant Quarrel no more, but be prepar’d to

know
The purposes I bear; which are, or cease.

As you shall give the advice. By the fire

That quickens Nilus’ sbme, I go from hence

Thy soldier, servant; making peace or war
As thou affect’st.

Cleo. Cut my lace, Chamuan, come;

—

But let it be:~I am quickly ill and well,

So Antony loves.

Ant. My precious queen, forbear;

And give true evidence to his love, which stands

An honourable trial.

Cleo. So Fulvia told me.

I pr*ythee, turn aside and weep for her;

Then bid adieu to me, and say the tears

Belong to Egypt* good now, play one scene

Of exceUenjt dissembling; and let it look

Like perfect honour.

Ant You’ll heat my blood: no more.

Cleo. You can do better yet; but this is

meetly.

Ant Now, by my sword,—
Cleo. And target.—Still he mends;

But this is not the best:—look, pr’ythee,

Charmian,
How this Herculean Roman does become
The carriage of his chafe.

Ant I’ll leave you, lady.

Cleo Courteous lord, one word.

Sir, you and I must part,—but that’s not it:

Sir, you and I have lov’d,—but there’s not it;

That you know well: something it is I would,

—

O, my oblivion is a very Antony,
And I am all forgotten.

Ant But that your royalty

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you
For idleness itself.

Cleo. ’Tis sweating labour
To bear such idleness so near the heart

As Cleopatra this. But, sir, for^ve me;
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not
Eye well to you: your honour calls you hence;
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied fofiy,

And all the gods go with you! upon your sword
Sit laurel victory! and smooth success
Be strew’d before your feet!

Ant Let us go. Come
Our separation so abides, and ifiies,

That thou, residing here, go’st yet with me,
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee.
Away! [Exeunt

Scene IV.—Rome. An Apartment in
CiESAR’s House.

Enter OCTAvros CMsm, Lepidus, and
Attendants.

Cses. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth
know.

It is not CsBsar’s natural vice to hate
Our great competitor. From Alexandna
This is the news:—he fishes, drinks, and

wastes
The lamps of night in revel: is not more manlike
Than Cleopatra, nor the queen of Ptolemy [or

More womanly than he: hardly gave au^ence.
Vouchsaf’d to think he had partners: you

shall find there

A man who is the abstract of all faults

That all men follow.

Lep. I must not think there are
Evils enow to darken all his goodness;
His faults m him seem as the spots of heaven.
More fiery by night’s blackness; hereditary

Rather than purchas’d; what he cannot change
Than what he chooses.

Cass. You are too mdulgent. Let us grant
it IS not

Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy;
To give a kingdom for a mirth; to sit

And keep the turn of tippling with a slave;

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet
With knaves that smell of sweat: say this

becomes him,

—

As his composure must be rare indeed
Whom these things cannot blemish,—yet must

Antony
No way excuse his soils when we do bear
So great weight in his lightness. If he fill’d

His vacancy with his voluptuousness,
Full surfeits and the dryness of his bones
Call on him for’t: but to confound such time,
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as

loud
As his own state and ours,—’tis to be chid
As we rate boys, who, being mature m know-

ledge.

Pawn their experience to their present pleasure,
And so rebel to judgment.

Enter a Messenger.

Lep. Here’s more news.
M^ss. Thy biddings have been done: and

every hour,
Most noble Caesar, shalt thou have report
How ’tis abroad, Pompey is strong at sea;
And it appears he is belov’d of those
That only have fear’d Caesar: to the ports
The discontents repair, and men’s reports
Give him much wrong’d.

Cses. I should have known no less:

It hath been taught us from the primal state
That he which is was wish’d until he were;
And the ebb’d man, ne’er lov’d till ne’er

worth love, (body.
Comes dearfd by being lack’d. This common
Like to a vagabound flag upon the stream,
Goes to and back, lackeying the varying tide,

To rot itself with motion.
Mess. Caesar, I bring thee word,

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates,
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Make the sea serve them, which they ear and
wound

With keels of every kind: many hot inroads

They make in Italy; the borders maritime

lAck blood to think on’t, and flush youth revolt:

No vessel can peep forth but ’tis as soon

Taken as seen; for Pompey’s name strikes

more
Than could his war resisted,

Caes. Antony,

Leave thy lascivious wassails. When thou once
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew’st

Hirtius and Pansa, consuls at thy heel

Did famine foEow;whom thou fought’st against,

Though daintily brought up, with patience more
Than savages could suffer: thou didst drink

The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle
Which beasts would cough at: thy palate then

did deign
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge;

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture

sheets,

The barks of trees thou browsed’st; on the Alps

It IS reported thou didst eat strange flesh,

Which some did die to look on: and aE this,

—

It wounds thine honour that I speak it now,

—

Was borne so like a soldier that thy cheek
So much as lank’d not.

Lep. ’Tis pity of him.
Cses. Let his shames quickly

Drive him to Rome: ’tis time we twain
Did show ourselves ’i the field; and to that end
Assemble we immediate councU: Pompey
Thrives in our idleness.

Lep. To-morrow, Caesar,

I shall be furnish’d to inform you rightly

Both what by sea and land I can be able

To front this present time.

Cses. TiE which encounter

It is my business too. FareweU. [meantime
Lep. FareweU, my lord: what you shaU know

Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir,

To let me be partaker.

Caes. Doubt not, sir;

I knew it for my bond. [Exeunt

Scene V.—Alexaktdeia. A Room in the
Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Mardian.

Cleo. Charmian,

—

Char. Madam?
Cleo. Ha, hal

—

Give me to drink mandragora.
Char. Why, madam?
Cleo. That I might sleep out this great gap

of time
My Antony is away.

Char. You think of him too much.
Cleo. O, ’tis treason!

Char. Madam, I trust, not so.

Cleo, Thou, eunuch Mardian!
Mar. Whafs your highness’ ffleasure?

Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing, I take no
pleasure

In aught an eunuch has; ’tis lyeU for thee
That, being unseminar’d, thy freer thoughts
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affec-

tions?

Mar. Yes, gracious madam.
Cleo. Indeed! [nothing
Afar. Not in deed, madam; for I can do

But what indeed is honest to be done:
Yet have I fierce affections, and think
What Venus did with Mars.

Cleo. 0 Chamii an,
Where think’st thou he is now? Stands he or

sits he?
Or does he walk? or is he on his horse?
0 happy horse to bear the weight of Antony!
Do bravely, horse! for wott’st thou whom thou

mov’st?
The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm
And burgonet of men.—-He’s speaking now,
Or murmuring, Wher^s my serpent of old Nile?
For so he calls me.—Now I feed myseW
With most delicious poison;—think on me,
That am with Phoebus’ amorous pinches black,
And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted

Caesar,

When thou wast here above the ground I was
A morsel for a monarch: and great Pompey
Would stand and make his eyes grow in my

brow;
There would he anchor his aspect and die
With looking on his life.

Enter Alexas.

Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, haEI
Cleo. How much unlike art thou Mark

Antony! (hath
Yet, commg from him, that great medicine
With his tinct gilded thee.

—

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony?
Alex. Last thmg he did, dear queen,

He kiss’d,—the last of many doubled lasses,—
This orient pearl:—his speech sticks in my

heart.

Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence,
Alex. Good friend, quoth he,

Say, thefirm Roman to great Egypt sends
Tim treasure of an oyster; at whosefoot.
To mend the petty present, I will piece
Her opulent throne with kingdoms; all the east.

Say thou, shall call her mistress. So he
nodded,

And soberly did mount an arm-girt steed,
’

Who neigh’d so high that what I would have
spoke

Was beastiy dumb’d by him.
Cleo. What, was he sad or merry?
Alex, Like to the time o’ the year between

the extremes
Of hot and cold, he was nor sad nor merry.

Cleo. O weE-divided disposition!—Note him,
Note him, good Charmian, ’tis the man; but

note him;
He was not sad,—for he would shine on those
That make their looks by his; he was not

merry,

—

Which seem’d to teU them his remembrance lay

In Egypt with his joy; but between both:

O heavenly mingle!—Be’st thou sad or merry,
The violence of either thee becomes,
So does it no man else.—Mett’st thou my posts!

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messen-
gers:

Why do you send so thick?
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Cleo. Who’s bom that day

When I forget to send to Antony

Shall die a beggar.—Ink and paper, Char-

mian.”
Welcome, my good Alexas.—Did I, Charmian,

Ever love Cassar so?
Char. O that brave Caesar!

Cleo. Be chok’d with such another emphasis!

Say, the brave Antony.
Char. The valiant Caesar!

Cleo. By Isis, I wiE give thee bloody teeth

If thou with Caesar paragon again

Bdy man of men.
Char. By your most gracious pardon,

I sing but after you.
Cleo. My salad days,

When I was green in judgment:—cold in blood,

To say as I said then!—^but, come, away;

Get me ink and paper: he shall have every day

A severed greeting, or I’ll unpeople Egypt.
ISxeunC

ACT 11.

Scene L—Messina. A Room in Pompey’s
House.

Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas.

Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall

assist

The deeds of justest men.
Mene. Know, worthy Pompey,

That what they do delay they not deny.

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne,

decays
The thing we sue for.

Mene. We, ignorant of ourselves,

Beg often our own harms, which the wise
powers

Deny us for our good; so find we profit

By losing of our prayers.

Pom. I shall do well:

The people love me, and the sea is mine;
My powers are crescent, and my auguring hope
Says it will come to the full. Mark Antony
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make
No wars without doors: Cassar gets money

where
He loses hearts: Lepidus flatters both.
Of both is flatter’d; but he neither loves

Nor either cares for him.
Men. Csesar and Lepidus

Are in the field, a mighty strength they carry.

Pom. Where have you this? ’tis false.

Men. From Siivius, sir.

Pom. He dreams: I know they are in Rome
together, [love,

Looking for Antony. But all the charms of
Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan’d lip!

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both!
Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts,

Keep his brain fuming; Epicurean cooks
Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite;
That sleep and feeding may prorogue his

honour
Even tin a Lethe’d dullness.

Enter Varrics.

Now now, Varrius!
Vm. This is most certain that I shall

deliver:

—

Mark Antony is every hour in Rome
Expected: since he went from Egypt ’tis

A space for further traveL

Pom. I could have given less matter
A better ear.—Menas, I did not think

This amorous surfeiter would have donn’d his

hehn
For such a petty war; his soldiership

Is twice the other twain: but let us rear

The higher our opinion, that our stirring

Can from fte lap of Egypt’s widow pluck

The ne’er lust-wearied Antony.
Men. I cannot hope

Caisar and Antony shall well greet together:

His wife that’s dead did trespasses to Caesar;

His brother warrid upon him; although, I think,

Not mov’d by Antony.
Pom. I know not, Menas,

How lesser enmities may give way to greater.

Were’t not that we stand up against them all,

’Twere pregnant they should square between
themselves;

For they have entertained cause enough
To draw their swords: but how the fear of us
May cement their divisions, and bind up
The petty difference, we yet not know.
Be’t as our gods will have’t! It only stands

Our lives upon to use our strongest hands.
Come, Menas. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Rome. A Room in the House of
Lepidus.

Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus.

Lep Good Enobarbus, ’Us a worthy deed,
And shall become you well, to entreat your

captain

To soft and gentle speech.

Eno. I shall entreat him
To answer like himself: if Csesar move him,
Let Antony look over Caesar’s head,
And speak as loud as Mars, By Jupiter,

Were I the wearer of Antonius’ beard,
I would not shave’t to-day.

Lep. ’Tis not a time
For private stomaching.
Eno. Every time

Serves for the matter that is then bora in’t.

Lep. But small to greater matters must give
way.

Eno. Not if the small come first.

Lep. Your speech is passion:
But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes
The noble Antony.

Enter Antony and Ventidius.

Eno. And yonder Caesar.

Enter CiESAR, Mec.$nas, and Agrippa.

Ant. If we compose well here, to Paxthia:
Hark, Ventidius.

Cses. I do not know,
Mecaenas; ask Agrippa.

Lep. Noble friends, [not

That which combin’d us was most great, and let

A leaner action rend us. What’ s amiss,
May it be gently heard: when we debate
Our tnviai difference loud, we do commit
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Murder in healing wounds: then, noble
partners,

—

The rather for I earnestly beseech,— [terms,

Touch you the sourest points with sweetest

Nor curstness grow to the matter.

Ant, ’Tis spoken well.

Were we before our armies, and to fight,

I should do thus.

Csss. Welcome to Rome.
Ant. Thank you.

Cass. Sit.

Ant. Sit, sir.

Cxs. Nay, then.

Ant. I learn, you take things ill which are
not so,

Or being, concern you not.

Csss. I must be laughM at

If, or for nothing or a little, I

Should say myself offended, and with you
CMefly i’ the world; more laugh’d at that I

should [name
Once name you derogately, when to sound your
It not concern’d me.

Ant. My being in Egypt, Csesar,

What was’t to you?
Cxs. No more than my residing here at

Rome
Might be to you in Egypt: yet, if you there

Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt
Might be my question.

Ant. How intend you, practis’d?

C£BS. You may be pleas’d to catch at mine
intent [brother

By what did here befall me. Your wife and
Made wars upon me; and their contestation

Was theme for you, you were the word of war.
Ant, You do mistake your business; my

brother never
Did urge me in his act: I did inquire it;

And have my learning from some true reports

That drew their swords with you. Did he not
rather

Discredit my authority with yours;

And make the wars alike against my stomach,
Havmg ahke your cause? Of this my letters

Before did satisfy you. If you’ll patch a quarrel

As matter whole you have not to make it with.

It must not be with this.

Cses. You praise yourself

By laying defects of judgment to me; but
You patch’d up your excuses.

Ant. Nbt so, not so;

I know you could not lack, I am cert^ on’t,

Very necessity of this thought, that I,

Your partner in the cause ’gamst which he
fought,

Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars
Which ’fronted mine own peace. As for my wife,

I would you had her spirit in such another:

The third o’ the world is yours; which with a
snaffie

You may pace easy, but not such a wife, [men
Em. Would we had all such wives, that the

Might go to wars with the women.
AnU So much uncurbable, her garboils,

Cffisar,

Made out of her impatience,—which not wanted
Shrewdness of policy too,—I grievmg grant

Did you too much disquiet: for tiiat you must
But say I could not help it.

Cxs. I wrote to you
When rioting in Alexandria; you
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts
Did gibe my missive out of audience.
Ant. Sir,

He fell upon me ere admitted: then
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want
Of what I was i’ the monung: but next day
I told him of myself; which was as much
As to have ask’d him pardon. Let this fellow
Be nothmg of our strife; if we contend,
Out of our question wipe him.

Cses. You have broken
The article of your oath; which you shall never
Have tongue to charge me with.

lep. Soft, Caesar!
Ant. No, Lepidus, let him speak:

The honour is sacred which he talks on now,
Supposing that I lack’d it.—But on, Caesar;
The article of my oath,

Cses. To lend me arms and aid when I re-
quir’d them;

The which you both denied.
Ant. Neglected, rather;

And then when poison’d hours had bound me up
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I

may.
I’ll play the penitent to you: but mine honesty
ShaU not make poor my greatness, nor my

power
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia,
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here;
For which myself, the ignorant motive, do
So far ask pardon as befits mine honour
To stoop in such a case.

Lep. ’Tis noble spoken.
Mec. If it might please you to enforce no

further

The griefs between ye: to forget them quite
Were to remember that the present need
Speaks to atone you.

Lep. Worthily spoken, Mecsenas.
Eno. Or, if you borrow one another’s love

for the instant, you may, when you hear no
more words of Pompey, return it again: you
shall have time to wrangle in when you have
nothing else to do.

Ant. Thou art a soldier only: speak no more.
Eno. That truth should be silent I had

almost forgot.

Ant. You wrong this presence, therefore

speak no more.
Eno. Go to, then; your considerate stone.

Cxs. I do not much dislike the matter, but
The manner of his speech; for’t cannot be
We shall remain m friendship, our conditions

So differing m their acts. Yet, if I knew
What hoop should hold us stanch, from edge

to edge
O’ the world I would pursue it.

Agr. Give me leave, Caesar.—
Cxs. Speak, Agrippa.
Agr, Thou hast a sister by the mother’s side,

Admir’d Octavia: great Mark Antony
Is now a Widower.

Cses. Say not so, Agrippa:

M Cleopatra heard you, your reproof

Were well desery’d of rashness.

Ant. 1 am not married, Caesar: let me hear
Agrippa further speak.
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Agr, To hold you in perpetual amity,

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts

With an unsHpping knot, take Antony
Octavia to his wife; whose beauty claims

No worse a husband than the best of men;
Whose virtue and whose general graces speak

That which none else can utter. By this

marriage,
AH litHe jealousies, which now seem great,

And all great fears, which now import their

dangers,
Would then be nothing: truths would then be

tales.

Where now hsJf tales be truths; her love to both

Would, each to other and all loves to both,

Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke;

For ’tis a studied, not a present thought,

By du^ ruminated.

Ant Will Cassar speak?

Cass. Not till he hears how Antony is touch’d

With what is spoke already.

Ant What power is in Agrippa,

If I would say, Agrippa, he it so.

To make this good?

Cass. The power of Caesar, and
His power unto Octavia.

Ant May I never
To this good purpose, that so fairly shows,
Dream of impediment!—Let me have thy hand:
Further this act of grace; and from this hour
The heart of brothers govern in our loves

And sway our great designs!

Cass. There is my hand.

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother

Did ever love so dearly: let her live

To join our kmgdoms and our hearts; and never
Fly oS our loves again!

Lep. Happily, amen!
Ant 1 did not think to draw my sword

’gainst Pompey;
For he hath laid strange courtesies and great

Of late upon me: I must thank him only.

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report;

At heel of that, defy him.
Lep. Time calls upon’s;

Of us must Pompey presently be soug^bt,

Or else he seeks out us.

Ant. Where lies he?
Cass. About the Mount Misenum.
Ant What’s his strength

By land?
Cass. Great and increasing: but by sea

He is an absolute master.
Ant So is the fame.

Would we had spoke together! Haste we for it:

Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we
The business we'have talk’d of.

Cass. With most gladness;
And do invite yon to my sister’s view,
Whither straight I’ll lead you.
Ant Let us, Lepidus,

Not lack your company.
Lep. Noble Antony,

Not sickness should detain me.
[Flourish. Exeunt Cms., Ant., and Lep.

Mec. Welcome from Egypt, sir.

Eno. Half the heart of Caesar, worthy
Mecaenasl—my honourable friend, Agrippal—

Agr. Good Enobarbus!

Mec. We have cause to be glad that matters
are so well digested. You stay’d well by it in
Egypt.
Eno. Ay, sir; we did sleep day out of coun-

tenance, and made the night hght with drinking
Mec. Eight 'Wild boars roasted whole at a

breakfast, and but twelve persons there; is

this true?

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle: we
had much more monstrous matter of feasts,

which worthily deserved noting.

Mec. She’s a most triumphant lady, if

report be square to her.

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony she
pursed up his heart, upon the nver of Cydnus.

Agr. There she appeared mdeed; or my
reporter devised well for her.

Eno. X will tell you.

The barge she sat in, hfce a burnish’d throne,
Bum’d on the water: the poop was beaten gold;
Purple the sails, and so perfumed that

The winds were love-sick "with them; the oars
were silver, [made

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and
The water which they beat to follow faster.

As amorous of their strokes. For her own
person,

It beggar’d all description: she did lie

In her pavilion,—-cloth-of-gold of tissue,

—

O’er-picturing that Venus where we see
The fancy out-work nature: on each side her
Stood pretty dimpled boys, hke smiling Cupids,
With divers-colour’d fans, whose wind did

seem
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did

cool,

And what they undid did.

Agr. 0, rare for Antony!
Eno. Her gentlewomen, hke the Nereids,

So many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes,
And made their bends adornings; at the helm
A seeming mermaid steers: the silken tackle

Swell with the touches of those flower-soft

hands
That yarely frame the oflBce. From the barge
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast

Her people out upon her; and Antony,
Enthron’d i’ the market-place, did sit alone,
Whisthng to the air; which, but for vacancy,
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too.

And made a gap in nature.

Agr. Fare Egyptian!
Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her.

Invited her to supper: she replied

It should be better he became her guest;
Which she entreated: our courteous Antony
Whom ne’er the word of No woman heard

speak,
Being barber’d ten times o’er, goes to the

feast,

And, for his ordinary, pays his heart
For what his eyes eat only.

Agr. Royal wench!
She made great Caesar lay his sword to bed:
He plough’d her, and she cropp’d.

Eno. 1 saw her once
Hop forty paces through the public street;

And having lost her breaith, she spoke and
. panted,
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Tnat she did make defect perfection,

And, breathless, power breathe forth.

Mec, Now Antony must leave her utterly.

Eno. Never; he will not;

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale

Her infinite variety; other women cloy

The appetites they feed; but she makes hungry
Where most she satisfies: for vilest things

Become themselves in her; that the holy priests

Bless her when she is riggjsh.

Mec. Ji beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle

The heart of Antony, Octavia is

A blessed lottery to him.
Agr. Let us go.—

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest
Whilst you abide here.

Eno. Humbly, sir, I thank you. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Rome. A Room in Cjesar’s
House.

Enter CiESAR, Antony, Octavia between
them, and Attendants.

Ant. The world and my great ofElce will

sometimes
Divide me from your bosom.

Octa. All which time
Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers

To them for you.

Ant. Good-ni^t, sir.—My Octavia,

Read not my blemishes in the world’s report:

I have not kept my square; but that to come
Shall all be done by the rule. Good-night,

dear lady.—
Octa. Good-night, sir.

Casa?. Good-ni^t. [Exeunt CMS, and Octa.

Enter Soothsayer.

An,. Now, sirrah, you do wish yourself in

Egypt? [nor you
Sooth. Would I had nevercome fromthence.

Thither!

Ant. If you can, your reason?
Sooth. 1 see it in

My motion, have it not in my tongue; but yet

Hie you to Egypt again.

Ant. Say to me, [mine?
Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Caesar’s or

Sooth. Caesar’s

Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side:

Thy demon, that’s thy spirit which keeps thee,

is

Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable,
Where Caesar’s is not; but near him thy angel

Becomes afear’d, as being o’erpower’d: there-

fore

Make space enough between you.
Ant Speak this no more.
Sooth. To none but thee; no more but when

to thee.
If thou dost play with him at any game,
Thou art sure to lose; and of that natural luck
He beats thee ’gainst the odds: thy lustre

thickens
When he shines by: I say again, thy spirit

Is all afraid to govern thee near him;
But, he away, ’tis noble.

Ant Get thee gone:
Say to Ventidius I would speak with him;

—

[Exit Soothsayer.

He shall to Parthia.—Be it art or hap,
He hath spoken true: the very dice obey himj

—

And in our sports my better cunning faints
Under his chance; if we draw lots he speeds;
His cocks do win the battle still of mine,
When it is aU to naught; and his quails ever
Beat mine, inhoop’d, at odds. I to Egypt:
And though I make this marriage for my peace,
1’ the east my pleasure lies.

Enter Yenttoius.

0, come, Ventidius;
You must to Parthia: your commission’s ready,
Follow me and receive it. [Exeunt

Scene IV.—Rome. A Street

Enter Lepieus, Mec^nas, and Agrippa.

Lep. Trouble yourselves no further: pray
you, hasten

Your generals after.

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony
Will e’en but kiss Octavia, and we’ll follow.

Lep. Till I shall see you in your soldier’s

dress,

Which will become you both, farewell.

Mec. We shall.

As I conceive the journey, be at the mount
Before you, Lepidus.

Lep. Your way is shorter;
My purposes do draw me much about:
You’ll wm two days upon me.
Mec. and Agr. Sir, good success!
Lep. Farewell. [Exeunt

Scene V.—Aleslandrla. A Room in the
Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Alexas
and Attendants.

Cleo. Give me some music,—^music, moody
food

Of us that trade in love.

Attend. The music, ho!

Enter Mardian.

Cleo. Let it alone; let’s to billiards:

Come, Charmian.
Char. My armissore; best play with Mardian.
Cleo. As well a woman with an euiiuch play’d

As with a woman.—Come, you’U play with me,
sir?

Mar. As well as I can, madam.
Cleo. And when good-will is show’d, though’t

come too short.

The actor may plead pardon. I’ll none now;—
Give me mine angle,—we’U to the river: there,

My music playing far off, I will betray

Tawny-finn’d fishes; my bended hook shall

pierce

Their slimy jaws; and as I draw them up
PU think them every one an Antony,
And say, Ah ha! you’re caught

Char. ’Twas merry when
You wager’d on your angling; when your diver

Bid hang a salt fish on Ms hook, wMch he
With fervency drew up.

Cleo. That time,—0 times!—
1 laugh’d him out of patience; and that night
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I laugh’d him into patience: and next mom,
Ere mnth hour, I drunk him to his bed;

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst

I wore his sword Phihppan.

Enter a Messenger.

0! from Italy!—

Ram thou thy fruitful tidmgs in mme ears,

That long time have been barren.

Mess. Madam, madam,

—

Cleo. Antony’s dead I
—

If thou say so, villain, thou kill’st thy mistress;

But well and free.

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here
My bluest veins to kiss,—a hand that kings

Have lipp’d, and trembled kissing.

Mess. First, madam, he’s well.

Cleo. Why, there’s more gold. But, sirrah,

mark, we use
To say the dead are well' bring it to that.

The gold I give thee will I melt and pour
Down thy ill-uttenng throat.

Mess. Good madam, hear me.
Cleo Well, go to, I will;

But there’s no goodness in thy face: if Antony
Be free and healthful,—why so tart a favour

To trumpet such good tidings! If not well

Thou should St come like a fury crown’d with
snakes,

Not like a fonnd man.
Mess. Will’t please you hear me?
Cleo. I have a mind to strike thee ere thou

speak’st:

Yet, if thou say Antony lives, is well.

Or friends with Cassar, or not captive to him.
I’ll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee.

Mess. Madam, he’s well.

Cleo. Well said.

Mess. And friends with C®sar.
Cleo. Thou ’rt an honest man.
Mess. Casar and he are greater fnends than

ever.

Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me.
’ Mess. But yet, madam,—

Cleo. I do not like but yet, it does allay

The good precedence; fie upon hut yet!
But yet is as a gaoler to bring forth

Some monstrous malefactor. Pr’ythee, friend,

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear.

The good and bad together; he’s friends with
Caesar;

In state of health, thou say’st; and, thou say’st,

free.

Mess. Free, madam! no; I made no such
report;

He’s bound unto Octavia.
Cleo. For what good tom?
Mess. For the best turn i’ the bed.
Cleo. I am pale, Charmian.
Mess. Madam, he’s married to Octavia.
Cleo. The most infectious pestilence upon

thee! [Sfnftes him down.
Mess. Good madam, patience.
Cleo. What say you?—^Hence,

him again.
Horrible villain! or PU spurn thine eyes
Like balls before me; I’ll unhair thy head:

[She hales him up and down.

Thou shalt be whipp’d with wire and stew’d in
brine,

Smarting m ling’rmg pickle.

Mess. Gracious madam,
I that do bring the news made not the match.

Cleo. Say ’tis not so, a province I wiU give
thee, [hadst

And make thy fortunes proud: the blow thou
Shall make thy peace for moving me to rage,

And I will boot thee with what^ beside
Thy modesty can beg.
Mess. He’s mamed, madam.
Cleo. Rogue, thou hast liv’d too long.

[Drmos a dagger.
Mess. Nay, then I’ll run,

—

What mean you, madam? I have made no
fault. [Exit.

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within
yourself:

The man is innocent.

Cleo. Some innocents scape not the thunder-
bolt.—

Melt Egypt into Nile! and kindly creatures
Turn all to serpents!—Call the slave again:—
Though I am mad, I will not bite him:—call.

Char. He is afear’d to come.
Cleo. I will not hurt him.

[Exit Charmian.
These hands do lack nobility, that they strike

A meaner than myself; since I myself
Have given myself the cause.

Re-enter Charmian and Messenger.

Come hither, sir.

Though it be honest, it is never good
To bring bad news: give to a gracious message
An host of tongues; but let ill tidings tell

Themselves when they be felt.

Mess. I have done my duty.
Cleo. Is he married?

I cannot hate thee worser than I do
If thou again say Yes.

Mess. He is married, madam.
Cleo. The gods confound thee! dost thou

hold there still!

Mess. Should I lie, madam?
Cleo. O, I would thou didst,

So half my Egypt were submerg’d, and made
A cistern for scal’d snakes! Go, get thee hence:
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married?
Mess. I crave your highness’ pardon.
Cleo. He is married?
Mess. Take no offence that I would not

offend you:
To punish me for what you make me do
Seems much unequal: he is married to Octavia.

Cleo. 0 that his fault should make a knave of

thee, [hence:
Thou art not what thou’rt sure of!—Get thee
The merchandise which thou hast brought from

Rome [hand,

Are aU too dear for me; lie they upon thy
And be undone by ’em! [Exit Messenger.

Char. Good your highness, patience.

Cleo. In praising Antony I have disprais’d

C®sar.
Char. Many times, madam.
Cleo. 1 am paid for’t now.

Lead me from hence;
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I faint—0 Iras, Clianniaii!—’tis no matter.

—

Goto the fellow, good Alexas; bid him
Report the feature of Octavia, her years

Her inclination, let him not leave out

The colour of her hair:—bringme word quickly.

[Exit Alexas.
let him for ever go;—let him not—Charmian,
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon,

T’ otiier way he’s a Mars.—Bid you Alexas
[To Mardian.

Bring me word how tall she is,—Pity me,
Charmian,

But do not speak to me.—Lead me to my
chamber. [Exeunt

Scene VI.

—

Near Misenum.

Flourish. Enter Pompey and Menas at one
side, with drum and trumpet, at the other,

C^SAR, Antony, Lepedcs, Enobarbtis,
MECiENAS, with Soldiers marching.

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you
mine;

And we shall talk before we fight.

Cses. Most meet
That first we come to words; and therefore have

we
Our written purposes before us sent;

Which, if thou hast consider’d, let us know
If ’twill tie up thy discontented sword,
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth
That else must pensh here.

Pom. To you all three.

The senators alone of this great world,

Chief factors for the gods,—I do not know
Wherefore my father should revengers want,
Having a son and friends; since Julius Cassar,

Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted.

There saw you labouring for him. What was’t

That mov’d pale Cassius to conspire; and what
Made the all-honour’d, honest Roman, Brutus,

With the arm’d rest, courtiers of beauteous
freedom.

To drench the Capitol, but that they would
Have one man but a man? And that is it

Hath made me rig my navy; at whose burden
The anger’d ocean foams; with which I meant
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome
Cast on my noble father.

Cass. Take your time.

Ant Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with
thy sails; [know’st

We’ll speak with thee at sea: at land thou
How much we do o’er-count thee.

Pom. At land, indeed.

Thou dost o’er-count me of my father’s house:

But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself,

Remain in’t as thou mayst.
Lep. Be pleas’d to tell us,

—

For iSbis is from the present,—how you take

The offers we have sent you.
Cses- There’s the point.

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh
What it is worth embrac’d.

Cses, And what may follow,

To try a larger fortune.

Pom. You have made me offer

Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I must
Rid all the sea of pirates; then to send
Measures of wheat to Rome; this ’greed upon.

To part with unhack’d edges, and bear back
Our targes undinted.

Cses., Ant, and Lep. That’s our offer.

Pom. Know, then,
I came before you here a man prepar’d
To take this offer: but Mark Antony
Put me to some impatience:—though I lose
The praise of it by telling, you must know.
When Caesar and your brother were at blows.
Your mother came to Sicily, and did find
Her welcome friendly.

Ant I have heard it, Pompey;
And am well studied for a hberal thanks
Which I do owe you.
Pom. Let me have your hand:

I did not think, sir, to have met you here.
Ant The beds i’ the east are soft; and,

thanks to you, [hither;

That call’d me, timelier than my purpose,
For I have gam’d by it.

Cass. Since I saw you last

There is a change upon you.
Pom. Well, I know not

What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face;
But in my bosom shall she never come
To make my heart her vassal.

Lep. Well met here.
Pom. I hope so, Lepidus.—Thus we are

agreed:
I crave our composition may be written,

And seal’d between us.

Cass. That’s the next to do.
Pom. We’ll feast each other ere we part;

and let’s

Draw lots who shall begin.

Ant. That wih I, Pompey.
Pom. No, Antony, take the lot: but, first

Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery' [Caesar

Shall have the fame. I have heard that Julius

Grew fat with feasting there.

Ant You have heard much.
Pom. I have fair meanings, sir.

Ant And fair words to them.
Pom. Then so much have I heard:

And I have heard Apollodorus carried,

—

Eno. No more of that:—he did so.

Pom. What, I pray you?
Eno. A certain queen to Csesarm a mattress,

Pom. 1 know thee now; how far’st thou,

soldier?

Eno. Well;
And well am hke to do; for I perceive

Four feasts are toward.

Pom. Let me shake thy hand;
I never hated thee: I have seen thee fight,

When I have envied thy behaviour.

Eno. Sir,

I never lov’d you much; but I ha’ prais’d ye.

When you have well deserv’d ten times as much
As I have said you did.

Pom. Enjoy thy plaiimess,

It nothing iH becomes thee.—
Aboard my galley I invite you all:

Will you lead, lords?

Caes., Ant, and Lep. Show, us the way, sir.

Pom. Come.
[Exeunt all but Men., and Eno,

Men. [Aside.l Thy father, Pompey, would
ne’er have made this treaty.—You and I have
known, sir.
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Men. We have, sir.

£no. You have done well by water.

Men. And you by land.

Eno. I will praise any man that will praise

me; though it cannot he denied what I have

done by land.

Men. Nor what I have done by water.

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your

own safely: you have been a great thief by
sea.

Men. And you by land.

Eno. There I denymy land service. But give

me your hand, Menas: if our eyes had authority,

here they mi^t take two thieves kissing.

Men. All men’s faces are true, whatsoe’er

them hands are.

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a

true face.

Men. No slander; they steal hearts.

Eno. We came hither to fight with you.

Men. For my part, I am sorry it is turned to

a drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh away
his fortune.

Eno. If he do, sure, he cannot weep it back
again.

Men. You have said, sir. We looked not

for Mark Antony here: pray you, is he mamed
to Cleopatra?

Eno. Caesar’s sister is called Octavia.

Men. True, sir; she was the wife of Caius
MarceUus.
Eno But she is now the wife of Marcus

Antomus.
Men. Pray you, sir?

Eno. ’Tis true. fgether.

Afen. Thenjs Caesar and he forever kmt to-

Eno. If r were bound to divine of this umty,
I would not prophesy so.

Men. I think the policy of that purpose made
more in the marriage than the love of the
parties.

Eno. I think so too. But you shall find the
band that seems to tie their friendship together
will be the very strangler of their amity: Oc-
tavia is of a holy, cold, and still conversation.
Men. Who would not have his wife so'?

Eno. Not he that himself is not so; which is

Mark Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish
again: then shall the sighs of Octavia blow the
fire up m Cassar; and, as I said before that
which IS the strength of their amity shall

prove the immediate author of their variance.
Antony will use his affection where it is: he
married but his occasion here.
Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will

you aboard? I have a health for you.
Eno. I shall take it, sir: we have used our

throats in Egypt.
Men. Come, let’s away. [Exeunt.

Scene Yll.~~On hoard Pompey^s Galley, lying
mar Misenum.

Music. Enter two or three Servants with a
banquet.

t Serv. Here they’ll be, man. Some o’
their plants are iU-rooted already; the least
wind i’ the world will blow them down.

2 Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured.

1 Serv. They have made him drink alms-
drink.

2 Serv. As they pinch one another by the
disposition, he cries out, no more, reconciles
them to his entreaty and himself to the drink.

1 Serv. But it raises the greater war between
him and his discretion.

2 Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in
great men’s fellowship: I had as lief have a
reed that will do me no service as a partizan I
could not heave.

I Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and
not to be seen to move m’t, are the holes where
eyes should be, which pitifully disaster the
cheeks.

A sennet sounded. Enter Cjesar, Antony,
lEPmus, Pompey, Agrippa, Mec^enas
ENOBA3RBUS, Menas, with other Captains.

Ant. [To C^SAR.] Thus do they, sir: they
take the flow o’ the Nile,

By certain scales i’ the pyramid; they know,
By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if

dearth

Or foison follow: the higher Nilus swells

The more it promises: as it ebbs, the seedsman
Upon the shme and ooze scatters his gram,
And shortly comes the harvest.

Lep. You’ve strange serpents there.

Ant. Ay, Lepidus.

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of
your mud by the operation of your sun: so is

your crocodile.

Ant. They are so. [Lepidus!
Pom. Sit,—and some wine!—A health to
Lep. I am not so well as I should be, but

I’ll ne’er out.

Eno. Not till you have slept; I fear me
you’ll be in till then.

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the
Ptolemies’ pyramises are very goodly things;
without contradiction, I have heard that.

Men. [Aside to PoM.] Pompey, a word.
Pom. [Aside to Men.] Say in mine ear: what

is’t?

Men. [Aside to PoM,] Forsake thy seat, I do
beseech thee, captain,

And hear me speak a word.
Pom. [Aside to Men.] Forbear me till

^ anon.

—

This wine for Lepidus!
Lep. What manner o’ thing is your crocodile?
Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is as

broad as it hath breadth: it is just so high as it

IS, and moves with its own organs: it hves by
that which nounsheth it; and, the elements
once out of it, it transmigrates.

Lep. What colour is it of?

Ant. Of its own colour too.

Lep. ’Tis a strange serpent.
Ant. ’Tis so. And the tears of it are wet.
C^s. Will this description satisfy him?
Ant With the health that Pompey gives

him, else he is a very epicure.

Pom. [Aside to Men.] Go, hang, sir< hang!
Tell me of that? away!

Do as I hid you.—Where’s this cup I call’d for?
Men. [Aside to Pom.] If for the sake of merit

thou wilt hear me,
Rise from thy stool.



SCENE VII.] ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 757

Pom. [Aside to Men.] I think thou’rt mad*
The matter? [i?i5es and walks aside.

Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy
fortunes.

Pom. Thou hast serv’d me with much faith.

What’s else to say?

—

Be jolly, lords.

Ant. These quicksands, Lepidus,

Keep off them, for you sink.

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world?

Pom. What say’st thou?
Men. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world?

That’s twice.

Pom. How should that be?
Men. But entertain it, and,

’Although thou think me poor, I am the man
Will give thee all the world.

Pom. Hast thou drank well?

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from
the cup.

Thou art, if thou dar’st be, the earthly Jove:

Whate’er the ocean pales or sky mchps
Is thine, if thou wilt have’t.

Pom. Show me which way.
Men. These three world-sharers, these com-

petitors,

Are in thy vessel: let me cut the cable;

And, when we are put off, fall to their throats:

All then is thine.

Pom. Ah, this thou shouldst have done.

And not have spoke on’t! In me ’tis viUamy;

In thee’t had been good service. Thou must
know

’Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour;

Mine honour it. Repent that e’er thy tongue

Hath so betray’d thine act: being done un-
known,

I should have found it afterwards well done;

But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink.

Men. [Aside ]
For this

I’ll never follow thy pall’d fortunes more.

Who seeks, and will not take when once ’tis

offer’d.

Shall never find it more.
Pom. This health to Lepidus!

Ant Bear him ashore. I’ll pledge it for him,

Pompey.
Eno. Here’s to thee, Menas!
Men. Enobarbus, welcome!
Pom. Fill till the cup be hid.

Eno. There’s a strong fellow, Menas.
[Pointing to the Attendant who carries off Lep.

Men. Why?
Eno. ’A bears

The t^d part of the world, man; see’st not?

Men. The third part, then, is drunk: would
it were all.

That it might go on wheels!

Eno. Dnnk thou; increase the reels.

Men. Come.
Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast.

Ant It ripens towards it.—Strike the vessels,

Here is to Ciesar! [ho!

—

Cms. I could well forbear’t.

It’s monstrous labour when I wash my brain

And it grows fouler.

Ant Be a child o’ the time.

Caes. Possess it, I’ll make answer:
But I had rather fast from all four days
Than drink so much in one.

Eno. Ha, my brave emperorf
[To Antony.

Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals,
And celebrate our dnnk?
Pom. Let’s ha’t, good soldier.

Ant. Come, let’s all take hands, [sense
Till that the conquenng wine hath steep’d our
In soft and delicate Lethe.
Eno. AH take hands.

—

Make battery to our ears with the loud music:

—

The while I’U place you: then the boy shaH
sing;

The holding every man shaU beat as loud
As his strong sides can voUey.
[Miiszc plays. Eno. places them hand in hand.

SONG.
Come, thou monarch of the vme,
Plumpy Bacchus with pmk eyne!
In thy fats our cares be drowned.
With thy grapes our hairs be crown'd;

Cup us, tiU the world go round,
Cup us, till the world go round!

Cses. What—would you more?—Pompey

,

good-mght. Good brother,
Let me request you off: our graver business
Frowns at this levity.—Gentle lords, let’s part;

You see we have burnt our cheeks: strong
Enobarb

Is weaker than the wine; and mine own tongue
Splits what It speaks: the wild disguise hath

almost [night.—
Antick’dusall. What needs more words. Good-
Good Antony, your hand.
Pom. ru try you on the shore.

Ant And shall, sir: give’s your hand-
Pom. 0 Antony,

You have my father’s house,—but, what? we
are friends.

Come, down into the boat.

Eno. Take heed you faH not.

[Exeunt Pom , CiEs., Ant., and Attendants.
Menas, I’ll not on shore.

Men. No, to my cabin.—
These drams!—these trumpets, flutes! what!—
Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell

To these great feUows: sound and be bang’d,
sound out!

[A flourish of trumpets, with drums,
Eno. Hoo! says ’a.—There’s my cap.

Men. Hoo!—noble captain, come. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene 1.—A Plain in Syria.

Enter Ventidius, in triumph, with SlLius
and other Romans, Officers, and Soldiers;

the dead body of Pacorus borne infront

Yen. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck;

and now
Pleas’d fortune does of Marcus Crassus’ death
Make me revenger.—Bear the king’s son’s body
Before our army.—Thy Paconis, Orodes,
Pays this for Marcus Crassus.

Sil Noble Ventidius,

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is

warm
The fugitive Parthians follow; spur through

Media,
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Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither
The routed fly: so thy grand captain Antony
Shall set thee on triumphant chanots, and
Put garlands on thy head.

V&n. 0 Silius, Sihus,

I have done enough: a lower place, note well.

May make too great an act; for learn this,

Silius,—
Better to leave undone, than by our deed
Acquire too high a fame when him we serve’s

away.
Caesar and Antony have ever won
More in their ofBcer, than person: Sossius,

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant,

For quick accumulation of renown,
WT^ch he achiev’d by the mmute, lost his

favour.

Who does i’ the wars more than his captain can
Becomes his captain’s captain: and ambition.

The soldier’s virtue, rather makes choice of loss

Than gain which darkens him.

I could do more to do Antonius good.

But ’twould offend him; and in Ms offence

Should my performance perish.

Sil Thou hast, Ventidius, that

Without the which a soldier and Ms sword
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to

Antony?
Ven. I’ll humbly signify what in his name,

That magical word of war, we have effected;

How, with Ms banners, and Ms well-paid ranks,

The ne’er-yet-beaten horse of Paxthia

We have jaded out o’ the field.

Sil. Where is he now?
Ven. He purposeth to Athens: wMther,

with what haste

The weight we must convey with’s will permit,

We shall appear before him.—On, there; pass
alongl [Exeunt.

Scene II.—Rome. An Ante-Chamber in
Cjesar’s House.

Enter Agrippa and Enobarbus, meeting.

Agr. What, are the brothers parted?
Eno. They have despatch’d with Pompey, he

IS gone;
The other three are seahng. Octavia weeps
To part from Rome: Caesar is sad; and Lepidus,
Since Pompey’s feast, asMenas says, is troubled
With the green sickness.

Agr. ’Tis a noble Lepidus.
Eno. A very fine one: O, how he loves

Caesar! [Antony!
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark
Eno. Caesar? Why he’s the Jupiter of men.
Agr. What’s Antony? The god of Jupiter.
Eno. Speak you of Caesar? How! the

nonpareil!
Agr. Of Antony. O thou Arabian bird!
Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say Csdsar,

go no further.

Agr, Indeed, he plied them both with ex-
cellent praises. [Antony:

Eno. But he loves Caesar best;—yet he loves
Hoo! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards,

poets cannot [hoo!

—

Thmk, speak, cast, write, sing, number,-—
His love to Antony. But as for Caesar,
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder.

Agr. Both he loves.
Eno. They are Ms shards, and he their beetle.

[Trumpets within.] So,—
TMs is to horse.—Adieu, noble Agrippa.
Agr. Good fortune, worthy sol<her; and

farewell.

Enter Cjesar, Antony, Lepidus, and
Octavia.

Ant. No further, sir.

Csss, you take fromme a great part of myself;
Use me well in’t.—Sister, prove such a wife
As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest

band
Shall pass on thy approof.—Most noble Antony,
Let not the piece of virtue wMch is set

Betwixt us as the cement of our love.

To keep it builded, be the ram to batter

The fortress of it; for better mi^t we
Have lov’d without tMs mean S on both parts
TMs be not chensh’d.
Ant. Make me not offended

In your distrust.

Cses. I have said.

Ant. You shall not find,

Though you be therem curious, the least cause
For what you seem to fear: so, the gods keep

you,

And make the hearts of Romans serve your
ends!

We will here part. [well:

Cses. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee
The elements be kind to thee, and make
Thy spirits all of comfort! Fare thee well.

Octa. My noble brother!—
Ant. The April’s in her eyes: it is love’s

spring, [cheerful.

And these the showers to bring it on.—Be
Octa. Sir, look well tq my husband’s house;

and—
Cass. What,

Octavia?
Octa. I’ll tell you m your ear.

Ani. Her tongue will not obey her heart,
nor can

Her heart inform her tongue,—the swan’s down
feather,

That stands upon the swell at the full of tide,

And neither way inclines.

Eno. [Aside to Agrippa.] Will Caesar weep?
Agr. [Aside to Eno.] He has a cloud in’s face.

Eno. [Aside to Agrippa.] He were the worse
for that, were he a horse;

So is he, bemg a man.
Agr. [Aside to Eno.] Why, Enobarbus,

When Antony found Julius Caesar dead,
He cned almost to roaring; and he wept
When at PMlippi he found Brutus slain.

Eno. [Aside to Agrippa.] That year, indeed
he was troubled with a rheum;

What willingly he did confound he wail’d:

Beheve’t tUl I weep too.

Cses, No, sweet Octavia,
You shall hear from me still; the time shall not
Out-go my thinking on you.

Ant. Come, sir, come;
I'll wrestle with you in my strength of love:
Look, here I have you; thus I let you go,

And give you to the gods.
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Cses. Adieu, be happy!

Lep. Let all the number of the stars give
light

To thy fair way!
Caes. Farewell, farewell! [A:'isses Octavu.
AnL Farewell!

[Trumpets sound within. Exeunt

Scene III.—Alexandria.. A Room m the
Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Alexas.

Cleo. Where is the fellow?

Alex. Half afear’d to come.
Cleo. Go to, go to.

Enter a Messenger.

Come hither, sir.

Alex. Good majesty,
Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you
But when you are well pleas’d.

Cleo. That Herod’s head
I’ll have: but how? whbn Antony is gone,
Through whom I might command it?—Come

thou near.

Mess. Most gracious majesty,

—

Cleo. Didst thou behold
Octavia?

Mess. Ay, dread queen.
Cleo. Where?
Mess. Madam, in Rome

I look’d her in the face, and saw her led

Between her brother and Mark Antony.
Cleo. Is she as tall as me?
Mess. She is not, madam.
Cleo. Didst hear her speak? is she shrill

tongu’d or low?
Mess. Madam, I heard her speak; she is

low voic’d. [her long.

Cleo. That’s not so good*—he cannot like

Char. Like her! 0 Isis! ’tis impossible.

Cleo. I think so, Charmian: dull of tongue
and dwarfishI—

What majesty is in her gait? Remember,
If e’er thou look’dst on majesty.
Mess. She creeps,

—

Her motion and her station are as one;

She shows a body rather than a life,

A statue than a breather.

Cleo. Is this certain?

Mess, Or I have no observance.
Char. Three in Egypt

Cannot make better note.

Cleo. He’s very knowing;
I do perceiv’t:—^there’s nothing in her yet:

—

The fellow has good judgment.
Char. Excellent.

Cleo. Guess at her years, I pr’ythee.

Mess. Madam,
She was a widow.

Cleo. Widow!—Charmian, hark!
Mess. And I do think she’s thirty.

Cleo. Bear’st thou her face in mind?* is’t

long or round?
Mess. Round even to faultiness.

Cleo. For the most part, too, they are foolish
that are so.

—

Her hair, what colour?

Mess. Brown, madam; and her forehead
As low as she would wish it.

Cleo. There’s gold for thee.
Thou must not take ray former sharpness ill:—
I will employ thee back again; I find thee
Most fit for business: go make thee ready;
Our letters are prepar’d. [Exit Messenger.

Char. A proper man.
Cleo. Indeed, he is so: I repent me much

That so I hamed him. Why, methinks, by him
This creature’s no such thing.

Char. Nothing, madam.
Cleo. The man hath seen some majesty, and

should know.
Char. Hath he seen majesty? Isis else de-

fend,

And serving you so long!

Cleo. I have one thing more to ask him yet,

good Charmian:
But ’tis no matter; thou shalt bnng lum to me
Where I will write. All may be well enough.

Char. I warrant you, madam. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Athens. A Room in
Antony’s House.

Enter Antony and Octavia.

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that,—
That were excusable, that and thousands more
Of semblable import,—but he hath wag’d
New wars ^’gainst Pompey; made his will, and

read it

To public ear: [not

Spoke scantly of me: when perforce he could
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly

He vented them; most narrow measure lent me:
When the best hint was given him, he not

took’t,

Or did it from his teeth.

Octa. O my good lord.

Believe not all; or, if you must believe,

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady,

If this division chance, ne’er stood between.
Praying for both parts:

Sure the good gods will mock me presently ,

When I shall pray, O, bless my lord and
husband f

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud,

O, bless my brother! Husband wm, win
brother,

Prays and destroys the prayer; no midway
’Twixt these extremes at all.

Ant. Gentle Octavia,

Let your best love draw to that point which

Best to preserve it: if I lose mine honour
I lose myself: better I were not yours

Than yours so branchless. But, as you re-

quested, [lady,

Yourself shall go between’s: the meantime,
ru raise the preparation of a war [haste;

Shall stain your brother: make your soonest

So your desires are yours.

Octa. Thanks to my lord.

The Jove of power make me, most weak, most
weak, [b®

Your reconciler’. Wars ’twixt you twain would

As if the world should cleave, and that slain

men
Should solder up the rift.
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ML When it appears to you where this Mec. Let Rome be thus
begins* Inform’d.

Turn your displeasure that way; for our faults Agr. Who, queasy with his insolence
Can never be so equal that your love Already, will their good thoughts call from Tiim

Can equally move with them. Provide your Css. The people know it: and have now
going; (cost receiv’d

Choose your own company, and command what His accusations.

Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt

Scene V.—Athens. Another Room in

Antqny’s House.

Enter Enobarbgs and Eros, meeting,

Eno. How now, friend Eros I

Eros. There’s strange news come, sir.

Eno. What, man? [upon Pompey.
Eros. Cmsar and Lepidus have made wars
Eno. This is old: what is the success?
Eros. Caesar, having made use of him in the

wars ’gainst Pompey, presently denied him
livality; would not let him partake in the glory
of the action: amd not resting here, accuses
him of lettere he had formerly wrote to Pom-
pey; u^n his own appeal seizes him: so the
poor tMrd is up, till death enlarge his confine.

Eno. Then world, thou hast a pair of chaps,
no more;

And throw between them all the food thou hast,

They’ll grind the one the other. Where’s
Antony? (spurns

Eros. He’s walking in the garden—thus; and
The rush that lies before him; cries, Fool

Lepidus!
And threats the throat of that his officer

That murder’d Pompey.
Eno. Our great navy’s rigg’d.

Eros. For Italy aind Caesar. More, Domitius;
My lord desires you presentiy: my news
I might have told hereafter.

Eno. ’Twill be naught;
But let it be.—Bring me to Antony.

Eros. Come, sir. [Exeunt.

Scene VL

—

^Rome. A Room in CiESAE’s
House.

Enter C.®sar, Agrippa, and MecjENas.

Css. Contemning Rome, he has done all

this, and more,
In Alexandria: here's the manner of’t:—
I’ the market-place, on a tribunad silver’d,

Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold
Were publicly enthron’d: at the feet sat
Caesarion, whom they cadi my father’s son.
And all the unlawful issue that their lust [her
Since then hath made between them. Unto
He gave the ’stablishment of Egypt; made her
Of Lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,
Absolute queen.
Mec. This in the public eye?
Css. P the common show-place, where they

exercise.
His sons he there proclaim’d the kings of kings:
Great Media, Parthia, and Annema
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he assign’d
Syria, Ciheia, and Phoenicia; she
In the habihments of the goddess Isis [ence,
That day appear’d; and oft before gave audi-
As ’tis reported, so.

Agr. Who does he accuse?
Css. Cssax: and that, having in Sicily

Sextus Pompeius spoil’d, we had not rated him
His part o’ the isle: then does he say he lent me
Some shipping, unrestor’d: lastly, he frets
That Lepidus of the triumvirate

Should be depos’d; and, being, that we detain
All his revenue.

Agr. Sir, this should be answer'd.
Css. ’Tis done already, and the messenger

gone.
I have told him Lepidus was grown too cruel;
That he his high authority abus’d.
And did deserve his change; for what I have

conquer’d
I grant him part; but then, in his Armenia
And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I
Demand the like.

Mec. He’ll never yield to that.
Css. Nor must not, then, be yielded to in

this.

Enter Octavia, with her Train.

Octa. Hail, Cassar, and my lord! hail, most
dear Caesar!

Css. That ever I should caU thee castaway!
Octa. You have not call’d me so, nor have

you cause. [come not
Css. Whyhaveyoustol’nuponusthus? You

Like Caesar’s sister, the wife of Antony
Should have an army for an usher, and
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach
Long ere she did appear; the trees by the way
Should have borne men; and expectation

fainted,

Longing for what it had not; nay, the dust
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven,
Rais’d by your populous troops: but you are

come
A market-maid to Rome; and have prevented
The ostentation of our love, which left unshown
Is often left unlov’d we should have met you
By sea and land; supplying every stage
With an augmented greeting.

Octa Good my lord,
To come thus was I not constrain’d, but did it
On my free-wiU. My lord, Mark Antony,
Heanng that you prepar’d for war, acquainted
My gneved ear withal: whereon I begg’d
His pardon for return.

_ Which soon he granted.
Being an obstruct ’tween his lust and Mm.

Octa. Do not say so, my lord.

I have eyes upon Mm
And his affairs come to me on the wind.
Where is he now?

Ocffl, My lord, in Athens.
Css. No, my most wronged sister; Cleo-

patra [empire
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his
Up to a whore; who now are levying [bled
The kings o’ the earth for war: he hath assem-
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Bocchus, the Hug of Libya; Archelaus

Of Cappadocia; Philadelphos, Hng
Of Paphlagonia; the Thracian Hng, Adallas;

King Malchns of Arabia; King of Pont;

Herod of Jewry; Mithridates, Hng
Of Comagene; Polemon and Amyntas,
The kings of Mede and Lycaonia, with a
More larger list of sceptres.

Octa, Ay me, most wretched,

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends

That do afflict each otherl

Cxs. Welcome hither;

Your letters did withhold oar brcaHng forth,

Till we perceiv’d both how yoa were wrong led

And wem negligent danger. Cheer yoar heart:

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives

O’er your content these strong necessities;

But let determin’d things to destiny

Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome;
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus’d
Beyond the mark of thought: and the high gods,

To do you justice, make their ministers

Of us and those that love you. Best of comfort;

And ever welcome to us.

Apr. Welcome, lady.

Mac. Welcome, dear madam.
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you;
Only the adulterous Antony, most large

In his abominations, turns you off;

And gives his potent regiment to a trull

That noises it against us.

Octa. Is it so, sir? [you

Cses. Most certain. Sister, welcome; pray

Be ever known to patience: my dear’st sister!

[Exeuni.

Scene VII.

—

Antony’s Camp near the

Promontory of Actium.

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus.

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not.

Eno. But why, why, why? [wars,

Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these

And say’st it is not fit.

Eno. Well, is it, is it?

Cleo. If not denounc’d against us, why
should not we

Be there in person?
Eno, [Aside.] Well, I could reply:—

If we should serve with horse and mares to-

gether [bear

The horse were merely lost; the mares would
A soldier and his horse.

Cleo. What is’t you say?

Eno. Your presence needs must puzzle

Antony; [time,

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from’s

What should not then be spar’d. He is already

Traduc'd for levity: and ’tis said in Rome
That Photinus an eunuch and your maids
Manage this war.

Cleo. Sink Rome, and their tongues rot

That speak against us! A charge we bear i’

tile war,
And, as the president of my kingdom, will

Appear there for a man. Speak not against it;

I will not stay behind,
Eno. Nay, I have done.

Here comes the emperor.

Enter Antony and Canidins.

Ani. Is it not strange, Canidlus,
That from Tarentum and Brundusium
He could so quicHy cut the Ionian sea,

And take in Toryne?—You have heard on’t,

sweet?
Cleo. Celerity is never more admir’d

Than by the negligent.

Ani. A good rebuke,
Which might have well become the best ofmen
To taunt at slackness.—Canidius, we
Will fight with him by sea.

Cleo. By sea! what else?
Can. Why will my lord do so?
Ani. For that he dares us to’t.

Eno. So hath my lord dar’d him to single

fight.

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalia,
Where Caesar fought with Pompey: but these

offers,

Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off;

And so should you.
Eno. Your ships are not well maim’d:

Your mariners are muleteers, reapers, people
Ingross’d by swift impress; in Caesar’s fleet

Are those that often have ’gainst Pompey
fought:

Their ships are yare; yours heavy: no disgrace
Shall fall you for refusmg him at sea,

Being prepar’d for land.

Ant. By sea, by sea.

Eno. Most worthy sir, you therein throw
away

The absolute soldiership you have by land;
Distract your army, which doth most consist

Of war-mark’d footmen; leave unexecuted
Your own renowned knowledge; quite forego
The way which promises assurance; and
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard
From firm security.

Ani. I’ll fight at sea.

Cleo. I have sixty sails, Caesar none better.

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we bum;
And, with the rest fuU-mann’d, from the head

of Actium
Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fail

We then can do’t at land.

Enter a Messenger.

Thy business?
Mess. The news is true, my lord; he is

descned;
Caesar has taken Toryne. [possible;

Ant. Can he be there in person? ’tis im-
Strange that his power should be.—Canidius,

Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land,

And our twelve thousand horse.—We’ll to our
ship:

Away, my Thetis!

Enter a Soldier.

How now, worthy soldier?

Sold. 0 noble emperor, do not fight by sea;

Trust not to rotten planks, do you misdoubt
This sword and these my wounds? Let the

Egyptians
And the Phoenicians go a-ducHng: we
Have used to conquer standing on the earth

And fighting foot to foot.
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Ant* WeH, well:—away.
Ant., Cleo., and Eno.

Sold* By Hercules, I think I am i’ the ri^t.
Can. Soldier, thou art: but his whole action

grows
Not in the power on’t: so our leader’s led.

And we are women’s men.
Sold. You keep by land

The lemons and the horse whole, do you not?
Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcius Justeius,

Pubhcola, and Csehus are for sea:

But we keep whole by land. This speed of

Caesar’s

Carries beyond belief.

While he was yet in Rome
His power went out in such distractions as
Beguil’d all spies.

Can. Who’s his lieutenant, hear you?
Sold. They say one Taurus.
Can. Well I know the man.

Enter a Messenger.

How appears the fight?
Scat. On our side hke the token’d pestilence

Where death is sure. Yon ribaudred nag of
Egypt,—

(ggljt
Whom leprosy o’ertake!—1’ the midst 0’ the
When vantage hke a pair of twins appear’d,
Both as the same, or rather ours the eider,
The breese upon her, hke a cow in June,—
Hoists sails and files.

Eno. That I beheld: [not
Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could
Endure a further view.

Scar. She once being loofd
The noble ruin of her magic, Antony,
Claps on his sea-wing, and, Hke a doting

mallard,

Leaving the fight in height, flies after her:
I never saw an action of such shame;
Experience, manhood, honour, ne’er before
Did violate so itself.

Eno. Alack, alacki

Mess. The emperor calls Canidius.
Can. With news the time’s with labour; and

throes forth

Each minute some. [Exeunt.

Scene VIIJ.—A Plain mar Actium.

Enter Cmsar, Taitrus, Officers, and others.

Caps. Taurus,—
Taur. My lord?

Cses. Strike not by land; keep whole; pro-
voke not battle

Till we have done at sea. Do not exceed
The prescript of this scroll: our fortune lies

Upon this jump. [Exeunt.

Scene IX.—Another part of the Plain.

Enter Antony and Enobarbus.

Enter CANmius.

Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath.
And sinks most lamentably. Had our general
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well:
0, he has given example for our fight
Most grossly by his owni

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts?
Why, then, good-night indeed.

Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fled.
Scar. ’Tis easy to’t; and there I will attend

What further comes.
Can. To Caesar will I render

My legions and my horse; six kings already
Show me the way of yielding.

Eno. ru yet follow
The wounded chance of Antony, though my

reason
Sits in the wind against me. [Exeunt

Ant Set we our squadrons on yon side 0’

the hill,

In eye of Caesar’s battle; trom which place
We may the number of the ships behold,
And so proceed accordingly. [Exeunt.

Scene X.—Another part of the Plain.

Enter Canidiijs, marching with his land
Army one wag; and Taurus, the Lieutenant
of CjEsar, with his Army, the other wag.
After their going in, is heard the noise of a
sea-fight.

Alarum. Enter Enobarbus.

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught! I can be-
hold no longer:

The Antomad, the Egyptian admiral,
With all their sixty, fly and turn the rudder;
To see’t mine eyes are blasted.

Enter Scarus.

* goddesses.
All the whole synod of them!

f What’s thy passion?
Scar. The greater cantle of the world is lost

With very ignorance; we have kiss’d away
Kingdoms and .provinces.

Scene XL—Alexandria. A Room in the
Palace.

Enter Antony and Attendants.

Ant. Hark! the land bids me tread no more
upon’t,— [hither:

It is asham’d to bear me!—Friends, come
I am so lated in the world that I
Have lost my way forever:—I have a ship
Laden with gold, take that, divide it; fly,

And make your peace with Cassar.

r f. ^ j
Fly! not we.

Ant I have fled myself, and have instructed
cowards [gone*

To run and show their shoulders.—Friends, be
I have myself resolv’d upon a course
Which has no need of you; begone:
My treasure’s in the harbour, take it.—0,

I follow’d that I blush to look upon:
My very hairs do mutiny; for the wlute
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them
For fear and doting.—Friends, be gone: vou

shall

Have letters from me to some friends that will
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not

sad,

Nor make repHes of loathness; take the hint
Which my despair proclaims; let that be left
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Which leaves itself: to the sea-side straightway:

i will possess you of that ship and treasure.

Leave me, I pray, a httle: pray you now:

—

Nay, do so; for, indeed, I have lost command,
Therefore I pray you:—PH see you by and by.

[Sits down.

Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and
Iras, Eros following.

Eros, Nay, gentle madam, to him,—com-
fort him.

Iras. Do, most dear queen.

Char. Do! why, what else?

Cleo. Let me sit down. 0 Juno!
Ant No, no, no, no, no.

Eros. See you here, sir?

Ant. 0 fie, fie, fie!

Char. Madam,

—

Iras. Madam, O good empress,—
Eros. Sir, sir,

—

Ant Yes, my lord, yes;—he at Philippi kept

His sword e’en like a dancer; while I struck

The lean and wrinkled Cassius; and ’twas I

That the mad Brutus ended; he alone

Dealt on heutenantry, and no practice had
In the brave squares of war: yet now—no

matter.

Cleo. Ah, stand by.

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen.

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him;
He is unquaUtied with very shame.

Cleo. Well then,—sustain me:—0!
Eros. Most noble sir, arise; the queen ap-

proaches;

Her head’s declin’d, and death will seize her,

but
Your comfort make the rescue.

Ant. I have offended reputation,—

A most unnoble swerving.

Eros. Sir, the queen. [See

Ant O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt?
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes
By looking back, what I have left behind
’Stroy’d in dishonour.

Cleo. 0 my lord, my lord.

Forgive my fearful sails! I Httle thought
You would have follow’d.

Ant Egypt, thou knew’st too well

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings,

And thou shouldst tow me after; o’er my spirit

Thy full supremacy thou knew’st, and that

Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods
Command me.

Cleo. 0, my pardon!
Ant Now I must

To the young man send humble treaties, dodge
And palter in the shifts of lowness; who
With half the bulk 0’ the world play’d as I

pleas’d,

Making and marring fortunes. You did know
How much you were my conqueror; and that

My sword, made weak by my affection, would
Obey it on all cause.

Cleo. Pardon, pardon!
Ant Fall not a tear, I say; one of them rates

All that is won and lost: give me a kiss;

Even this repays me.—We sent our school-

master;
Is he come back?~Love, I am Ml of lead.

—

Some wine, within there, and oux viands!—
Fortune knows

We scorn her most when most she offers
blows. [Exeunt

Scene XII.—Caesar’s Camp in Egypt

Enter CiESAR, Dolabella, Thyreus,
and others.

Cses. Let him appear that’s come from An*
tony.—

Know you him?
Dol. Caesar, ’tis his schoolmaster:

An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither
He sends so poor a pinion of his wing,
Which had superfluous kings for messengers
Not many moons gone by.

Enter Euphronius.

Ca?s. Approach, and speak.
Eup. Such as I am, I come from Antony:

I was of late as petty to his ends
As is the mom-dew on the myrtle leaf
To his grand sea.

Cses. Be’t so; declare thine office.

Eup. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee,
and

Requires to live in Egypt: which not granted,
He lessens his requests; and to thee sues
To let him breathe between the heavens and

earth,

A private man in Athens: this for him.
Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness;
Submits her to thy might; and of thee craves
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs.

Now hazarded to thy grace.

Cses. For Antony,
I have no earp to his request. The queen
Of audience nor desire shall fail; so she
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend,

Or take his life there: this if she perform
She shall not sue unheard. So to them both.

Eup. Fortune pursue thee!

Cses. Bring him through the bands.
[Exit Euphronius.

To try thy eloquence, now ’tis time: despatch;
From Antony win Cleopatra: promise,

[To Thyr.
And in our name, what she requires; add more,
From thine invention, offers; women are not
In their best fortunes strong; but want will

perjure

The ne’er-touch’d vestal: try thy cunning,
Thyreus;

Make thine own edict for thy pms, which we
Will answer as a law.

Thyr. Caesar, I go.

Caes. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw,

And what thou think’st his very action speaks
In every power that moves.

Thyr. Caesar, I shall. [Exeunt

Scene XIII.—Alexandria A Room in

the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian,
and Iras.

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus?
Eno. Think, and die.
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Cleo. Is Antony or we in fault for tids?

Em. Antony only, that would make his will

Lord of Ids reason. What though you fled

From that great face of war, whose several

ranges
Frighted each other why should we follow?

The itch of his afiection should not then
^

Haye nick’d his captainship; at such a point.

When half to half world oppos’d, he being

The mered question: ’twas a shame no less

Than was his loss to course your flying flags

And leave his navy gazing.

Cleo, Pr’ythee, peace.

Enter Autony, with EnpHROKnrs.

Ant Is that his answer?
Eup. Ay, my lord.

Ant The queen shall then have courtesy, so

she
Will yield vM up.

Eup. He says so.

Ant Let her know’t.—
To the boy Caesar send this grizzled head.

And he will fill thy wishes to the bnm
With principalities.

Geo. That head, my lord?

Ant To him again: tell him he wears the
rose

Of youth upon him; from which the world
should note

Something particular: his coins, ships, legions.

May be a coward’s; whose ministers would
prevail

Under the service of a child as soon [fore

As i’ the command of Caesar: I dare him there-
To lay his gay comparisons apart,

And answer me dechn’d, sword against sword.
Ourselves alone. I’U write it: follow me.

[Exeunt Antony and Euphronius
Em. Yes, like enough, high-battled Caesar

will

Hnstate his happiness, and he stag’d to the
show

Against a swordcr.—I see men’s judgments are
A parcel of their fortunes; and things outward
Do draw the inward quality after them.
To suffer all alike. That he should dream,
Knowing all measures, the full Caesar will
Answer his emptiness!—Caesar, thou hast sub-

du’d
Bis judgment too.

Enter an Attendant.

Aft. A messenger from Caesar.
Cleo. What, no more ceremony?—See, my

women!— [nose
Against the blown rose may they stop their
That kneel’d unto the buds.—Admit him, sir.

.
[Krif Attendant.

£no. [Aside.] Mme honesty and I begin to
square.

The loyalty well held to fools does make
Our faith mere folly;—yet he that can endure
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord
Does conquer him that did his master conquer.
And earn & place 1 ’ the story.

Enter Thyretts,

Cflssar’s win?

rhpr. Hear it apart.

Cleo. None but friends: say boldly.
Thi/r. So, haply, are they fnends to Antony.
Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Cassar has;

Or needs not us. If Caesar please, our master
Will leap to be his firiend: for us, you know
Whose he is we are, and that is Caesar’s.

Thyr. So.—
Thus then, thou most renown’d: Caesar en-

treats

Not to consider in what case thou stand’st,

Further than he is Caesar.

Cleo. Go on: right royal.

Thi/r. He knows that you embrace not
Antony

As you did love, but as you fear’d him.
Cleo. 01 [he
Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore,

Does pity, as constrained blemishes,
Not as deserv’d.

Cleo. He is a god, and knows
What is most right: mme honour was not

yielded,

But conquer'd merely.
Eno. [Aside.] To he sure of that,

I will ask Antony.—Sir, sir, thou art so leaky
That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for

Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit
Thyr. Shall I say to Caesar

What you require of him? for he partly begs
To be desir’d to give. It much would please him
That of his fortunes you should make a staff

To lean upon: but it would warm his spirits

To hear from me you had left Antony,
And put yourself under his shroud, who is

The universal landlord.

Cleo. What’s your naune?
Thyr. My name is Thyreus.
Cleo. Most kind messenger,

Say to great Caesar this:—^in deputation

I Mss his conquering hand: tell him I aun
prompt

To lay my crown at’s feet, and there to kneel:

TeU him, from his all-obeying breath I hear
The doom of Egypt.

Thyr. ’Tis your noblest course.

Wisdom auid fortune combating together,

If that the foraaer dare hut what it can,

No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay

My duty on your hand.
Cleo. Your Caesar’s father

Oft, when he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms
in,

Bestow'd his lips on that unworthy place,

As it rain’d kisses.

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus.

Ant Favours, by Jove that thunders!—
What art thou, fellow?

Thyr. One that but performs
The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest

To have command obey’d.
Eno. [As/rie.] You will be whipp’d.

Ant. Approach there!—Ay, you kite!—Now,
gods and devils! [Ho^

Authority melts from me: of late, when I cried,

Like boys unto a muss, kings would start forth

And cry, Your will? Have you no ears? I am
Antony yet
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Enter Attendants.

Take hence this Jack and whip him.

Eno. 'Tis better playing with a lion’s ^help

Than with an old one dying.

j^nt. Moon and stais!

Wiup him.—Were’t twenty of the greatest tri-

butaries

That do acknowledge Caesar, should I find

them
So saucy with the hand of she here,—what’s

her name
Since she was Cleopatra?—Whip him, fellows,

Till, hke a boy, you see him cnnge his face,

And whine aloud for mercy: take him hence.

Thyr. Mark Antony,

—

Ant. Tug him away: being whipp’d,

Bring him again,—This Jack of Caesar’s shall

Bear us an errand to him.

—

[Exeunt Attend, with Thyr.
You were half blasted ere I knew you.—Hal
Have I my pillow left unpress’d in Rome,
Forborne the getting of a lawful race,

And by a gem of women, to be abus’d

By one that looks on feeders?

Cleo. Good my lord,

—

Ant. You have been a boggier ever:

—

But when we in our viciousness grow hard,

—

0 misery on’t!—the wise gods seal our eyes;

In our own filth drop our clear judgments;
make us

Adore our errors; laugh at’s, while we strut

To our confusion.

Cleo. 0, is’t come to this?

Ant. 1 found you as a morsel cold upon
Dead Csesar’s trencher; nay, you were a frag-

ment
Of Cneius Pompey’s; besides what hotter hours
XJnregister’d in vulgar fame, you have
Luxuriously pick’d out:—for I am sure, [be,

Though you can guess what temperance should

You loiow not what it is.

Cleo. Wherefore is this?

Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards.

And say, God quit you^ be famihar with

My playfellow, your hand; this kingly seal

And phghter of high hearts!—O that I were
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar

The horned herd! for I have savage cause;

And to proclaim it civilly were hke
A halter’d neck which does the hangman thank
For being yare about him.

Re-enter Attendants with Thyreus,

Is he whipp’d?
1 Att. Soundly, my lord.

Ant. Cried he? and begg’d he pardon?

I Att He did ask favour.

Ant If that thy father hve, let him lepent

Thou wast not made his daughter; and he thou
sorry

To follow C»sar in his triumph, since

Thou hast been whipp’d for following him:
henceforth

The white hand of a lady fever thee,

Shake thou to look on’t.—Get thee back to

Cmsar,
TeH him thy entertainment: look thou say

He makes me angry with him; for he seems
Proud and disdainful, harping on what I am,

yds

Not what he knew I was: he makes me angry;
And at this time most easy ’hs to do’t.

When my good stars, that were my former
guides,

Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires

Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike
My speech and what is done, tell him he has
Hipparchus, my enfranchis’d bondman, whom
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture.
As he shall hke, to quit me: urge it thou;
Hence with thy stripes, be gone.

Thyreus.
Cleo. Have you done yet?
Ant. Alack, our terrene moon

Is now eclips’d; and it portends alone
The fall of Antony I

Cleo. I must stay his time. [eyes
Ant. To flatter Caesar, would you mhigie

With one that ties his points?
Cleo. Not know me yet?
Ant. Cold-hearted toward me?
Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be so.

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail.

And poison it in the source; and the first stone
Drop in my neck: as it determines, so
Dissolve my hfel The next Caesanon smite I

Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb,
Together with my brave Egyptians all.

By the discandying of this pelleted storm,
Lie graveless,—till the flies and gnats of Nile
Have buned them for prey!

Ant. 1 am satisfied.

Cffisar sits down in Alexandna; where
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land
Hath nobly held: our sever’d navy too
Have knit again, and fleet, threat’ning most

sea-like. (hear, lady?
Where hast thou been, my heart?—Dost thou
If from the field I shall return once more
To kiss these bps, I will appear in blood:

I and my sword will earn our chronicle:

There’s hope in’t yet.

Cleo. That’s my brave lord!

Ant I wiU be freble-sinew’d, hearted,
breath’d,

And fight mahciously; for when mine hours
Were mce and lucky, men did ransom hves
Of me for jests; but now I’ll set my teeth,

And send to darlmess all that stop me.—Come,
Let’s have one other gaudy night: call to me
All my sad captains, fill our bowls; once more
Let’s mock the midnight bell.

Cleo. It is my birthday.

I had thought to have held it poor; but since

my lord

Is Antony again I will be Cleopatra.

Ant. We will yet do well.

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord.

Ant Do so; we’ll, speak to them: and to-

night I’ll force [my queen;
The wine peep through their scars.—Come on,

There’s sap in’t yet. The next time I do fight

I’ll make death love me; for I will contend
Even with Ms pestilent scythe.

[Exeunt all hut Eno.
Eno. Now he’ll outstare the H^tning. To

be furious

Is to be frighted out of fear; and in that mood
The dove will peck the estridge; and I see still

A diminution in our captain’s brain
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Restores Ms heart: when valour preys on
reason

It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek

Some way to leave him. [Exit.

ACT IV.

SciaiE L—CiESAR’s Cam^ at Alexandria.

Enter C^sar reading a letter; Agrippa,
Mecjsnas, and others.

Cass. He calls me boy; and chides as he had
power

To beat me out of Egypt; my messenger
He hath wMpp’d with rods; dares me to per-

sonal combat,
Caesar to Antony:—let the old ruffian know
I have many other ways to die; meantime
Laugh at his challenge.

Mec. Csesar must tMnk,
When one so great begins to rage, he’s hunted
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now
Ms^e boot of Ms distraction:—never anger

Made good guard for itself.

Cass. Let our best heads
Know that to-morrow the last of many battles

We mean to fight.—Within our files there are,

Of those that serv’d Mark Antony but late,

Enough to fetch Mm in. See it done:

And feast the army; we have store to do’t.

And they have earn’d the waste. Poor Antony!
[Exeunt.

Scene II.—Alexandria. A Room in the

Palace.

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enobarbus,
Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and others.

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius.
Eno. No.
Ant. Why should he not? [fortune,

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better

He is twenty men to one.

Ant. To-morrow, soldier.

By sea and land I’ll fight: or I will live,

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood
Shall make it live again. Woo’t thou fight well?

Eno. ru strike, and cry, Take all.

Ant. Well said; come on.—
Call forth my household servants: let’s to-night
Be bounteous at our meal.

—

Enter Servants.

Give me thy hand,
Thou hast been rightly honest;—so hast thou;

—

Thou,—and thou,—and thou,—you have serv’d

me well,

And kings have been your fellows.

Cleo. [Aside to Eno.] What means tMs?
Eno. [Aside to Cleo.] ’Tis one of those odd

tricks wMch sorrow shoots
Out of the mind.

Ant. And thou art honest too.
I wish I could be made so many men,
And all of you clapp’d up together in
An Antony, that I might do you service
So good as you have done.

Serv. The gods forbid!
Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-

'

night:

[act IV.

Scant not my cups; and make as much of me
As when mine empire was your feUow too,
And suffer’d my command.

Cleo. [Aside to Eno.] What does he mean?
Eno. [Aside to Cleo.] To make his followers

weep.
Ant. Tend me to-night;

Maybe it is the period of your duty:
Haply you shall not see me more; or if,

A mangled shadow: perchance to-morrow
You’ll serve another master. 1 look on you
As one that takes Ms leave. Mine honest

friends,

I turn you not away; but, hke a master
Mamed to your good service, stay till death:
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more,
And the gods yield you for ’t!

Eno. What mean you, sir.

To give them this discomfort? Look, they weep;
And I, an ass, am omon-ey’d: for shame.
Transform us not to women.
Ant Ho, ho, ho!

Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus!

Grace grow where those drops fall! My
hearty fnends.

You take me m too dolorous a sense; [your»

For I spake to you for your comfort,—did desire

To bum this mght with torches: know, my
hearts,

I hope well of to-morrow; and will lead you
Where rather I’ll expect victorious Ufe
Than death and honour. Let's to supper;

come.
And drown consideration. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—Alexandria Before the Palace

Enter two Soldiers to their guard.

1 Sold. Brother, good-night: to-morrow is

the day. [well.

2 Sold. It will determine one way: fare you
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets?

1 Sold. Nothing. What news? [to you.

2 Sold. Belike ’tis but a rumour. Good-mght
1 Sold. Well, sir, good-night.

Enter two other Soldiers.

2 Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch.

3 Sold. And you. Good-mght, good-mght.
[The first two place themselves at their posts.

4 Sold. Here we: [The third and fourth
take their posts.] and if to-morrow

Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope
Our landmen will stand up.

3 Sold. ’Tis a brave army,
And full of purpose.

[Music as of hautboys under the stage.

4 Sold. Peace, what noise?

1 Sold. List, list!

2 Sold. Hark!
1 Sold. Music i’ the air.

3 Sold. Under the earth.

4 Sold. It signs well, does it not?

3

Sold. No,
1 Sold. Peace, I say!

What should tMs mean? [lov’d,

2 Sold. ’Tis the god Herct^Ies, whom Antony
Now leaves him.

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA
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1 Sold. Walk; let’s see if other watchmen
Do hear what we do.

[They advance to another post.

2 Sold. How now, masters!

Soldiers. [Speaking together.] How now!
How now! do you hear ^s?

I Sold. Ay; is’t not strange?

3 Sold. Do you hear, masters? do you hear?

1 Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have
quarter;

Let’s see how’t will give off.

Soldiers. [Speaking together.] Content. ’Tis

strange. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.-—Alexandria. A Room in the

Palace.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra; Charmian
Iras, and others attending.

Ant. Eros! mine armour, Eros!

Cleo. Sleep a little.

Ant. No, my chuck.—Eros, come; mine
armour, Eros!

Enter Eros with armour.

Come, good fellow, put mine iron on.

—

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is

Because we brave her.—Come.
Cleo. Nay, I’ll help too.

What’s this for?

Ant. Ah, let be, let be! thou art

The armourer of my heart. False, false; this,

this.

Cleo. Sooth, la, I’ll help: thus it must be.

Ant. Well, well;

We shall thrive now.—Seest thou, my good
fellow?

Go put on thy defences.

Eros. Briefly, sir.

Cleo. Is not this buckled well?

Ant. Rarely, rarely;

He that unbuckles this, till we do please

To doff't for our repose, shall hear a storm.

—

Thou fumblest, Eros; and my queen’s a squire

More tight at this than thou: despatch.—

O

love, [knew’st
That thou couldst see my wars to-day, and
The royal occupation! thou shouldst see
A workman in’t,

—

Enter an OflBlcer, armed.

Good-morrow to thee; welcome:
Thou look’st like him that knows a warlike

charge:
To business that we love we rise berime,
And go to’t with delight

Off. A thousand, sir,

Early though it be, have on their riveted trim.

And at the port expect you.

[i5hout Flourish of Trumpets within.

Enter other Officers and Soldiers.

2 Off. The mom is fair.—Good-morrow,
general.

All. Good-morrow, generaL
Ant. ’Tis well blown, lads:

This morning, like the spirit of a youth
That means to be of note, begins betimes.

—

So, so; come, give me that; this way; well
said.

—

Fare thee well, dame, whate’er becomes of me:
This IS a soldier’s Mss: rebukable, [ATisses her.
And worthy shameful check it were, to stand
On i^ore mechanic compliment; I’ll leave thee
Now, like a man of steel.—You that wiU fight,

Follow me close; I’E bring you to’t.—Adieu.
[Exeunt Ant., Eros, Officers, and Soldiers.
Chaj. Please you, retire to your chamber.
Cleo. Lead me.

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Caesar
might

Determine this great war in single fij^ht!

Then, Antony,—but now—Well, on.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.—Antony’s Camp near Alexandria.

Trumpets sound within. Enter Antony and
Eros; a Soldier meeting them.

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to
Antony!

Ant. Would thou and those thy scars had
once prevail’d

To make me fight at land!

Sold. Hadst thou done so,
The tangs that have revolted, and the soldier
That has this morning left thee, would have stiU
Follow’d thy heels.

Ant. Who’s gone this morning?
Sold. Who.

One ever near thee: call for Enobarbus,
He shall not hear thee; or from Csesar’s camp
Say, I am none of thine.

Ant. What say’st thou?
Sold. Sir,

He IS with Cmsar.
Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure

He has not with him.
Ant. Is he gone?
Sold. Most certain.

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after; do
it;

Detain no jot, I charge thee; write to him*—
I will subscribe,—gentle adieus and greetogs;
Say that I wish he never find more cause
To change a master.—0, my fortunes have
Corrupted honest men!-Eros, despatch.

[Exeunt

Scene VI.—Cjesar’s Camp before Alemndria.

Flourish. Enter Cjesar, with Agrippa,
Enobarbus, and others.

Cxs. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight:

Our will is Antony be took alive;

Make it so Miown.
Agr. Cffisar, I shall. [Exit.

Cses. The time of umversal peace is near:
Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook’d

world
Shall bear the olive freely.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Antony
Is come into the field.

Caes. Go charge Agrippa
Plant those that have revolted in the van.
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That Antony may seem to spend his fury

Upon himself. [Exeunt CiESAR and his Train.

Eno. Alexas did revolt; and went to Jewry
On affairs of Antony; there did persuade

Great Herod to incline himself to Caesar,

And leave his master Antony: for this pains

Csesar hath hang’d him. Canidius, and the

rest

That fell away, have entertainment, hut

Ifo honourable trust. I have done ill;

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely

That I will joy no more.

Enter a Soldier of CiESAR’s.

Sold. Enoharhus, Antony
Hath after thee sent ail thy treasure, with

His bounty overplus: the messenger
Came on my guard, and at thy tent is now
Unloading of his mules.

Eno, 1 ^ve it you.

Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus.

I tell you true: best you saf’d the biinger

Out of the host; I must attend mine office,

Or would have done’t myself. Your emperor
Continues still a Jove. [Exit.

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth

And feel I am so most. 0 Antony, [paid

Thou mine of bounty, how would’st thou have
My better service, when my turpitude

Thou dost so crown with gold ! This blows my
heart:

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean
Shall outstrike thought: but thought will do’t.

I feel,

I fight against thee!—No: I will go seek
Some ditch wherein to die; the fouEst best fits

My latter part of life, [Exit.

Scene Vll.—Field of Battle between the
Camps.

Alcnm. Drums and trumpets. Enter
Agrippa and others.

Agr. Retire, we have engag’d ourselves too

far:

Csesar himself has work, and our oppression
Exceeds W’hat we expected. [Exeunt.

Alarum. Enter Antony, and Scarus
wounded.

Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought
indeed!

Had we done so at first, we had driven them
home

With clouts about their heads.
Ant Thou bleed’st apace.
Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T,

But now ’tis made an H.
Ant They do retire.

Scar, We’ll heat ’em into bench-holes: I have
yet

Room for six scotches more.

Enter Eros.

Eros, They are beaten, sir; and our advan-
tage serves

For a fair victory.

Scar. Let us score their backs,
And snatch ’em up, as we take hares, behind:
’ Tis sport to maul a runner.

Ant 1 will reward thee
Once for thy spriteiy comfort, and tenfold
For thy good valour. Come thee on.

Scar. I’ll halt after. [Exeunt

Scene. VIIL—Under the Walls of Alexandria.

Alarum. Enter Antony marching; Scarus
and Forces.

Ant We have beat him to his camp. Run
one before, [morrow,

And let the queen know of our gests.—To-
Before the sun shall see us, we’U spill the blood
That has to-day escap’d, I thank you all;

For doughty-handed are you, and have fought
Not as you serv’d the cause, but as’t had been
Each man’s like mine; you have shown all

Hectors.
Enter the city, clip yonr wives, your friends,

Tell them your feats; whilst they with joy5ful

tears [Mss
Wash the congealment from your wounds, and
The honour’d gashes whole.—Give me thy

hand;
[To Scarus.

Enter Cleopatra, attended.

To this great fairy I’ll commend thy acts,

Make her thanks bless thee. 0 thou day o’

the world, [all,

Chain mine arm’d neck; leap thou, attire and
Through proof of harness to my heart, and there
Ride on ffie pants triumphing.

C/co. Lord of lords!

0 infinite virtue, com’st thou smiling from
The world’s great snare uncaught?
Ant My nightingale,

We have beat them to their beds. "V^at, girl!

though grey [yet ha’ we
Do something mingle with our younger brown;
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man;
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand;

—

Kiss it, my warrior: he hath fought to-day
As if a god, in hate of manMnd, had
Destroy’d in such a shape.

Cleo. I’ll give thee, friend,

An armour all of gold; it was a king’s.

Ant He has deserv’d it, were it carbuncled
Like holy Phoebus’ car,—Give me thy hand:
Through Alexandria make a jolly march;
Bear our hack’d targets like the men that owe

them:
Had our great palace the capacity
To camp this host, we all would sup together,
And drink carouses to the next day’s fate,

Which promises royal peril.—Trumpeters,
With brazen din blast you the city’s ear;

Make mingle with our rattling tabourines;
That heaven and earth may strike their sounds

together,

Applauding our approach. [Exeunt.

Scene IX.—Cesar’s Camp.

Sentinels at their Post

I Sold. If we be not reliev'd within this hour,
We must return to the court of guard: the

night
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Is shiny; and they say we shall embattle

By the second hour i’ the mom.
2 Sold. This last day was

A shrewd one to^'s.

Enter Enobarbxts.

Eno. O, bear me witness, night—
3 Sold. What man is this?

2 SoM. Stand close and list to him.
Eno. Be witness to me, 0 thou blessed moon.

When men revolted shall upon record

Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did

Before thy face repent!

—

1 Sold. Enobarbus!

3 Sold. Peace!
Hark further.

Eno. 0 sovereign mistress of true melan-
choly,

The poisonous damp of night disponge upon
me,

That life, a very rebel to my will.

May hang no longer on me: throw my heart
Against the flint and hardness of my fault;

Which, being dried with grief, will break to

powder,
And finish all foul thoughts. 0 Antony
Nobler than my revolt is infamous,
Forgive me in thine own particular;

But let the world rank me in register

A master-leaver and a fugitive:

0

Antony! 0 Antony! [Dies.

2 Sold. Let’s speak
To him.

I Sold. Let’s hear him, for the things he
speaks

May concern Caesar.

3 Sold. Let’s do so. But he sleeps.

1 Sold. Swoons rather; for so bad a prayer
as his

Was never yet fore sleep.

2 Sold. Go we to him.

3 Sold. Awake, sir, awake; speak to us.

2 Sold. Hear you, sir^

I Sold. The hand of death hath raught him,
[Drums a/ar of.] Hark! the drums

Do merrily wake the sleepers. Let us bear
him

To the court of guard; he is of note: our hour
Is fully out.

3 Sold. Come on, then;

He may recover yet. [Exeunt with the body*

Scene X.—Ground between ike two Camps.

Enter Antony and Scares, with Forces,

marching.

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea;

We please them not by land.

Scar. For both, my lord.

Ant I would they’d fight i’ the fire or i’ the

air;

We’d fight there too. But this it is; our foot

Upon the hills adjoining to the city

Shan stay with us:—order for sea is given;

They have put forth the haven;—forward now,
Where their appointment we may best discover,

And look on meir endeavour. [Exeunt.

Scene XI.

—

Another part of the Ground.

Enter CiESAR, with his Forces, marching.

Cses. But being charg’d, we will be still by
land,

WTiich, as I take’t, we shall; for his best force
Is forth to man his galleys. To toe vales,
And hold our best advantage. lExeunL

Scene XII.—Another part of the GrouM.

Enter Antony and Scares.

Ant. Yei they’re not join’d; where yond
pine does stand

I shall discover all: I’ll bring thee word
Straight how ’tis hke to go. [Exeunt.

Scar. Swallows have built
In Cleopatra’s sails their nests: the augureis
Say they knew not,—they catmot tell;—look

grimly,

And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony
Is vahant and dejected, and, by starts,

His fretted fortunes give him hope and fear
Of what he has and has not.

,
[Alarum afar off, as at a sea-fight.

Re-enter Antony.

Ant. All is lost;

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me:
My fleet hath yielded to the foe; and yonder
They cast their caps up, and carouse together
Like fnends long lost.—Tnple-tum’d whore!

’tis thou
Hast sold me to this novice; and my heart
Makes only wars on thee.—Bid them all fly;

For when I am reveng’d upon my charm,
I have done all.—Bid them all fly; begone.

[Exit Scares.
0 sun, thy uprise shall I see no more:
Fortune and Antony part here; even here
Do we shake hands.—AH come to this!—The

hearts

That spaniel’d me at heels, to whom I gave
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets
On blossoming Cassar; and this pine is bark’d

That overtopp’d them all. Betray’d I am:
0 this false soul of Egypt! this grave charm,
Whose eye beck’d forto my wars and call’d

them home;
Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end,

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose,

Beguil’d me to the very heart of loss,

—

What, Eros, Eros!

Enter Cleopatra.

Ah, thou spell! Avaunt!

Cleo. Why is my lord enrag’d against his

love?

Ant Vanish; or I shall give thee thy de-

serving, [thee,

And blemish Caesar’s triumph. Let him take

And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians:

Follow his chariot, Hke the greatest spot $
Of all thy sex; most monster-Hke, be shown
For poor’st diminutives, for doits, and let

Patient Octavia plough thy visage up

With her prepared nails, CiEo.j ’Tis

wen thou ’rt gone.
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If it be wen to live; but better ’twere

Tbou fell’st into my fury, for one death
Might have prevented many.—Eros, ho!—

•

The siurt of Nessus is upon me: teach me,
Alddes, thou mine ancestor, thy rage:

Let me lodge LichaS on the homS o’ the moon;
An<i with those hands, that grasp’d the heaviest

club, [die-

Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall

To the young Roman, boy she hath sold me,
and I fall

Under this plot: she dies for’t—Eros, ho!
[Exit.

Scene XIII.

—

Alexandria. A Room in

the Palace.

Enter Clsopaira, Charmian, Iras, and
Mardian.

CIco. Help me, my woman! O, he is more
mad [saly

Than Telamon for his shield; the boar of Thes-

Was never so emboss’d.

Char. To the monument!
There lock yourself, and send him word you

are dead.

Thenoul and body rive not more in parting

Than greatness going off.

Cleo. To the monument!—
Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself:

Say that the last I spoke ivas Antony
And word it, pr’ythee^ piteously: hence, Mar-

dian;

And bring me how he takes my death.

—

To the monument! [Exeunt

Scene XIV.—Alexandria. Another Room.

Enter Antony and Eros.

Ant Eros, thou yet behold’st me?
Eros. Ay, noble lord.

Anf. Sometime we see a cloud that’s

dragonish;

A vapour sometime like a bear or lion,

A tower’d citadel, a pendant rock,

A forked mountain, or blue promontory
With trees upon’t, that nod unto the world,
And mock our eyes with air: thou hast seen

these signs;

They are black vesper’s pageants.

Eros. Ay, my lord.

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with
a thought

The rack dishmns; and makes it indistinct.

As water is in water.
Eros. It does, my lord. [is

Ant. My good knave Eros, now thy captain
Even such a body: here I am Antony;
Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave.
I made these Urars for Egypt; and the queen,

—

Whose heart I thought I had, for she had mine;
Which, whilst it was mine, had annex’d unto’t
A nillion more now lost,—she, Eros, has
Pack’d cards with Csssar, and false-play’d my

glory

Unto an enemy’s triumph.

—

Kay, weep not, gentle Eros; there is left us
Ourselves to end ourselves.—

[act IV.

Enter Mardian.

0, thy vile lady!
She has robb’d me of my sword.
Mar. Ko, Antony;

Mymistresslov’d thee, and herfortunesmingled
With thine entirely.

Ant Hence, saucy eunuch; peace!
She hath betray’d me, and shall die the death.
Mar. Death of one person can be paid but

once, [do

And that she has discharg’d: what thou wouldst
Is done unto thy hand: the last she spake
Was, Antony! most noble Antony!
Then in the midst a teanng groan did break
The name of Antony; it was divided

Between her heart and lips: she render’d life,

Thy name so buned in her.

hit Dead then?
Mar. Dead.
Ant Unarm, Eros; the long day’s task is

done, [safe

And we must sleep.—That thou depart’st hence
Does pay thy labour richly; go.

[Exif Mardian.
Off, pluck off;—

The sevenfold shield of Ajax cannot keep
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my

sides!

Heart, once be stronger than thy continent,

Crack thy frail case!—Apace, Eros, apace.—
No more a soldier.—Bruised pieces, go;

You have been nobly borne.—From me
awhile.— [Exit Eros,

I will o’ertake thee, Cleopatra, and
Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now
All length is torture.—Since the torch is out,

Lie down, and stray no further: now all labour
Mars what it does; yea, very force entangles
Itself with strength: seal then, and all is done.—
Eros!—I come, my queen.—Eros!—stay for

me: [hand,
Where souls do couch on flowers, we’ll hand in

And with our sprightly port make the ghosts
gaze:

Dido and her iGneas shall want troops,

And all the haunt be ours.—Come, Eros, Eros!

Re-enter Eros.

Eros. What would my lord?
Ant Since Cleopatra died,

I have hv’d in such dishonour that the gods
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword
Quarter’d the world, and o’er green Neptune’s

back
With ships made cities, condemn myself to lack
The courage of a woman; less noble mind
Than she which by her death our Caesar tells,

I am conqueror of myself. Thou art sworn,
Eros,

That, when the exigent should come,—which
now

Is come indeed—when I should see behind me
The inevitable prosecution of
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command,
Thou then wouldst MU me: do’t; the time is

come:
Thou strik’st not me, *tis Caesar thou defeat’st.
Put colour in thy cheek.

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA
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Eros. The gods withhold me!
Shall I do that which all the Parthian darts,

Though enemy, lost aim, and could not?
Ant Eros,

Wouldst thou be window’d in great Rome, and
see

Thy master thus with pleach’d arms, bending
down

ISis corrigible neck, his face subdu’d
-To penetrative shame; whilst the wheel’d seat

Of fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded
His baseness that ensu’d?

Eros. I would not see’t.

Ant. Come, then; for with a wound I must
be cur’d.

Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast
worn

Most useful for thy country.

Eros. O, sir, pardon me!
Ant When I did make thee free, swor’st

thou not then
To do this when I bade thee? Do it at once;

Or thy precedent services are all

But accidents unpurpos’d. Draw, and come.
Eros. Turn from me then that noble counten-

ance,

Wherein the worship of the whole world lies.

Ant Lo thee! [Turmngfrom him.
Eros. My sword is drawn.
Ant. Then let it do at once

The thing why thou hast drawn it.

Eros. My dear master.
My captain and my emperor, let me say.

Before I stake this bloody stroke, farewell.

Ant ’Tis said, man;—and farewell.

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike

now?
Ant Now, Eros.
Eros. Why, there then [falls on his sword]:

—

thus do I escape the sorrow
Of Antony’s death. [Dies.

Ant Thrice nobler than myself

!

Thou teachest me, 0 valiant Eros, what [Eros

1 should, and thou couldst not. My queen and
Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me
A nobleness on record: but I will be
A bridegroom in my death, and run into’t

As to a lover’s bed. Come, then; and, Eros,
Thy master dies thy scholar: to do thus

[Falling on his sword.
I learn’d of thee. How! not dead? not dead?

—

The guard, hoi—O, despatch me!

Enter Dercetas and Guard.

1 Guard. What’s the noise?

Ant 1 have done my work ill, friends: O.
make an end

Of what I have begun,
2 Guard. The star is fallen.

I Guard, And time is at his period.

All. Alas, and woe!
Ant. Let him that loves me, strike me dead.
1 Guard. Not I,

2 Guard. Nor I.

3 Guard* Nor any one. [Exeunt Guard,
Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy follow-

ers fly. [ings.

This sword but shown to Csesar, with this tid-

Shall enter me with him.

Enter Diomedes.

Dio. Where’s Antony?
Der. There, Diomed, there.
Dio. lives he?

Wilt thou not answer, man?
[Exit Dercetas.

Ant Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy
sword, and give me

Sufficing strokes for death.
Dio. Most absolute lord,

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee.

Ant. When did she send thee?
Dio. Now, my lord.

Ant. Where is she?
Dio. Lock’d in her monument. She had a

prophesying fear

Of what hath come to pass: forwhen she saw,

—

Which never shall be found,—^you did suspect
She had dispos’d with Cassar, and that your

rage
Would not be purg’d, she sent you word she

was dead;
But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent
Me to proclaim the truth; and I am come,
I dread, too late.

Ant. Too late, good Diomed.—Call my
guard, I pr’ythee.

Dio, What, ho! the emperor’s guard! The
guard, what, ho!

Come, your lord calls?

Enter some of the Guard.

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra
bides;

’Tis the last service that I shall command you.

1 Guard. Woe, woe are we, sir, you may
not live to wear

All your true followers out.

AU. Most heavy day!
Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please

sharp fate [come
To grace it with your sorrows: bid that wel-
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it,

Seeming to bear it hghtly. Take me up:

I have led you oft: carry me now, good Mends,
And have my thanks for all.

[Exeunt bearing Antony.

Scene XV.—Alexandria. A Monument

Enter, above Cleopatra, Charmian, and
Iras.

Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from
hence.

Char. Be comforted, dear madam.
C eo. No, I will not:

All strange end terrible events are welcome.
But comforts we despise; our size of sorrow.

Proportion’d to our cause, must he as great

As that which makes it.

—

Enter, below, Diomedes.

How now! is he dead?
Dio. His death’s upon him, but not dead.

Look out 0* the other side your monument;
His guard have brought him thither.
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Enter, below, Amom, borne bp the Guard.

Cleo. 0 sun,

Bum the great sphere thou mov’st m!—dark-

ling stand
The varying shore o’ the world.—O Antony,

Antony, Antonyl—Help, Chaimian; help, hras,

help,—
Help, friends below;—let’s draw him hither.

Ant. Peace!

Not Cfiesar’s valour hath o’erthrown Antony,

But Antony’s hath triumph’d on itself.

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony
Should conquer Antony; but woe ’tis sol

Ant I am dying, Egypt, dying; only

I here importune death awhile, until

Of many thousand kisses the poor last

I lay upon thy lips.

Cleo. 1 dare not, dear,

—

Dear my lord, pardon,—I dare not,

Lest I be taken: not the imperious show
Of the full-fortun’d Caesar ever shall [have

Be brooch’d with me; if knife, drugs, serpents

Edge, sting, or operation, 1 am safe;

Tour wife Octavia, with her modest eyes

And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour
Demunng upon me.—But come, come, An-

tony,— [up;—
Help me, my women,—we must draw thee

Assist, good friends.

Ant O, quick, or I am gone,

Cleo. Here’s sport indeed!—How heavy
weighs my lord!

Our strength is all gone into heaviness,

That makes the weight; had I great Juno’s
power, [up,

The strong-wing’d Mercury should fetch thee
Amd set thee by Jove’s side. Yet come a

little,— [come;
Wishers were ever fools,—O, come, come,

[Thep draw Antony up.

And welcome, welcome! die where thou hast
liv’d:

Quicken with kissing: had my lips that power,
Thus would I wear them out.

AU. A heavy sight!

Ant I am dyi^, Egypt, dying;

Give me some wine, and let me speak a little.

Cleo. No, let me speak; and let me rail so
high [wheel,

That the false housewife Fortune break her
Provok’d by my offence.

Ant One word, sweet queen:
Of Csesar seek your honour, with your safety.

—

0 !

Cleo. They do not go together.
Ant Gentle, hear me:

None about Ciesar trust but Proculeius.
Cleo. My resolution and my hands PU trust;

None about Caesar.

Ant The miserable change now at my end
Lament nor sorrow at: but please your thoughts
in feeding them with those my former fortunes
Wherein I liv’d, the greatest prince o’ the

world,
The noblest; and do now not basely die,

Not cowardly put off my helmet to
My countryman, a Roman by a Roman
Vidiantly vanquish’d. Now my spirit is going:
I can no more.

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo’t die?
Hast thou no care of me? shall I abide
In this dull world, which in thy absence is

No batter tiian a sty?—0, see, my wom.en,
[Antony dies.

The crown o* the earth doth melt.—My lord!—
0, wither’d is the garland of the war, [girls

The soldier’s pole is fallen: young boys and
Are level now with men: the odds is gone,
And there is nothing left remarkable
Beneath the visiting moon. [Fcmts.

Char. O, quietness, lady!
Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign.

Char. Lady,—
Iras. Madam,—
Char. 0 madam, madam, madam,

—

Iras. Royal Egypt,
Empress,

—

Char. Peace, peace, Iras! [manded
Cleo. No more, but e’en a woman, and com-

By such poor passion as the maid that milks
And does the meanest chares.—It were for me
To throw my sceptre at the injurous gods;
To teU them that this world did equal theirs

Tin they had stol’n our jewel. All’s but naught
Patience is sottish, and impatience does
Become a dog that’s mad: then is it sin
To rush into the secret house of death
Ere death dare come to us?—^How do you,

women? [Charmianl
What, what! good cheer! Why, how now,
My hoble §?rls!—Ah, women, women, look,

Our lamp is spent, it’s out!—Good sirs, take
heart:— [noble,

We’U bury him; and then, what’s brave, what’s
Let’s do it after the high Roman fashion,

And make death proud to take us. Come,
away:

This case of that huge spirit now is cold:
Ah, women, women!—Come; we have no

friend
But resolution, and the briefest end.

[Exeunt; those above bearinp off Antonyms
bodp.

ACT V.

Scene L—Caesar’s Camp before Alexandria.

Enter CiESAS, Agrippa, Dolabella, Me-
CiENAS, Gailus, Proculeius, and others.

Cses. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield;

Being so frustrate, tell him that he mocks
The pauses that he makes.
Dot Csesar, I shall. [Erif.

Enter Dercetas with the suHjrd of Antony.

Caes. Wherefore is that? and what art thou
that dar’st

Appear thus to us?
Der. I am caE’d Dercetas;

Mark Antony I serv’d, who best was worthy
Best to be serv’d: whilst he stood up and spoke,
He was my master; and I wore my life

To spend upon his haters. If thou please
To take me to thee, as I was to him
I’ll be to Csesar; if thou pleasest not,

I yield tiiee up my life.
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Czs. What is’t thou say’st?

Der. I say, 0 Caesar, Antony is dead.
Caes. The breaking of so great a thing should

make
A greater crack: the round world
Should have shook Hons into civil streets.

And citizens to their dens. The death of
Antony

Is not a single doom; in the name lay

A moiety of the world.

Der. He is dead, Caesar;

Not by a pubHc minister of justice,

Nor by a hired knife; but that self hand
Which writ his honour in the acts it did

Hath, with the courage which the heart did
lend it,

Splitted the heart.—This is his sword;
I robb'd his wound of it; behold it stain’d

With his most noble blood.
Cxs. Look you sad, friends?

The gods rebuke me, but it is tidings

To wash the eyes of kings.

Agr. And strange it is

That nature must compel us to lament
Our most persisted deeds.

Mec. His taints and honours
Weigh’d equal with him.

Agr. A rarer spirit never
Did steer humanity: but you, gods, will give us
Some faults to make us men. Casar is touch’d.

Mec. When such a spacious mirror’s set

before him,

He needs must see himself.

Caes. O Antonyl
I have follow’d thee to this.—But we do lance
Diseases in our bodies: I must perforce

Have shown to thee such a declining day
Or look on thine; we could not stall together

In the whole world: but yet let me lament.
With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts,

That thou, my brother, my competitor
In top of all design, my mate in empire.
Friend and companion in the front of war,
The arm of mine own body, and the heart
Where mine his thoughts did Mudle,—that

our stars,

XInreconcihable, should divide

Our equalness to this.—Hear me, good
fnends,

—

But I will tell you at some meeter season:

^ Enter a Messenger.

The business of this man looks out of him;
We’llhearhimwhathe says.—Whence axe you?
Mess. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my

mistress,
ConHn’4 in all she has, her monument.
Of thy intents desires instruction,

That she preparedly may frame herself

To the way she’s forc’d to.

Caes. Bid her have good heart:

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours,

How honourable and how kbadly we
Determine for her; for Ciesar cannot learn

To be ungentle.
Mess. So the gods preserve theel [Exif.

Cass. Come hither, Proculeius. Go, and say
We purpose her no shame: give her what

comforts

The quality of her passion shall reqtiire

Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke
She do defeat us; for her life in Rome
Would be eternal in our triumph: go.
And with your speediest bring us what she says,

And how you find of her.
Pro. Caesar, I shall. [Exii.

Caes. Gallus, go you along.-—[Exit Gailus.]
Where’s Dolabella,

To second Proculeius?
Agr. and Mec. Dolabella!
Caes. Let him alone, for I remember now

How he’s employ’d: he shall in time be ready*
Go with me to my tent; where you shall see
How hardly I was drawn into this war;
How calm and gentle I proceeded still

In all my writings: go with me, and see
What I can show in this. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—Alexandria. A Room in the

Monument.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras,

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make
A better life. ’Tis paltry to be Caesar;

Not being Fortune, he’s but Fortune’s knave,
A minister of her will: and it is great
To do that thing that ends all other deeds;
Which shackles accidents and bolts up change;
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dug,
The beggar’s nurse and Caesar’s*

Enter, to the gates 0/ the Monument, Pro-
CDLEiDS, Gallus, and Soldiers,

Pro. Caesar sends greeting to the Queen of'

Egypt;
And bids thee study on what fair demands
Thou mean’st to have him grant thee.

Cleo. What’s thy name?
Pro, My name is Proculeius.

Cleo. Antony
Did teU me of you, bade me trust you; but
I do not greatly care to be deceiv’d.

That have no use for trusting. If your master
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell

bjtu

That majesty, to keep decorum, must
No less beg than a kingdom: if he please

To give me conquer’d Egypt for my son.

He gives me so much of mine own as I

Will kneel to him with thanks.

Pro. Be of good cheer;

You are fallen into a princely hand, fearnothing:

MU.® your full reference freely to my lord.

Who is so full of grace that it flows over
On all that need: let me report to him
Your sweet dependency; and you shall find

A conqueror that will pray in aid for kindness

Where he for grace is kneel’d to.

Cleo. Pray you, tcH Mm
I am his fortune’s vassal, and 1 send him
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn

A doctrine of obedience; and would gladly

Look him i’ the face.

Pro. TMs m report, dear lady.

Have comfort, for I know your pHght is pitied

Of him that caus’d it.

Gal. You seehow easilyshemaybe surpris’d:
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{Here PROCULEros and two of the Guard
ascend the Monument by a ladder placed

against a window, and, having descended

come behind Cleopatra. Some of the

Guard unbar and open the gates*

Guard her till Caesar come.
[To Pro. and the Guard. Exit.

Iras. Royal queen i

Char. 0 Cleopatral thou art taken, queen!

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands.
[Drawing a dagger.

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold:

[Seizes and disarms her.

Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this

Reliev’d, but not betray’d.

Cleo. What, of death too.

That rids our dogs of languish?

Pro. Cleopatra,

Do not abuse my master’s bounty by
The tmdoing of yourself: let the world see

His nobleness well acted, which your death
Will never let come forth.

Cleo. Where art thou, death?
Come hither, come! come, come, and take a

queen
Worth many babes and beggars!

Pro. 0, temperance, lady!

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I’ll not drink,

sir;

If idle talk will once be accessary,

I’ll not sleep neither: this mortal house I’ll rum,
Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I

Will not wait pimon’d at your master’s court;

Nor once be chastis’d with the sober eye
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up,

And show me to the shouting varletry

Of censoring Rome? Rather a ditch m Egypt
Be gentle grave unto me! rather on Hilus’ mud
lay me stark nak’d, and let the water-£hes

Blow me into abhorring! rather make
My country’s high pyramides my gibbet.

And hang me up in chains!

Pro. You do extend
These thoughts of horror further than you shall

Find cause m Casar.

Enter Dolabella.

Dol. Proculeius,

What thou hast done thy master Casar knows,
And he hath sent for thee: as for the queen,
I’ll take her to my guard.

Pro. So, Dolabella,
It shall content me best: be gentle to her.—
To Casar I will speak what you shall please,

[To Cleopatra.
If you’ll employ me to him,

Cleo. Say I would die.

[Exeunt Proculeius and Soldiers.
Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard of

me?
Cleo. I cannot tell.

Dol. Assuredly you know me.
Cleo. No matter, sir, what I have heard or

known. [dreams;
You laugh when boys or women tell their
Is’t not your tnck?

Dol. I understand not, madam.

»

Cleo. I dream’d there was an emperor
' Antony:

—

O, such another sleep, that I might see
But such another man!

Dol. If it might please you,

—

Cleo. His face was as the heavens; and
therein stuck

A sun and moon, which kept their course, and
lighted

The little 0, the earth.

Dol. Most sovereign creature,—
Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean: his rear’d

arm
Crested the world: his voice was propertied

As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends;

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb,

He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty,
There was no winter in’t; an autumn ’twas

That grew the more by reaping: his delights

Were dolphin-hke; they show’d his back above
The element they hv’d in: in his hvery
Walk’d crowns and crownets; realms and

islands were
As plates dropp’d from his pocket.

Dol. Cleopatra,—
Cleo. Think you there was or might be such

a man
As this I dream’d of?

Dol. Gentle madam, no.
Cleo. You He, up to the hearing of the gods.

But if there be, or ever were, one such,
It’s past the size of dreaming: nature wants

stuff

To vie strange forms with fancy: yet to imagine
An Antony were nature’s peace ’gainst fancy,
Condenming shadows quite.

Dol. Hear me, good madam.
Your loss is, as yourself, great; and you bear it

As answenng to the weight: would I might
never

O’ertake pursu’d success, but I do feel.

By the rebound of yours, a grief that smites
My very heart at root.

Cleo. I thank you, sir.

Know you what Csesar means to do with me’
Dol. I am loth to tell you what I would you

knew.
Cleo. Nay, pray you, sir,

—

Dol Though he be honourable,—
Cleo. He’ll lead me, then, m tnumph?
Dol Madam, he will,

I know it. [Flourish within.
Within. Make way there,—CaesarL

Enter Cjesar, Gallus, Proculeius,
Mecaenas, Seleucus, and Attendants.

Csss. Which IS the Queen of Egypt?
Dol It is the emperor, madam.

[Cleopatra kneels.
Caes. Arise, you shall not kneel:—

I pray you nse; nse, Egypt.
Cleo. Sir, the gods

Will have it thus; my master and my lord
I must obey.

Casa. Take to you no hard thoughts;
The record of what injuries you did us,
Though wntteh in our flesh, we shall remember
As things but done by chance.

Cleo. Sole sir o’ the world,
I cannot project mine own cause so weU
To make it clear: but do confess I have
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Been laden with like frailties which before

Have often sham’d onr sex.

Csss. Cleopatra, know
We extenuate rather than enforce:

If you apply yourself to our intents,— [find

Which towards you are most gentle,—you shall

A benefit in this change; but if you seek

To lay on me a cruelty, by taking

Antony’s course, you shall bereave yourself

Of my good purposes, and put your children

To that destruction which I’B, guard them from.

If thereon you rely. FIl take my leave.

Cleo. And may, through all ftie world; *tis

yours; and we,

Your scutcheons and your signs of conquest,
shall [good lord.

Hang in what place you please. Here, my
Csss. You shall adviseme in all for Cleopatra.

Cleo, This is the brief of money, plate, and
jewels

I am possess’d of: ’tis exactly valued; [cus?

Hot petty things admitted.—Where’s Seleu-
Sel. Here, madam. [my lord,

Cleo. This is my treasurer: let him speak,
Upon his peril, that I have reserv’d

To myself nothmg. Speak the truth, Seleucus.

Set. Madam,
I had rather seal my lips than to my peril

Speak that which is not.

Cleo. What have I kept back?
Sel. Enough to purchase what you have

made known.
Csss. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra; I approve

Your wisdom in the deed.
Cleo. See, Cassar! 0, behold,

How pomp is follow’d! mine will now be
yours; [mine.

And, should we shift estates, yours would be
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does
Even make me wild: O slave, of no more trust

Than love that’s hir’d—What, goest thou
back? thou shalt

Go back, I warrant thee; but I’ll catch thine
eyes [dog!

Though they had wings; slave, soulless villain,

0 rarely base!
Csss. Good queen, let us entreat you.
Cleo. O Caesar, what a wounding shame is

this,—
That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me,
Doing the honour of thy lordliness

To one so meek, that mine own servant should
Parcel the sum of my disgraces by
Addition of his envy! Say, good Caesar,

That I some lady trifles have reserv’d,

Immoment toys, things of such dignity

As we greet modem friends withal; and say,

Some nobler token I have kept apart
For Livia and Octavia, to induce
Their meditation; must I be unfolded
With one that I have bred? The gods! It

smites me
Beneath the fall I have. Pr’ythee, go hence;

[To Seleucus.
Or I shall show the cinders of my spirits

Through the ashes of my chance.—Wert thou
a man,

Thou wouldst have mercy upon me.
Csss. Eorbear, Seleucus,

[Exit Seleucus.

Cleo. Be it known that we, the greatest, are
misthought

For things that others do; and when we fall

We answer others* ments in our name,
And therefore to be pitied

Csss. Cleopatra,
Not what you have reserv’d, nor what acknow-

ledg’d,

Put we i’ the roll of conquest: still bc’t yours,
Bestow it at your pleasure; and beheve
Csesar’s no merchant, to make prize with you
Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be

cheer’d;
Make not your thoughts your prisons: no, dear

queen;
For we intend so to dispose you as
Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed and sleep:
Our care and pity is so much upon you
That we remain your friend; and so, adieu.

Cleo. My master and my lord!

Csss. Not so. Adieu.
[Flourish. Exeunt CiESAR and his Train.

Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that
I should not

Be noble to myself: but hark thee, Charmian!
[Whispers Chaemiaht.

Iras. Finish, good lady; the bright day is

done.
And we are for the dark.

Cleo. Hie thee again:
I have spoke already, and it is provided;
Go put it to the haste.

Char, Madam, I will.

Re-enter Dolabella.

Dot. Where is the queen?
Char. Behold, sir. [Exit
Cleo. Dolabella!
DoL Madam, as thereto sworn by your

command.
Which my love makes religion to obey,
I tell you this: Caesar through Syria
Intends his journey; and within three days
You with your children will he send before:

Make yoiu: best use of this: I have perform’d
Your pleasure and my promise.

Cleo. Dolabella,

I shall remain your debtor.
Dol. I your servant.

Adieu, good queen; I must attend on Caesar.

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks.
[Exit Dolabella.

Now, Iras, what think’st thou?
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown
In Rome as well as I; mechanic slaves.

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall

Uplift us to the view; in their thick breaths,

Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded,
And forc’d to drink their vapour.

Iras. The gods forbid!

Cleo. Nay, ’tis most certain, Iras:—saucy
hctors [rhymers

Will catch at us like strumpets; and scald

Ballad us out o’ tune: the quick comedians
Extemporally will stage us, and present

Our Alexandrian revels; Antony
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see

Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greataess

I’ the posture of a whore.
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Iras. O the good gods!

Cleo. Nay, that’s certain.

has. ril never see’t; for I am sure my nails

Are stronger than mme eyes.

Cleo. Why, that’s the way
To fool their preparation and to conquer

Their most absurd intents.

Enter Charmian.

Now, Charmian!—
Show me, my women, like a queen.—Go fetch

My best attires;—I am again for Cydnus,

To meet Mark Antony:—sirrah, Iras, go.—
Now, noble Charmian, we’ll despatch indeed:

And when thou hast done this chare, I’ll give

thee leave [all.

To play till doomsday.—Bring our crown and
Wherefore’s this noise?

[iBr/t Iras. A noise within.

Enter one of the Guard.

Guard. Here is a rural fellow

That will not be demed your bigness’ presence:

He brings you figs.

Cleo. Let him come in. [Exit Guard.
What poor an instrument
May do a noble deed! he brings me hberty.

My resolution’s plac’d, and I have nothing

Of woman in me: now from head to foot

I am marble-constant; now the fleeting moon
No planet is of mine.

Re-enter Guard, with Clown bringing a basket.

Guard This is the man.
Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. [Exit Guard.

Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there

That kills and pains not?

Clown. Truly, I have him: but I would not

be the party that should desire you to touch
him, for his biting is immortal; &ose that do
^e of it do seldom or never recover. [on’t?

Cleo. Remember’st thou any that have died

Clown, Very many, men and women too.

I heard of one of them no longer than yester-

day: a very honest woman, but something
given to lie; as a woman should not do but in

file way of honesty: how she died of the biting

of it, what pain she felt,—truly she makes a
very good report o* the worm; but he that will

believe all that they say shall never be saved
by half that they do: but this is most fallible,

the worm’s an odd worm.
Cleo. Get thee hence; farewell.

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm.
[Sets down the basket.

Cleo. Farewell.
Clown. You must think this, look you, that

the worm will do his kind.
Cleo. Ay, ay; farewell.

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be
trusted but in the keeping of wise people; for
indeed there is no goodness m the worm.

Cleo. Take thou no care; it shall be heeded.
Clown. Very good. Give it nothing, I pray

you, for it is not worth the feeding.
Cleo. Will it eat me?
Clown. You must not think I am so simple

but I know the devil himself will not eat a
woman: I know that a woman is a dish for,

the gods, if the devil dress her not. But, truly,
these same whoreson devils do the gods great
harm in their women, for in every ten that they
make the devils mar five.

Cleo. Well, get thee gone; farewell.

Clown. Yes, forsooth: I wish you joy o’ the
worm.

Re-enter Iras, with a robe, crown, &c.

Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown;
I have

Immortal longings in me: now no more
The juice of Egypt’s grape shall moist this

lip;—
Yare, yare, good Iris; quick.—Methinks I hear
Antony call; I see him rouse himself
To praise my noble act; I hear him mock
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men
To excuse their after wrath. Husband, I come:
Now to that name my courage prove my title!

I am fire and air; my other elements
I give to baser hfe.—So,—have you done?
Come then, and take the last warmth of my bps.
Farewell, kind Charmian;—Iras, long farewell.

[Kisses them. Iras falls and dies.

Have I the aspic in my bps? Dost fall?

If thou and nature can so gently part,

The stroke of death is as a lover’s pinch,

Which hurts and is desir’d. Dost thou he stUl?

If thus thou vanishest, thou teli’st the world
It is not worth leave-taking.

Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain; that
I may say

The gods themselves do weep!
Cleo. This proves me base;

If she first meet the curled Antony,
He’ll make demand of her, and spend that kiss
Which is my heaven to have.—Come, thou

mortal wretch,

[To an asp, which she applies to her breast.

Wifii thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate

Of hfe at once untie: poor venomous fool.

Be angry, and despatch. 0 couldst thou speak,
That I might hear thee call great Csesar ass
Unpolicied!

Char. 0 eastern star!

Cleo. Peace, peace!
Dost thou not see my baby at my breast
That sucks the nurse asleep?

Char. O, break! O, break!
Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air,, as

gentle:—
0 Antony!—Nay, I will take thee too;

—

[Applying another asp to her arm.
What, should I stay,—

[Falls on a bed and dies.

Char. In this vile world?—So, fare thee
well.

—

Now boast thee, death, in thy possession lies

A lass unparallel’d.—Downy windows, close;

And golden Phoebus never be beheld
Of eyes again so royal! Your crown’s awry;
I’n mend it and then play.

Enter the Guard, rushing in.

I Guard, Where is the queen?
Char. Speak softly, wake her not.

I Guard. Csesar hath sent,—
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Char. Too slow a messenger.

[Applies an asp.

0,
come apace, despatch: I partly feel thee.

1 Guard. Approach, hoi all’s not well:

Caasar’s beguil’d. [call him.

2 Guard. There’sDoiabellasentfrom Csesar;

1 Guard. What work is here!—Charmian, is

this well done? [cess

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a prin-

Bescended of so many royal kings.

Ah, soldier! [Dies.

Re-enter Dolabella.

Dol. How goes it here?

2 Guard. All dead.

Dol. Caesar, thy thoughts

Touch their effects in this: thyself art commg
To see perform’d the dreaded act which thou

So sought’st to hmder.
Within. A way there, a way for Caesar!

Re-enter CiESAR and his Train.

Dol. O, sir, you are too sure an augurer;

That you did fear is done.

Cass. Bravest at the last.

She levell’d at our purposes, and, being royal.

Took her own way.—The manner of their

deaths?

I do not see them bleed.

Dol. Who was last with them?
I Guard. A simple countryman that brought

her figs.

This was his basket*

Caes. Poison’d then.
I Guard. O Caesar,

This Charmian Ev’d but now; she stood and
spake:

I found her trimming up the diadem
On her dead mistress; tremblingly she stood,

And on the sudden dropp’d.
Caes. O noble weakness!

—

K they had swallow’d poison ’twould appear
By external swelling: but she looks like sleep,

—

As she would catch another Antony
In her strong toil of grace.

Dol. Here on her breast
There is a vent of blood, and something blown:
The Hke is on her arm.

X Guard. This is an aspic’s trail: and these
fig-leaves

Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves
Upon the caves of Nile.

Caes. Most probable
That so she died; for her physician tells me
She hath pursu’d conclusions infinite

Of easy ways to die.—Take up her bed,
And bear her women from the monument:-—
She shall be buried by her Antony:
No grave upon the earth shall clip in it

A pair so famous- Hi^ events as these
Strike those that make them; and their story is

No less in pity than his glory which
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall

In solemn show attend this funeral;

And then to Rome.—Come, Dolabella, see
High order in this great solemnity.

[ExeunL
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Scene,—Sometimes m Britain; sometimes in Italy.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Britain. The Garden behind
Cymbeline’s Palace.

Enter two Gentlemen,

1 Gent, You do not meet a man but frowns:
our bloods

No more obey the heavens than our courtiers

StiU seem as does the king.

2 Gent. But what's the matter?
1 Gent. His daughter, and the heir of's king-

dom, whom
He purpos’d to his wife’s sole son,—a widow
That late he married,—hath referr’d herself

Unto a poor but worthy gentleman. She’s
wedded;

Her husband banish’d; she imprison’d: all

Is outward soaow; though I tiunk the king
Be touch’d at very heart.

2 Gent. None but the king?
1 Gent. He that hath lost her too: sols the

queen, [courtier,

That most desir’d the match. But not a
Although they wear their faces to the bent
Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not
Glad at the thing they scowl at,

2 Gent. And why so?
I Gent. He that hath miss’d the princess is a

thing
Too bad for bad report; and he that hath her,

—

I mean that married her—alack, good man!

—

And therefore banish’d,—is a creature such
As, to seek through the regions of the earth
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For one Ms like, there would be sometMng fail-

ing

In Mm that should compare. I do not think

So fau an outward and such stuff within

Endows a man but he.

2 OenL You speak him far.

1 Gent. I do extend Mm, sir, withm himself;

Crush him together, rather than unfold

His measure duly.

2 Gent. What’s Ms name and birth?

1 Gent. I cannot delve him to the root: Ms
father

Was call’d SicUius, who did join Ms honour,

Against the Romans, with Cassxbelan,

But had Ms titles by Tenanttus, whom
He serv’d with glory and admir’d success,

—

So gain’d the sur-addition Leonatus:

And had, besides tMs gentleman in question,

Two other sons, who, in the wars o’ the tone,

Died with their swords in hand; for wMch their

father,

—

Then old and fond of issue,—^took such sorrow

That he qmt bemg; and Ms gentle lady.

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas’d

As he was bom. The king he takes the babe
ToMsprotection; callsMmPosthumus Leonatus;
BreedsMm, and makesMm of Ms bed-chamber:
Puts to Mm all the learnings that Ms time
Could make Mm the receiver of; wMch he took,

As we do ak, fast as ’twas minister’d;

And in’s spring became a harvest: liv’d in

court,

—

WMch rare it is to do,—most prais’d, most lov’d;

A sample to the youngest; to the more mature
A glass that feated them; and to the paver
A child that guided dotards: to Ms mistress.

For whom he now is banish’d,—her own price

Proclaims how she esteem’dMm andMs virtue;

By her election may be truly read
What kind of man he is.

2 Gent. I honour Mm
Even out of your report. But, pray you, tell

me,
Is she sole child to the king?

1 Gent. His only cMld.
He had two sons,—if this be worth your hearing,
Mark it,—the eldest of them at three years old,

I’ the swatMng clothes the other, from their

nursery [knowledge
Were stol’n; and to tMs hour no guess in

WMch way they went.
2 Gent. How long is tMs ago?
1 Gent. Some twenty years. [convey’di

2 Gent. That a king’s cMldren should be so

So slackly guarded I And the search so slow
That could not trace them!

1 Gent. Howsoe’er ’tis strange,

Or that the negligence may well be laugh’d at,

Yet is it true, sir.

2 Gent. 1 do well believe you.
I Gent. We must forbear: here comes the

gentleman,
The queen, and princess. [Exeunt.

Enter the Queen, Posthumus, and Imogen.

Queen. No, be assrur’d you shall not fUid me,
daughter,

After the slander of most stepmothers,
Evil-ey’d unto you: you’re my prisoner, but

Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys [mus.
That lock up your restraint.—For you, Posthu-
So soon as I can win the offended king,
I will be known your advocate: many, yet
The fire of rage is in Mm; and ’twere good
You lean’d unto Ms sentence with what patience
Your wisdom may inform you.

Post. Please your Mghness,
I will from hence to-day.

Queen. You know the peril.

—

I’ll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying
The pangs of barr’d affections; though the Mngr

Hath charg’d you should not speak together.
[Exit.

Imo. O
Dissembling courtesy! How fine tMs tyrant
Can tickle where she wounds!—My dearest

husband, [mg,

—

I sometMng fear my father’s wrath; but noth-
Always reserv’d my holy duty,—what
His rage can do on me. You must he gone;
And I shall here abide the hourly shot
Of anpy eyes; not comforted to live,

But that there is tMs jewel in the world
That I may see again.

Post. My queen! my mistress!
0 lady, weep no more, lest I give cause
To be suspected of more tenderness
Than doth become a man! I will remain
The loyal’st husband that did e’er phght troth:
My residence in Rome at one Philario’s,
Who to my father was a friend, to me
EMown but by letter: tMther write, my queen,
And with mine eyes I’ll drink the words you

send,
Though ink be made of gall.

Re-enter Queen.

Queen. Be brief, I pray you:
If the kmg come I shall mcur I know not
How much of Ms displeasure.

—

[Aside.] Yet
I’ll move Mm

To walk tMs way: I never do Mm wrong
But he does buy my injuries to be friends,

—

Pays dear for my offences. [Exit.

Post. Should we be taking leave
As long a term as yet we have to live,

The loathness to depart would pow. Adieu!
Imo. Nay, stay a little:

Were you but riding forth to air yourself.
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love;
TMs diamond was my mover’s: take it, heart;
But keep it till you woo another wife,
When Imogen is dead.

Post. How, how! another?—
You gentle gods, give me but tMs I have,
And sear up my embracements from a next
With bonds of death!—Remam, remain thou

here [Putting on the ring.

WMle sense can keep it on! And, sweetest;
fairest,

As I my poor self did exchange for you,
To pur infinite loss, so in our trifles

1 still win of you: for my sake wear this;

It IS a manacle of love; I’ll place it

Upon tMs fairest prisoner,

[Putting a bracelet on her arm,
Imo. 0 the gods!

When shall we see again?
Post. Alack, the king!
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Enter Ctmbeline and Lords.

Cym. Thou basest thiug, avoid! hence from
my sight!

if after this command thou fraught the coiurt

With thy uuworthiness, thou diest: away!
Thou art poison to my blood.

Post. The gods protect you!

And bless the good remainders of the courtly

I am gone. [Exit.

Into. There cannot be a pinch in death

More sharp than this is.

Cym. 0 disloyal thing,

That shouldst repair my youth, thou heapest

A year’s age on me!
Imo. I beseech you, sir,

Harm not yourself with your vexation: I

Am senseless of your wrath; a touch more rare

Subdues all pangs, all fears.

Cym. Past grace? obedience?

imo. Past hope, and in despair; that way
past grace. [my queen'

Cym. That mightst have had the sole son of

Imo. 0 bless’d that I might not! I chose an
eagle,

And did avoid a puttock.

Cym. Thou took’st a beggar; wouldst have
made my throne

A seat for baseness.
Imo. No; I rather added

A lusixe to it.

Cym. 0 thou vile one!
Imo. Sir,

It is your fault that I have lov’d Posthumus;
You bred him as my playfellow; and he is

A man worth any woman; overbuys me
Almost the sum he pays.

Cym. What, art thou mad?
Imo. Almost, sir: heaven restore me!

—

Would I were
A neat-herd’s daughter, and my Leonatus
Our neighbour shepherd’s son!

Cym.
.

Thou foolish thing!

—

Re-enter Queen.

^hey were again together: you have done
[To the Queen.

Not after our command. Away with her.

And pen her up.

Queen. Beseech your patience.—^Peace,

Dear lady daughter, peace!~Sweet sovereign.
Leave us to ourselves; and make yourself some

comfort
Out of your best advice.

Cym. Nay, let her languish
A drop of blood a day; and, being aged,
Die of this folly! with Lords.

Queen, Fie! you must give way.

Enter Pisanio,

Here is your servant.—How now, sir! What
news?

Pis. My lord your son drew on my master.
Queen. Ha!

No harm, I trust, is done!
Pis. There might have been,

But that my master rather play’d than fought,
And had no help of anger: they were parted
By gentlemen at hand.

Queen. I am very glad on’t.
Imo. Your son’s my father’s friend; he takes

his part.

—

To draw upon an exile I

—

0 brave sir!

—

I would they were in Afric both together;
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick
The goer back.—^Why came you from your

master?
Pis. On his command; he would not suffer

me
To bring him to the haven; left these notes
Of what commands I should be subject to,

When’t pleas’d you to employ me.
Queen. This hath been

Your faithful servant: I dare lay mine honour
He will remain so.

Pis. I humbly thank your highness
Queen. Pray, walk awhile.

Imo. About some half hour hence,
I pray you, speak with me: you shall at least

Go seemy lord aboard: for this time leave me.
[Exeunt.

Scene 1I.--Britain.—i Public Place.

Enter Cloten and two Lords.

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a
shirt; the violence of action hath made you reek
as a sacrifice: where air comes out air comes
in: there’s none abroad so wholesome as that
you vent.

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift

it.~Have I hurt him?
2 Lord. [Aside.] No, faith; not so much ‘as

his patience.

1 Lord. Hurt him! His body’s a passable
carcass if he be not hurt; it is a throughfaxe
for steel if it be not hurt.

2 Lord. [Aside.] His steel was in debt; it

went o’ the back side the town.
Clo. The villain would not stand me.
2 Lord, [Aside.] No; but he fled forward

still, toward your face.

1 Lord. Stand you I You have land enough
of your own: but he added to your having;
gave you some ground,

2 Lord. [Aside.] As many inches as you have
oceans.—Puppies!

Clo. I would they had not come between us,

2 Lord. [Aside.] So would I, till you had
measured how long a fool you were upon the
ground.

Clo. And that she should love this fellow,

and refuse me!
2 Lord. [Aside.] If it be a sin to make a true

election, she is damned.
1 lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty

and her brain go not together: she’s a good
sign, but I have seen small reflection of her wit.

2 Lord. [Aside.] She shines not upon fools,

lest the reflection should hurt her.
Clo. Come, I’ll to my chamber. “Would

there had been some hurt done!
2 Lord. [Aside.] I wish not so; unless it had

been the fall of an ass, which is no great hurt.

Clo. You’ll go with us?
y Lord. I’ll attend your lordship,

Clo. Nay, come, let’s go together.
,2 Lord. Well, my lord, [Fxeunf.
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lene’s Palace.

Enter Imogen and Pisanio.

Jmo. X would thou grew’st unto the shores o*

the haven,

And questioned’st every sail: ifhe should write,

And I not have it, ’twere a paper lost,

As offer’d mercy is. What was the last

That he spake to thee?

Pis. It was, His queen, his queerd

Mo. Then wav’d his handkerchief?

Pis, And' kiss’d it, madam.
Mo, Senseless linen! happier therein than

I!—
And that was all?

Pis, No, madam; for so long

As he could make me with this eye or ear

Distinguish him from others, he did keep
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief

Still waving, as the tits and stirs of’s mind
Could best express how slow his soul sail’d on,

How swift his ship.

/mo. Thou shouldst have made him
As little as a crow, or less, ere left

To after-eye him.
Pis, Madam, so I did.

Mo, I would have broke mine eye-strings,

crack’d them, but

To look upon him, till the diminution

Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle;

Nay, follow’d him till he had melted from
The smallness of a gnat to air; and then
Have turn’d mine eye and wept.—But, good

' Pisanio,

When shall we hear from him?
Pis. Be assur’d, madam,

With his next vantage.

Mo. I did not take my leave of him, but had
Most pretty things to' say; ere I could tell him
How I would think on him, at certain hours,

Such thoughts and such; or I could make him
swear

The shes of Italy should not betray {him

Mine interest and his honour; or have charg’d

At the sixth hour of mom, at noon, at midni^t,
To encounter me with orisons, for then
I am m heaven for him; or ere I could

Give him that parting Mss which I had set

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my
father,

And like the tyrannous breathing of the north

Shakes all our buds from growing.

Enter a Lady.

Lady. The queen, madam*
Desires your highness’ company.
Mo, Those things I bid you do, get them

despatch’d,

—

I will attend the queen.
Pis. Madam, I shall, [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Rome. An Apartment in

Philario’S House.

Enter Philaeio, Iachimo, a Frenchman, a
\

'

Dutchman, and a Spaniard.

lack. Believe it, sir, I have seen him in

Britain: he was then of a crescent note; ex-

pected to prove so worthy as since he hath been
allowed the name of: but I could then have
looked on him without the help of admiration;
though the catalogue of his endowments had
been tabled by his side, and I to peruse him by
items.

Phi. You speak of him when he was less fur-

nished than now he is with that which makes
him both without and within.

French. 1 have seen him in France: we had
very many there could behold the sun with as
firm eyes as he.

tack. This matter of marrying his king’s
daughter,

—
^wherein he must be weighed rather

by her value than his own,—words him, I

doubt not, a great deal from the matter,
French. And then his banishment,

—

lack. Ay, and the approbation of those that
weep this lamentable divorce, underher colours,
are wonderfully to extend him; be it but to
fortify her judgment, which else an easy battery
might lay flat, for taking a beggar without less
quahty. But how comes it he is to sojourn with
you? How creeps acquaintance?

Phi. His father and I were soldiers together;
to whom I have been often bound for no less
than my life.—Here comes the Briton: let him
be so entertained amongst you as suits wilh
gentlemen of your knowing to a stranger of his
quality.

Enter Posthumus.

I beseech you aU, be better known to this

gentleman; whom I commend to you as a nolDle
Mend of mine; how worthy he is Z will leave
to appear hereafter, rather than story him in his
own hearing.

French. Sir, we have known together in
Orleans.

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you
for courtesies, which I will be ever to pay and
yet pay still.

French. Sir, you o’errate my poor kindness:
I was glad I did- atone my countryman and
you; it had been pity you should have been
put together with so mortal a purpose as thin
each bore, upon importance of so slight and
trivial a nature.

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a
young traveller; rather shunned to go even with
what I heard than in my every action to be
guided by others’ experiences; but, upon my
mended judgment,—if I offend not to say it is

mended,—^my quarrel was not altogether slight.

French. Faith, yes, to be put to the^arbitre-

ment of swords; and by such two that would,
by all likelihood, have confounded one
other, or have fallen both.

lack. Can we, with manners, ask what was
the difference?

French. Safely, I think: ’twas a contention

in public, which may, without contradiction,

suffer the report. It was much like an argu-
ment that fell out last night, where each of us
fell in praise of our country mistresses; this

gentleman at that time vouching,—and upon
warrant of bloody affirmation,—his to be more
fair, virtuous, wise, chaste, constant-qualified,

and less attemptible thannny the rarest of

ladies in France.
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lack. That lady is not now living; or this

gentleman’s opinion, by this, worn out.

Post, She holds her virtue still, and I my
mind.

lack. You must not so fax prefer her fore ours

of Italy.

Post, Being so far provoked as I was in

France, I would abate her nothing; though I

profess myself her adorer, not her fnend.

tack. As fair and as good,—a kind of hand-
in-hand comparison,—had been something too

fair and too good for any lady m Brittany. If

she went before others I have seen, as that

diamond of yours out-lustres many I have be-

held, I could not but believe she excelled

many: but I have not seen the most precious

diamond that is, nor you the lady.

Post, I praised her as I rated her: so do I

my stone.

lack. What do you esteem it at?

Post. More than the world enjoys.

lack. Either your unparagoned mistress is

dead, or she’s outprized by a trifle.

Post, You are mistaken: the one may be sold

or given, if there were wealth enough for the

purchase or merit for the gift: the other is not

a thing for sale, and only the g^t of the gods.

lack. Which the gods have given you?
Post, Which, by their graces, I will keep.

lack. You may wear her in title yours: but,

you know, strange fowl hght upon neighbour-
ing ponds. Your ring may be stolen too: so

your brace of unprizeable estimations, the one
IS but frail and the other casual; a cunning
thief or a that-way-accomplished courtier would
hazard the winning both of first and last.

Post, Your Italy contains none so accom-
plished a courher to convince the honour of my
mistress, if in the holding or loss of that you
term her frail. I do nothmg doubt you have
store of thieves; notwithstanding I fear not my
ring.

PM. Let us leave here, gentlemen.
Post, Sir, with all my heart. This worthy

signior, I thank him, m^es no stranger of me;
we are famihar at first.

Jack. With five times so much conversation
I should get ground of your fair mistress; make
her go back even to the yielding, had I ad-
mittance and opportunity to friend.

Post. No, no.

lack, I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of

my estate to your ring; which, in my opinion,

o’ervalues it something: but I make my wager
rather against your confidence than her reputa-
tion: and, to bar your oflence herein too, I durst
attempt it against any lady in the world.

Post. You are a great deal abused in too
bold a persuasion; and I doubt not you sus-
tain what you’te worthy of by your attempt*

lack. What’s that?

Post. A repulse: though your attempt, as you
call it, deserve more,—a pumshment too.

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this: it came in
too suddenly; let it die as it was bom, and, I
pray you, be better acquainted.

lack. Would I had put my estate and my
neighbour’s on the approbation of what I have

i

spoke!
i

Post, What lady would you choose to assail?

;

Jack. Yours; whom in constancy you tiiinir

stands so safe. I will lay you ten thousand
ducats to your ring that, commend me to the
court where your lady is, witii no more ad-
vantage than the opportumty of a second
conference, and I will bnng from thence
that honour of hers which you imagme so
reserved.

Post. 1 will wage against your gold gold to
it: my ring I hold dear as my finger; ’tis part
of it.

lack. You are afraid, and therein the wiser.
If you buy ladies’ flesh at a milhon a dram, you
cannot preserve it from tainting: but I see you
have some religion in you, that you fear.

Post, This is but a custom m your tongue;
you bear a graver purpose, I hope.

lack. I am the master of my speeches; and
would undergo what’s spoken, I swear.

Post, WiUyou?—I shall but lendmy diamond
till your return:—-let there be covenants drawn
between us: my mistress exceeds in goodness
the hugeness of your unworthy thinking: I dare
you to this match: here’s my ring.

Phi. I will have it no lay.

lack. By the gods, it is one.—If I bring you
no sufficient testimony that I have enjoyed the
dearest bodily part of your mistress, my ten
thousand ducats are yours; so is your diamond
too: if I come off, and leave her in such honour
as you have trust in, she your jewel, ttus your
jewel, and my gold are yours;—provided I
have your commendation for my more free
entertainment.

Post. I embrace these conditions; let us have
articles betwixt us.—Only, thus far you shall

answer: if you make your voyage upon her,
and j^ve me directly to understand you have
prevail’d, I am no further your enemy; she is

not worth our debate: if she remain unseduced,—^you not making it appear otherwise,—^for

your ill opinion and the assault you have made
to her chastity you shall answer me wi& your
sword.

Jack. Your hand,—a covenant: we will have
these things set down by lawful counsel, and
straight away for Britain, lest the bargain
should catch cold and starve: I will fetch my
gold, and have our two wagers recorded.

Post. Agreed. [Exeunt Post, and Iach.
French. Will this hold, think you?
Phi. Signior lachimo not from it. Pray,

let us follow ’em. [Exeunt.

Scene V.—Britain. A Room in Cym-
beline’s Palace.

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius.

Queen. Whiles yet the dew’s on ground
gather those flowers;

Make haste: who has the note of them?
I Lady, I, madam.
Queen, Despatch.— [Exeunt Ladies.

Now, master doctor, have you brought those
drugs?

Cor, Pleaseth your highness, ay: here they
are, madam; [J^esenting a small box.

But I beseech your grace, without offence,—
My conscience bids me ask,—wherefore you

have
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Commanded of me these most poisonous com-
pounds,

Which' are the movers of a languishing death;

But, though slow, deadly?

Queen. I wonder, doctor,

Thou ask’st me such a question. Have I not
been

Thy pupil long? Hast thou not leam*d me how
To make perfumes? distil? preserve? yea, so

That our great Mng himself doth woo me oft

For my confections? Havmg thus far pro-

ceeded,

—

Unlesslhou think’stme devilish,—is^t not meet
That I did amplify my judgment in

Other conclusions? I will try the forces

Of these thy compounds on such creatures as

We count not worth the hanging,—^but none
human,

—

To try the vigour of them, and apply

AJlayments to them act; and by them gather

Their several virtues and effects.

Cor. Your highness

Shall from this practice but make hard your
heart;

Besides, the seeing these effects will be
Both noisome and infectious.

Queen. 0, content thee.

—

Here comes a flattering rascal; upon him
[Aside.

Will I first work: he’s for his master,

And enemy to my son.

—

Znter Pisanio.

How now, Pisanio!

—

Doctor, your service for this time is ended;
Take your own way.

Cot. [Aside:] I do suspect you, madam;
But you shall do no harm.

Queen, Hark thee, a word.
[To PlSAITIO.

Cor. [Aside.] I do not like her. She doth
thmk she has

Strange lingering poisons: I do know her spirit

And win not trust one of her mahce with

A drug of such damn’d nature. Those she has
Will stupify and dull the sense awhile; [dogs,

Which tot perchance she’ll prove on cats and
Then afterward up higher: but there is

No danger in what show of death it makes.
More than the locking up the spirits a time,

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool’d

With a most false effect; and I the truer

So to be false with her.

Queen. No further service, doctor,

Until I send for thee.

Cor, I humbly take my leave.

[Exit.

Queen. Weeps she still, say’st thou? Dost
thou thmk in time

She will not quench, and let mstructions enter

Where folly now possesses? Do thou work;
When thou sbalt bnng me word she loves my

son,

ru tell thee on the instant thou art then
As great as is thy master; greater,—for

His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name
Is at last gasp: return he cannot, nor
Continue where he is: to shift his being
Is to exchange one misery with another;

And every day that comes comes to decay
A day’s work in him. What shaft thou expect,

To be depender on a thing that leans,

—

Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends

[The Queen drops the box: Pisakio
takes it up.

So much as but to prop him?—Thou tak’st up
Thou know’st not what; but take it for thy

labour:
It is a thing I made, which hath the Mng
Five times redeem’d from death: I do not know
What is more cordial:—may, I pr’ythee, take it;

It is an earnest of a further good
That I mean to thee. TeE thy mistress how
The case stands with her; do’t as from thyself.

Think what a chance thou changest on; but
think

Thou hast thy mistress still,—to boot, my son.

Who shall take notice of thee; I’ll move the
Tnng

To any shape of thy preferment, such
As thou’lt desire; and then myself, I chiefly,

That set thee on to this desert, am bound
To load thy merit richly. Call my women:
Think on my words. [Exit Pisanio.

A sly and constant knave;
Not to be shak’d: the agent for his master;
And the remembrancer of her to hold
The hand-fast to her lord.—I have given him

that

Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her
Of liegers for her sweet; and which she after,

Except she bend her humour, shall be assur’d
To taste of too.

Re-enter Pisanio and Ladies.

So, so;—well done, well done:
The violets, cowshps,^d the primroses,
Bear to my closet.—Fare thee well, Pisanio;
Think on my words.

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies.
Pis. And shall do:

But when to my good lord I prove untrue
I’E choke myself: there’s all I’E do for you.

[Exit,

Scene VI.

—

Britain. Another Room in the

Palace.

Enter Imogen.

Imo. A father cruel and a step-dame false;

A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, [bandl
That hath her husband banish’d;—O, that hus-
My supreme crown of grief! and those repeated
Vexations of it! Had I been thief-stolen,

As my two brothers, happy! but most miser-
able

Is the desire that’s glorious: bless’d be those.

How mean soe’er, that have their honest wills,

Which seasons comfort.—^Who may this be?
Pie!

Enter Pisanio and Iachimo.

Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of Pome
Comes from my lord with letters.

lack. Change you, madam?
The worthy Leonatus is in safety,

And greets your highness dearly.

[Presenfs a letter.
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Imo* Tiianks, good sir:

You’re kindly welcome. [most rich!

lack. [AsMe,] AH of Her t&at is out of door

U she be furnish’d wiHi a mind so rare,

She is alone the Arabian bird; and 1

Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend!

Ann. me, audacity, from head to foot!

Or, like the Parthian, I shall Hying Hght;

Rather directly fly.

/mo. [Reeds.] Be is one of the noblest note

to whose kindnesses / am most infinitely tied.

R^eci upon him accordingly, as you value

your truest Leonatus.
So far I read aloud:
But even the very middle of my heart

Is warm’d by the rest, and takes it thankfully,

—

You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I

Have words to bid you; and shall find it so

In all that I can do.

lack. Thanks, fairest lady.— [eyes

What, are men mad? Hath nature given them
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich cope

Of sea and land, which can distinguish ’twixt

The fiery orbs above and the twinn’d stones

Upon th’ unnumber’d beach? and can we not

Partition make with spectacles so precious

’Twixt fair and foul?

Imo. What makes your admiration?

lack. It cannot be i’ the eye; for apes and
n;onkeys,

*Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way
and [ment;

.Contemn with mows the other; nor i’ the judg-

For idiots in this case of favour would
Be wisely definite: nor i’ the appetite;

Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos’d,

Should make desire vomit emptiness,

Kot so allur’d to feed.

Imo. What is the matter, trow?
lack. The cloyed will,

—

That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, [first

That tub both fill’d and running,—-ravening
The lamb, longs after for the garbage.

Imo* What, dealr sir.

Thus raps you? Are you well?

lack. Thanks, madam; well.—Beseech you,
sir, desire [To Pisakio.

My man’s abode where I did leave him; he
Is strange and peevish.

Pis. I was going, sir,

To give him welcome. [Exit.

Imo. Continues well my lord? His health,

beseech you?
lack. Well, madam.
Imo. Is he dispos’d to mirth? I hope he is,

lack. Exceeding pleasant; none a stranger
there

So merry and so gamesome: he is call’d

The Briton reveller.

Imo. When he was here
He did incline to sadness; and oftrimes
Hot knowing why.

lack, I never saw him sad.
There is a Frenchman his companion, one
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves
A Gallian girl at home: he furnaces [ton,

—

The thick sighs from him; whiles the jolly Bri-

Your lord, I mean,—^laughs from’s free lungs,

cries, 0, [Imows
Can my sides hoM, to think that man,—who

By history, report, or his own proof,
Wkaf woman is, yea, what she cannot choose
But must be,—will his free hours languish for
Assured bondage?
Imo, WiH my lord say so?
lach. Ay, mddam; with Ms eyes in flood

with laughter.

It is a recreation to be by [heavens know,
And hear him mock the Frenchman. But,
Some men are much to blame.
Imo, Hot he, I hope,
lach, Hot he; but yet heaven’s bounty to-

wards him might
Be us’d more thankfuHy. In himself ’tis

much;
In you,—^which I count his beyond all talents,—
Whilst 1 am bound to wonder I am bound
To pity too.

Imo, What do you pity, sir?

lach. Two creatures heartily,

Imo, Am I one, sir?

You look on me: what wreck discern you in me
Deserves your pity?

lach. Lamentable! What,
To Mde me from the radiant sun, and solace
1’ the dungeon by a snuff?

Imo, I pray you, sir,

Deliver with more openness your answers
To my demands. Why do you pity me?

lack. That others do,

I was about to say, enjoy your But
It is an office of the gods to venge it,

Hot mine to speak on’t.

Imo, You do seem to know
Something of me, or what concerns me: pray

you,—
Since doubting things go iU often hurts more
Than to he sure they do; for certainties

Either are past remedies, or, timely knowing,
The remedy then bom,—discover to me
What both you spur and stop.

lach. Had I this cheek
To bathe my Kps upon; tMs hand, whose touch,
Whose every touch, would force the feelet’s

soul

To the oath of loyalty; this object, wMch
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye,
Fixing it only here;—should I,—damn’d

then,—
Slaver with Ups as common as the stairs

That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands
Made hard with hourly falsehood,—^falsehood

as
With labour,—then ho-peeping in an eye
Base and uiuustrous as the smoky light

That’s fed with stinldng tallow,—^it were fit

That all the plagues of hell should at one time
Encounter such revolt.

Imo. My lord, I fear,

Has forgot Britain.

lack.
^

And himself. .Hot I,

Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce
The beggary of his dmnge; but ’tis your graces
That from my mutest conscience to my tongue
Charms this report out
Imo, Let me hear no more.
lach, 0 dearest soul! your cause doth strike

my heait
TOh pity that doth make me sick! A lady .

So fair, and fasten’d to an empery,
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Would make the great’st Mug double,—to be
partner’d

With tomboys, hir’d with that self-exhibition

Whicii your own coffers yield! with diseas’d

ventures.

That play with all infirmities for gold [stuff

Which rottenness can lend nature! such boil’d

As well might poison poison! Be reveng’d;

Or she that bore you was no queen, and you
Recoil from your great stock.

Jmo. Reveng’d!

How should I be reveng’d? If this be true,—
As I have such a heart ^at both mine ears

Must not in haste abuse,—if it be true,

How should I be reveng’d?

lack. Should he make me
Live like Diana’s priest betwixt cold sheets.

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps.
In your despite, upon your purse? Revenge it.

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure;

More noble than that runagate to your bed;
And will continue fast to your affection.

Still close as sure.

Imo, What ho, Pisaniol

lack. Let me my service tender on your Ups.

Imo, Away!—I do condemn mine ears that

have [able

So long attended thee.—If thou were honour-
Thou wouldst have told this tale for virtue, not

For such an end thou Seek’st,—^as base as
strange.

Thou wrong’st a gentleman who is as far

From thy report as thou from honour; and
Solicit’st here a lady that disdains

Thee and the devil alike.—^What, ho, Ksaniol

—

The king my father shall be made acquainted
Of thy assault: if he shall think it fit

A saucy stranger in his court to mart
As in a Romish stew, and to expound
LQs beastly mind to us,—he hath a court

He little cares for, and a daughter who
He not respects at aU.—What, ho, Pisanio!

—

lack, 0 happy Leonatusl I may say:

The credit that thy lady hath of thee [ness

Defierves thy trust; and thy most perfect good-
Her assur’d credit!—Blessed live you long!

A lady to the worthiest sir that ever
Country call’d his! and you his mistress, only
For the most worthiest fit! Give me your

pardon.
I have spoke this to know if your affiance

Were deeply rooted; and shall make your lord

That which he is new o’er: and he is one
The truest manner’d; such a holy witch
That he enchants societies unto him;
Half all men’s hearts are his.

Imo, You make amends.
lack. He sits ’mongst men like a descended

god:
He hath a kind of honour sets Hm off

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry,

Most mighty princess, that I have adventur’d

To try your taking of a false report; which hath
Honou^d with confirmation your great judg-

ment
Is the election of a sir so rare, [him

Which you know cannot err: the love I bear
Made me to fan you thus; but the gods made

you, ' [don.

tMike all others, chaffless. Pray, your par-

Imo, All’s well, sir: take my power i’ the
court for yours. [got

lack. My humble thanks. I had almost for-
To entreat your grace but in a small request,
And yet of moment, too for it concerns
Your lord, myself, and otiier noble friends
Axe partners in the business.
Imo, Pray, what is’t?

lack. Some dozen Romans of us, and your
lord,— [sums

The best feather of our wing,—have mingled
To buy a present for the emperor;
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done
In France; ’tis plate of rare device, and jewels
Of rich and exquisite form; their values great;
And I am something curious, being strange
To have them in safe stowage : may it please you
To take them in protection?
Imo. Willingly;

And pawn mine honour for their since
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them
In my bed-chamber.

lack. They are in a trunk,
Attended by my men: I will make bold
To send them to you only for this night;
I must aboard to-morrow.
Imo, 0, no, no. [word
lack. Yes, I beseech; or I shall short my

By length’ning my return. From Gallia
I cross’d the seas on purpose and on promise
To see your grace.

Imo, 1 thank you for your pains;
But not away to-morrow!

lack, 0, 1 must, madam:
Therefore I shall beseech you, if you please
To greet yoiur lord with wnting, do’t to-night:

I have outstood my time; which is material
To the tender of our present.

Imo, I will write.

Send your trunk to me; it shah safe be kept
And t^y yielded you. You’re very welcome.

[Exevnt,

ACT IL

Scene I.—Britain. Court before Cym-
BELiNE’s Palace,

Euier Cloten <md two Lords.

Clo, Was there everman had such luck! when
I kissed the jack, upon an up-cast to be hit

away! I had a hundred pound on’t: and then
a whoreson jackanapes must take me up for
swearing; as if I borrowed mine oaths of him,
and mi^t not spend them at my pleasure.

1 Lord, What got he by that? You have
broke his pate with your bowl. *

zLord, [Asufe.] If his wit had been like

him that broke it, it would have run all out.

do. When a gentleman is disposed to swear,
it is not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths,

ha?
2 Lord, Ho, my lord; [aside] nor crop the

ears of them.
Clo, Whoreson dogi—I give him satisfac-

tion? Would he had been one of my rank!

2 Lord, [isaie.] To have smelt like a fool.

Clo, I am not vexed more at anything in the
earth,—a pox on’t! I had rather not be so
noble as 1 am; 'they dare not fi^t with me.
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liecause of the queen my mother: every jack-

dave hath his belly full of fighting, and I must
go up and down like a cock that nobody can
match.

2 Lord* [Aside.] Tou are cock and capon too;

and you crow, cock, with your comb on.

Cio. Sayest thou?
1 Lord. It is not fit your lordship should

undertake every companion that you give of-

fence to.

Clo. No, I know that: but it is fit I should
commit offence to my inferiors.

2 Lord, Ay, it is fit for your lordship only.

Clo, Why, so I say.

1 Lord. Did you hear of a stranger that’s come
to court to-night?

Clo. A stranger, and I not know on’tl

2 Lord, [Aside.] He’s a strange fellow himself,

and knows it not.

1 Lord. There’s an Italian come; and ’tis

thought, one of Leonatus’ friends.

Clo. Leonatus I a banished rascal; and he’s
another, whatsoever he be. Who told you of

this stranger?

2 Lord. One of your lordship’s pages.
Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him? Is

there no derogation in’t.

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord.

Clo. Not easily, I think.

2 Lord. [Aside.] You are a fool granted;
therefore your issues, being foohsh, do not
derogate.

Clo. Come, I’ll go see this Italian: what I

have lost to-day at bowls FU win to-night of
him. Come, go.

a Lord. I’U attend your lordship.

[Exeunt Cloten and first Lord.
That such a crafty devil as is his mother
Should yield the world this ass I a woman that
Bears afi down with her brain; aud this her son
Cannot take two from twenty, for his heart,
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess,
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur’st,

—

Betwixt a father by thy stepdame govern’d;
A mother hourly coining plots; a wooer
More hateful than the foul expulsion is

Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act
Of the divorce he’d make! The heavens hold

firm

The walls of thy dear honour; keep unshak’d
That temple, ^y fair mind; that thou mayst

stand
To enjoy thy banish’d lord and this great land!

[Exit.

Scene II.—Britain. Imogen s Bed-
chamber; in one part of it a Trunk.

Imogen in bed reading; a Lady attending.

Imo. Who’s there? my woman Helen?
Lady, Please you, madam.
tmo. What hour is it?

lady. Almost njidnight, madam.
mo* I have read three hours, then; mine

eyes are weak:
Fold down the leaf where I have left: to bed;
Take not away the taper, leave it burning;
And if thou canst awake by four o’ the clock,

prijlhee, call me. Sleep hath seiz’d me
wholly. [Exit Lady,

To your protection I commend me, gods!
From fairies aud the tempters of the
Guard me, beseech ye!

[Sle^s, lkcmM.0 comes from the trunk,
lack. The crickets sing, and man’s o’er-

labour’d sense
Repairs itself by rest. Our Tarquin thus
Did softly press the rushes ere he waken’d
The chastity he wounded.—Cytherea,
How bravely thou becom’st thy bed! fresh lily»
And whiterthanthe sheets! That I might touch’
But Mss; one Mss!—Rubies unparagon’d,
How dearly they do’t!—’Tis her breathing that
Perfumes the chamber thus: the flame o' the

taper
Bows toward her, and would imderpeep her

lids,

To see the enclosed lights, now canopied
Under these windows, white and azure, lac’d
With blue of heaven’s own tinct.—But my

design
To note the chamber:—I will write all down;
Such and such pictures;—there the window:—

such
The adornment of her bed;—the arras, figures,
Why, such and such;—and the contents o’ the

story,

—

Ah, but some natural notes about her body
Above ten thousand meaner movables
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory.
0 sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her!
And be her sense but as a monument.
Thus in a chapel lying!—Come off, come off;

. ^ [Taking off her bracelet.
As shppery as the Gordian knot was hard!—
’Tis mine; and this will witness outwardly,
As strongly as the conscience does within,
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops
I’ the bottom of a cowslip. Here’s a voucher
Stronger than ever law could make: this secret
Win force him think I have pick’d the lock

and ta’en [what end?
The treasure of her honour. No more. To
Why should I write this down, that’s riveted,
Screw’d to my memory?—She hath been read-

ing late

The tale of Tereus; here the leaf’s turn’d down
Where Philomel gave up.—^I have enough;
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it.

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, that
dawning

May bare the raven’s eye! I lodge in fear;
Though this a heavenly angel, heU is here.,

^ [Clock strikes.
One, two, three,—Time, time!

[Goes into the trunk. Scene closes.

Scene III.

—

Britain. An Ante-chamber
adjoining Imogen’s Apartment,

Enter Ceoten and Lords.

2 Lord. Your lordship is the most patient
man in loss, the most coldest that ever turned
up ace.

Clo, It would make any man cold to lose.
1 Lord. But not every man patient after the

noble temper of your lordship. You are most
hot and furious when you win.
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Cto, Wuming will put any man into courage.

If I could get this foolish Imogen, I should

have gold enough. It’s almost morning, is’t i

not?

I Lord, Day, my lord.

do. I would this music would come: I am
advised to give her music o’ mornings; they

say it will penetrate.

Enter Musicians.
|

Come on; tune: if you can penetrate her with
your fingering, so; we’ll try with tongue too:

if none will do, let her remain; but I’ll never
give o’er. First, a very excellent good-con-
ceited thingj after a wonderful sweet air, voith

admirable rich words to it,—and then let her
consider.

SONG-
Hark, hark! the lark at heaven’s gate sings.

And Phoebus ’gms anse,
His steeds to water at those springs
On chahc’d flowers that bes;

And wmkmg Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes;

With everything that pretty is;

My lady sweet, arise;

Arise, ansel

So, get you gone. If this penetrate, I will con-

sider your music the better: if it do not, it is a
vice in her ears; which horse-hairs and calves’

guts, nor the voice of tmpaved eunuch to boot,

can never mend. {Exeunt Musicians.

3 Lord. Here comes the king,

do. I am glad I was up so late; for that’s

the reason I wpa up so early: he cannot choose
but take this service I have done fatherly.

—

Enter Cymbeline and Queen.

Good-morrow to your majesty and to my
gracious mother. [daughter?

Cym. Attend you here the door of our stem
Will she not forth?

Clo. I have assailed her with music, but she
vouchsafes no notice,

Cjrm., The exile of her minion is too new;
She hath not yet forgot him: some more time
Must wear the print of his remembrance out,

And then she’s yours.
Queen. You are most bound to the king,

Who lets go by no vantages that may
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself

To orderly solicits, and be friended
With aptness of the season; make denials

Increase your services; so seem as if

You were inspir’d to do those duties which
You tender to her; that you in all obey her.
Save when command to your dismission tends,

And therein you are senseless.

do. Senseless! not so.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from
Rome;

The one is Caius Lucius.
Cym. A worthy fellow.

Albeit he comes on an^ry purpose now;
But that’s no fault of his: we must receive him
According to the honour of his sender; [us,

And towards himself, his goodness forespent on

We must extend our notice.—Our dear son,
When you have given good-moming to your

mistress,

Attend the queen and us; we shall have need
To employ you towards this Roman.—Come,

our queen.
[Exeunt Cym., Qtjeen., Lords, and Mess.

Clo. If she be up, I’ll speak with her; if not,

Let her He still and dream.—By your leave,

ho!— [^ocAs.
I know her women are about her: what
If I do line one of their hands? ’Tis gold
Which buys admittance; oft it doth; yea, and

makes
Diana’s rangers false themselves, yield up
Their deer to the stand o’ the stealer; and *tis

gold [thief;

Which makes the true man kill’d and saves the
Nay, sometimes hangs both thief and true man:

what
Can it not do and undo? I will make
One of her women lawyer to me; for

I yet not understand the case myself.
By your leave. [jKhocAs.

Enter a Lady.

Lady. Who’s there that knocks?
Clo. A gentleman.
Lady. No more?
Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman’s son.
Lady. That’s more

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours,
Can justly boast of. What’s your lordship’s

pleasme?
Clo. Your lady’s person: is she ready?
Lady. Ay,

To keep her chamber.
Clo, There is gold for you; seU me your good

report. [of you
Lady. How! my good name? or to report

What I shall think is good?—The princess!

Enter Imogen.

Clo. Good-morrow, fairest; sister, your
sweet hand. ' [much pains

Imo. Good-morrow, sir. You lay out too
For purchasing but trouble: the thanks 1 give
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks,
And scarce can spare them.

Clo. Still, I swear I love you.
/mo. If you but said so, ’twere as deep with

me:
If you swear still, your recompense is still

that I regard it not.

Clo. This is no answer.
Imo. But that you shall not say I yield, beiug

silent, [faith,

I would not speak. I pray you, spare me:
I shall unfold equal discourtesy [knowing
To your best kindness: one of your great
Shoifid learn, being taught, forbearance.

Clo. To leave you in your madness ’twere
my sin:

I will not.

Imo. Fools are not mad folks.

Clo.
'

Do you call me fool?

Imo. As I am mad, I do:
If you’ll be patient I’ll no more be mad;



788 CYMBELINE [act II,

That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir.

You put me to forget a lady’s manners
By being so verbal: and learn now, for all,

That I, which know my heart, do here pro-

nounce.
By the very truth of it, I care not for you;

And am so near the lack of charity,

—

To accuse myself,—I hate you; which I had
rather

You felt than make’t my boast.

Clo. You sin against

Obedience, which you owe your father. Tor
The contract you pretend with that base

wretch,

—

One bred of alms and foster’d with cold dishes,

Wi^ scraps o’ the court,—^it is no contract,

none:
And though it be allow’d in meaner parties,—

Yet who than he more mean?—to knit their

souls,

—

On whom there is no more dependency
But brats and beggary,— self-figur’d knot;

Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement by
The consequence o’ the crown; and must not

soil

The precious note of it with a base slave,

A bilding for a hvery, a squire’s cloth,

A pantler,—not so eminent.
Imo. Profane fellow! *

Wert Ihou the son of Jupiter, and no more
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base

To be his groom: thou wert dignified enough,

Even to the point of envy, if ’twere made
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl’d

The under-hangman of his Mngdom; and hated
For being preferr’d so well.

CZo. The south fog rot him!
Imo. He never can meet more mischance

than come
To be but nam’d of thee. His meanest garment,
That ever hath but chpp’d his body, is dearer
my respect than all the hairs above thee,

Were they all made such men.

Enter Pisanio.

How now, Pisanio!

Ch. His garment! How, the devil,

—

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee pres-
ently,

—

Clo. His garment!
Imo. I am spiited with a fool;

Frighted, and anger’d worse.—Go, bid my
woman

Search for a jewel that too casually [me
Hath left mine arm: it was thy master’s; shrew
If I would lose it for a revenue
Of any king’s in Europe. I do think
I saw’t this morning: confident I am
Last night ’twas on mine arm; I kiss’d it;

I hope it be not gone to tellmy lord
That I Mss aught but he.

Pis. ’Twill not be lost.

Imo, I hope so; go and search.

Pisanio.
do. Yo'u have abus’d me,

—

His meanest garment?
Imo. Ay, I said so, sir:

If you will make ’t an action, call witness to ’t.

Clo. I will inform your father.

Imo. Your mother too:
She’s my good lady; and will conceive, I hope.
But the worse of me. So I leave you, sir,

To the worst of discontent.

Clo. I’ll be reveng’d:

—

Bhs meanest garment!—Well, [Exti.

Scene IV.—Rome. An Apartment in
Philario’s House,

Enter Posthumus and Philario.

Post, Fear it not, sir: I would I were so sure
To win the king as I am bold her honour
Will remain hers.

Phi. What means do you make to him?
Post. Not any; but abide the change of time;

Quake in the present winter’s state, and wish
That wanner days would come: m these sear’d

hopes
I barely gratify your love; they failing,

I must die much your debtor.

Phi. Your very goodness and your company
O’erpays all I can do. By this your king
Hath heard of great Augustus: Caius Lucius
Will do’s commission throughly: and I think
He’ll grant the tribute, send the arrearages,
Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance
Is yet fresh in their grief.

Post I do believe,

—

Statist though I am none, nor like to be,

—

That this will prove a war; and you shall hear
The legions now in Galha sooner landed
In our not-feaimg Britain than have tidings

Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen
Are men more ordered than when Julius Caesar
Smil’d at their lack of skill, but found their

courage
Worthy his frowning at: their discipline,

—

Now mingled with their courage,—will make
known

To their approvers they are people such
That mend upon the world.

Phi. See! lachimol

Enter Iachimo.

Post, The swiftest harts have posted you by
land;

And winds of all the comers Hss’d your sails,

To make your vessel nimble.
Phi, Welcome, sir.

Post I hope the briefness of your answer
made

The speediness of your return.
lack. Your lady

Is one of the fairest that I have look’d upon.
Post And therewithal the best; or let her

beauty
Look through a casement to allure false hearts,

And be false with them.
lack. Here are letters for you.
Post Their tenor good, I trust.

lack. ’Tis very like.

Phi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court

When you were there?
lack. He was expected .then,

But not approach’d.
Post AH is well yet.

—

Sparkles this stone ss it was wont? or is’t,not

Too dull for your good wearing?
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lack* If I bad lost it

I should have lost the worth of it in gold.

I»I1 make a journey twice as far, to enjoy

A second night of such sweet shortness which
Was mine in Britain; for the ring is won.
Post The stone’s too hard to come by.
lack. Hot a whit,^

Your lady being so easy.

Post. Make not, sir,

Your loss your sport: I hope you know lhat we
Must not continue friends.

lack. Good sir, we must.
If you keep covenant. Had I not brought
The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant

We were to question further: but I now
Profess myself the winner of her honour,
Together with your ring; and not the wronger
Of her or you, having proceeded but
By both your wills.

Post. If you can make’t apparent

That you have tasted her in bed, my hand
And ring is yours: if not, the foul opimon
You had of her pure honour gains or loses

Your sword or mine, or masterless leaves both
To who shall find them.

lack. Sir, my circumstances,

Being so near the truth as I will make them,
Must first induceyou to believe: whose strength

I will confirm with oath; which I doubt not
You’ll give me leave to spare when you shall

find

You need it not.

Post. Proceed.
lack. First, her bedchamber,—

Where, I confess, I slept not; but profess

Had that was well worth watching,—^it was
hang’d

With tapestry of silk and silver; the story

Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Poman,
And Cydnus swell’d above the banks, or for

The press of boats or pride: a piece of work
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive

In workmanship and value; which I wonder’d
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought,
Since the true life on’t was,

—

Post. This is true;

And this you mij^t have heard of here, by me
Or by some other.

lack. More particulars

Must justify my knowledge.
Post So they must,

Or do your honour injury.

lack. The chimney
Is south the chamber; and the chimney-piece
Chaste Bian bathing: never saw I figures

So likely to report themselves: the cutter

Was as another nature, dumb; outwent her.

Motion and breath left out.

Post This is a thing
Which you mi^t from relation likewise reap;
Being, as it is, much spoke of.

lach. The roof o’ the chamber
With golden cherubins is fretted; her and-

irons,—
I had forgot them,—^were two winking Cupids
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely

Depending on their brands*
jPosf. This is her honourl—r

Let, it he granted you have seen all this,—and
praise

Be given to your remembrance,—^the descrip-

tion

Of what is m her chamber nothing saves
The wager you have laid.

lack. Then, if you can.
[Pulling out the bracelet.

Be pale; I beg but leave to air this jewel; seel

—

And now ’tis up agaiu: it must be married
To that your diamond; I’ll keep them.

Post. Jove!

—

Once more let me behold it: is it that
Which I left with her?

lack. Sir,—I thank her,—^that:

She stripp’d it fropa her arm; I see her yet;
Her pretty action did outsell her gift.

And yet enrich’d it too; she gave it me, and
said

She priz’d it once.
Post Maybe she pluck’d it off

To send it me.
lack. She writes so to you? doth she?
Post. 0, no, no, no! ’tis true. Here, take

this too; [Glues the ring.

It is a basilisk unto mine eye,

KHis me to look on’t.—Let there be no honour
Where there is beauty; truth where semblance;

love

Where there’s another man: the vows of women
Of no more bondage be to where they are made
Than they are to their virtues; which is

nothing.

—

0, above measure false!

Phi, Have patience, sir,

And take your ring again; ’tis not yet won:
It may be probable she lost it; or,

Who knows if one o’ her women, being cor-

rupted,

Hath stolen it from her?
Post Very true;

And so I hope he came by’t.—Back my ruig:

Render to me some corporal sign about her,

More evident than this; for this was stolen.

lach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm.
Post Hark you, he swears; by Jupiter he

swears. [sure

’Tis true,—^nay, keep the ring,—’tis true: I am
She would not lose it: her attendants are
All sworn and honourable;—they induc’d to

steal it!

And by a stranger!—No, he hath enjoyed her;
The cognizance of her incontinency
Is this,—she hath bought the name of whore

thus dearly.

—

There, take thy hire; and all the fiends of hell

Divide themselves between you!
Phi. Sir, be patient;

This is not strong enough to be believ’d

Of one persuaded well of,

—

Post. Never talk on’ t.

She hath been colted by him.
lack. If you seek

For further satisf:^g, under her breast,—
Worthy the pressing,—lies a mole, right proud
Of that most delicate lodging: by my life,

I kiss’d it; and it gave me present hunger
To feed again, though fuH. You do remember
This stain upon her?
Post . Ay, and it doth confirm

Another stain, as big as heB can hold.

Were there no more but it.
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lack. Will you hear more?
JPosU Spare your arithmetic: never count the

turns;

Once, and a millionl

Jack* PH he sworn,

—

Post 1^0 swearing.

If you will swear you have not done’t, you lie;

And I willMU thee if thou dost deny
Thou’st made me cuckold.

lack. Ph deny nothing.

Post 0, that I had her here to tear her limb-

meal!
I will go there and do’t; i* the court; before

Her father: PU do something,— [Exit

Phi. Quite besides

The government of patience!—You have won:
LePs follow him, and pervert the present wrath

He hath against himself.

lack. With aU my heart.

[Exeunt

Scene V.—Home. Another Room in

Philario’s House.

Enter Posthumus.

Post. Is there no way for men to be, but
women

Must be half-workers? We are aU bastards;

And that most venerable man which I

Did caU my father was I know not where
When I was stamp’d; some coiner with his tools

Made me a counterfeit: yet my mother seem’d
The Dian of that time: so doth my wife

The nonpareil of this.—0, vengeance, ven-
geance!

—

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain’d,

And pray’d me oft forbearance: did it with

A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on’t?

Mij^t well have warm’d old Saturn; that I

thought her
As chaste as unsunn’d snow.—0, aU the

devils!

—

This yeUow lachimo in an hour,—^was’t not?

Or less,—^at first?—^Perchance he spoke not,

but,

Tike a fuU-acom’d boar, a German one,

Cried 0/ and mounted; found no opposition
But what he look’d for should oppose, and she
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out
The woman’s part in me! For there’s no

motion
That tends to vice-in man hut I affirm

It is the woman’s part: be it lying, note it,

The woman’s; flattering, hers; deceiving,

hers; [hers;

Bust and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges,
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,

Nice longmg, slanders, mutability,

AU faults &at have a name, nay, that heU
knows,

Why, hers, in part or aU; but rather aU;

For ev’n to vice

They are not constant, but are changing stiU

One vice, but of a minute old, for one
Not half so old as that. PU write against them,
Detest them, curse them.—Yet ’tis greater skUl
In a true hate to pray they have their wUl:
The very devils cannot plague them better.

[Exit

ACT III,

Scene I.—Britain. A Room of State in
Cymbeline’s Palace.

Enter, at one side, Cymbeline, Queen,
Cloten, end Lords; at the other Caius
Lucius and Attendants.

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Caesar
with us? [brance yet

Luc. When Julius Caesar,—^whose remem-
Lives in men’s eyes, and wiU to ears and ton-

gues
Be theme and hearing ever,—was in this Britain
And conquer’d it, Cassibelan, thine unde,

—

Famousm Caesar’s praises no whit less

Than in his feats deserving it,—for him
And his succession granted Home a tribute

Yearly three thousand pounds; which by thee
lately

Is left untender’d.

Queen. And, to kill the marvel,
ShAU be so ever.

Clo. There be many Caesars

Ere such another JuUus. Britain is

A world by itself; and we wiU nothing pay
For wearmg our own noses.

Queen. That opportunity,
Which then they had to take from’s, to resume
We have again.—Remember, sir, my Uege,
The kings your ancestors; together with
The natural bravery of your isle, which stands
As Neptune’s park, ribbed and paled in

With rocks unscaleable and roaring waters;
With sands that wiU not bear your enemies’

boats, [conquest
But suck them up to the top-mast. A Mnd of

Caesar made here; but made not here his brag
Of came, and saw, enA. overcame: with shame,

—

The first that ever touch’d him,—^he was carried
From off our coast, twice beaten; and his sMp-

ping,—
Poor ignorant baubles !-*H>n our terrible seas,

Like egg-shells mov’d upon their surges,

crack’d
As easily ’gainst our rocks: for joy whereof
The fam’d Cassibelan, who was once at point,

—

0, giglot fortune!—^to master Caesar’s sword,
Made Lud’s town with rejoicing fires bri^t
And Britons stmt with courage.

Clo. Come, there’s no more tribute tp be
paid: our kingdom is stronger than it was at

that time; and, as I said, there is no more such
Caesars: other of them may have crooked
noses; but to owe such straight arms, none.

Cym. Son, let your mother end.
Oo. We have yet many among us can gripe

as hard as Cassibelan: I do not say I am one;
but I have a hand.—^Why tribute? why should
we pay tribute? If Caesar can hide the sun
from us with a blanket, or put the moon in his

pocket, we wiU pay him tribute for light; else,

sir, no more tribute, pray you now.
Cym. You must know,

Till the injurious Homans did extort

This tribute from us, we were free: Caesar’s

ambition,

—

Which swell’d so much that it did almost stretch

The sides o’ the world,—against all colour, here
Did put the yoke upon’s; which to shake off
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Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon
Ourselves to be.

Clo. We do.

Cym, Say then to Csesar,

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius which
Ordain’d our laws,—whose use the sword of

Cassar [franchise

Hath too much mangled; whose repair and
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed,
Though Rome be therefore angry:—Mulmutius

made our laws,

Who was the first of Bntain which did put
His brows within a golden crown, and call’d

Himself a kmg.
Luc. I am sorry, Cymbeline,

That I am to pronounce Augustus Caesar,

—

Caesar, that hath more kings his servants than
Thyself domestic officers,—^thine enemy:
Receive it from me, then:—^War and confusion

In Caesar’s name pronounce I ’gainst thee: look
For fury not to be resisted.—Thus defied,

I thank thee for myself,

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius,

Thy Caesar knighted me; my youth I spent
Much under him; of him I gather’d honour;
Which he to seek of me again, perforce,

Behoves me keep at utterance. I am perfect

That the Pannoruans and Dalmatians for

Their hberties are now in arms,—a precedent
Wluch not to read would show the Britons cold:

So Caesar shall not find them.
Luc. Let proof speak.

Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make
pastime with us a day or two, or longer: if you
seek us afterwards in other terms, you shall find

us in our salt-water girdle: if you beat us out
of it, it is yours; if you fall in the adventure,
our crows shall fare the better for you; and
there’s an end.

Luc. So, sir. [mine:
Cym, I know your master’s pleasure, and he

All the remain is, welcome. [Exeunt.

Scene IL— Britain. Another Room in the

Palace.

Enter Pisanio with a letter.

Pis. Howl of adultery? Wherefore write
you not

What monster’s her accuser?—LeonatusI
0 masterl what a strange infection

Is fallen into thy earl What false Italian,

—

As poisonous tongu’d as handed,—^hath pre-

vail’d

On thy too ready hearing?—Disloyall Ho:
She’s punish’d for her truth; and undergoes,
More goddess-Eke than wife-like, such assaults

As would tzke in some virtue.—0 my masterl
Thy mind to her is now as low as were
Thy fortunes.—^Howl that I should murder her?
Upon the love, and truth, and vows which I

Have made to thy command?—I, her?—her
blood?

If it be so to do good service, never
Let me be counted serviceable. How look I,

That I should seem to lack humanity
So much as this fact comes to? [Readir^,]

DoH: the letter

That Ihave sent her, by her own command
Shall give thee opportunity:—0 damn’d paper!

Black as the ink that’s on theel Senseless
bauble,

Art thou a fedary for this act, and look’st

So virgin-hke without? Lo, here she comes*
I am Ignorantm what I am commanded.

Enter Imogene.

Imo. How now, Pisanio!
Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord.

Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord,

—

Leonatus?
0, learn’d mdeed were that astronomer
That knew the stars as I his characters;
He’d lay the future open.—You good gods.
Let what is here contam’d reHsh of love,

Of my lord’s health, of his content,—yet not
That we two are asunder,—^let that gneve him;
Some griefs are med’cinable; that is one of

them,
For it doth physic love;—of his content [be

All but in that!—Good wax, thy leave:—bless’d
You bees that make these locks of counsel!

Lovers
And men in dangerous bonds pray not alike:

Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet
You clasp young Cupid’s tables.—Good news,

gods! ' [Reads.
Justice, and your fathers wrath, should he

take me m his dominion, could not be so cruel

to me, as you, O the dearest of creatures, would
even renew me with your eyes. Take notice

that I am in Cambria, at MilfordSaven:
what your own love will, out of this, advise you,
follow. So he wishes you all happiness that

remains loyal to his vow, and your, increasing

in love, Leonatus Posthumus.
O for a horse with wings!—Hear’st thou,

Pisamo?
He is at MiHord-Haven: read, and teE me
How far ’tis thither. If one of mean affairs

May plod it in a week, why may not I

Ghde thither ia a day?—then, true Pisanio,

—

Who long’st, like me, to see thy lord; who
long’st

—

0, let me ’bate—^but not Eke me; yet long’st,

But in a fainter kmd: 0, not Eke me;
For mine’s beyond beyond,—say, and speak

thick,

—

Love’s councillor should fill the bores of hearing
To the smothering of the sense,—how far it is

To this same blessed Milford; and, by the
way,

TeE me how Wales was made so happy as
To inherit such a haven: but, first of aE,

How we may steal from hence; and for the gap
That we shaE make in time, from our hence-

going [hence:

And our return, to excuse. But first, how get

Why should excuse be bom or e’er begot?
We’ll talk of that hereafter. Pr’ythee, speak,
How many score of miles may we well rice

’Twixt hour and hour?
Pis. One core ’twixt sun and sun,

Madam, ’s enough for you, and too much too.

Imo. Why, one that rode to’s execution, man,
Could never go so slow: I have heard of riding

wagers.
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands
That run i* the clock’s behalf;—^but this is

foolery:
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Go bid my woman feign a sickness; say

SWll borne to her father: and provide me
presently

A riding suit no costlier than would fit

A franMin’s housewife.
Pis. Madam, you’re best consider.

Imo. I see before me, man, nor here, nor
here,

Kor what ensues; but have a fog in them
That I cannot look through. Away, I pr’ythee;

Do as I bid thee: there’s no more to say;

Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeimt

SCEHE III.—Wales. A mountainous Country
with a Cave.

Enter Belarius, Gthderius, and Arviraovs.

Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with
such [gate

Whose roof’s as low as ours! Stoop, boys; this

Instructs you how to adore the heavens, and
bows you

To a morning’s holy office; the gates of

monarchs
Are arch’d so high that giants may jet through,
And keep their impious turbans on, without
Good-morrow to the sim.—Hail, thou fair

heaven!
We house i’ the rock, yet use thee not so hardly
As prouder livers do.

Gui. Hail, heaven!
Arv. Hail, heaven!.
Bel. Now for our mountain sport; up to

yond hill,

Your legs are young; I’ll tread these flats.

Consider,

When you above perceive me like a crow,

That it is place which lessens and sets off;

And you may then revolve what tales I have
told you

Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war:
This service is not service so being done,
But being so allow’d: to apprehend thus
Draws us a profit from all things we see;

And often, to our comfort, shall we find

The sharded beetle in a safer hold
Than is the fuU-wing’d eagle. 0, this life

Is nobler than attending for a check,
Richer than doing nothing for a bauble,
Prouder than rustlmg in unpaid-for silk:

Such gain the cap of him that makes ’em fine,

Yet keeps his book uncross’d: no life to ours.

Gui. Out of your proof you speak: we, poor
unflegd’d, [know not

Have never vring’d from view o’ the nest; nor
What air’s from home. Haply this life is best,

If quiet life be best; sweeter to you
That have a sharper known; well corresponding
With your stiff age: but unto us it is

A cell of ignorance; travelling abed;
A prison for a debtor, that not dares
To stride a limit.

Arv, What should we speak of
When we are old as you? when we shall hear
The rain and wind beat dark December, how,
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse
The freezing hours away? We have seen

nothing:
We are beastly; subtle as the fox for prey;
Like warlike as the wolf for what we eat;

Our valour is to chase what flies; our cage
We make a quire, as doth the prison’d fod,
And sing onr bondage freely.

Bel. How you speak!
Did you but know the city’s usuries,

And felt them knowmgly: the art o’ the court,

As hard to leave as keep; whose top to climb
Is certain falling, or so slippery that

The fear’s as bad as falling: the tojd o’ the war,
A pain that only seems to seek out danger
I’ Ihe name of fame and honour; which dies i’

the search,

And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph

As record of fair act; nay, many times
Doth ill deserve by doing well; what’s worse,
Must court’sy at tibe censure.—0, boys, tins

story

The world may read in me: my body’s mark’d
With Roman swords; and my report was once
First with the best of note; Cymbeline lov’d me;
And when a soldier was the theme, my name
Was not far off: then was I as a tree [ni^t
Whose boughs did bend with fruit: but in one
A storm or robbery, call it what you will.

Shook, down my mellow hangings, nay, my
leaves,

And left me bare to weather.
Gui, XJncertain favour?
Bel. My fault being nothing,—as I have told

you oft,— [vaii’d

But that two villains, whose false oaths pre-

Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline
I was confederate with the Romans: so
Follow’d my banishment; and this twenty years
This rock and these demesnes have been my

world:

Where I have liv’d at honest freedom; paid
More pious debts to heaven than in aU
The fore-end of my time.—But up to the

mountains 1

This is not hunters’ language.—^He that strikes

The vemson first shall be tte lord o’ the feast;

To him the other two shall minister;
And we will fear no poison, which attends
In place of greater state. I’ll meet you in the

valleys. [Exeunt Gm. and Arv.
How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature!
These hoys know little they are sons to the

king;

Nor Cymbehne dreams that they are alive.

They tnink they are mine; and though train’d

up thus meanly [hit

r the cave wherein they how, their thoughts do
The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them,
In simple and low thxngs, to prince it much
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,—
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, who
The king his father call’d Guiderius,—^Jovel

When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell

The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out
Into my story: say, Thus mine enemy fell,

And thus I set myfoot on^s neck; even then
The princely bloodflows inMs cheek, he sweats,
Strains Ms young nerves, and puts himself in

posture jCadwal,

—

That acts my words. The younger brother,
Once Aivira^s,--in as like a figure .

Strikes life into my speech, and shows much
more , [rous’di

—

His own conceiving. Hark, the game* Is
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0 Cymbelinel heayen andmy conscience knows
Thou didst unjustly baniskme: whereon,

At three and two years old, I stole these babes;

Thinking to bar thee of succession, as

Thou reft’st me of my lands. Eurjphile,

Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for their

mother,
And every day do honour to her grave:

Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call’d,

They take for natural father. The game is up.
[Exit,

Scene lV,—Wdes, near Milford-Haven.

Enter Pisanio and Imogen.

Jmo. Thou fold’st me, when we came from
horse, the place

Was near at hand.—Ne’er long’d my mother so

To see me first as I have now.—^Pisanio I Man!
Where is Posthumus? What is in thy mind
That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore

breaks that sigh

From the inward of thee? One but painted thus
Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d

Beyond self-exphcation: put thyself

Into a ’haviour of less fear, ere wildness
Vanquish my steadier senses. What’s the

matter?
Why tender’st thou that paper to me, with
A look untender? If’t be summer news.
Smile to’t before; if winterly, thou need’st
But keep that countenance still.—My husband’s

hand!
That drug-'damn’d Italy hath out-craftied him,
And he’s at some hard point.—Speak, man;

thy tongue
May take off some extremity, which to read
Would be even mortal to me.

Pis, Please you, read;
And you shall find me, wretched man, a thmg
The most disdain’d of fortune.

Imo, [iJeuds.] Thy mistress, Pisamo, hath
playM the strumpet in my bed; the testimonies

whereof lie bleeding in me. I speak not out of
weak surmises; but from proof as strong as my
grief and as certain as I e^ect my revenge.

That apart thou, Pisanio, must act for me, if thy

faith be not tainted with the breach of hers. Let
thine own hands take away her life; I shall give
thee opportunity at Milford-Haven: she hath my
letter for the purpose: where, if thou fear to

strike, and to make me certain it is done, thou
art the pander to her dishonour, and equally to

me disloyal.

Pis, What, shall I need to draw my sword?
the paper

Hath cut her throat already.—No, ’tis slander;

Whose edge is sharper than the sword; whose
tongue

Outvenoms aU the worms of Nile; whose breath
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie

All comers of the world: Mngs, queens, and
states,

Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave
This viperous slander enters.—^What cheer,

madam? [false?

Imo. False to his bed? What is it to be
To lie in watch there, and to think on him?
To weep ’twixt clock and clock? if sleep charge

nature,
.

To break it with a fearful dream of him.
And cry myself awake? that’s false to his bed,
Is it?

Pis, Alas, good lady! [lachimo,
Imo, I false! Thy conscience witness:

—

Thou didst accuse him of incontinency;
Thou then look’dst like a villain; now, me-

thinks.

Thy favour’s good enough.—Some jay of Italy,

Whose mother was her paintmg, hath betray’d
him:

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion;

And for I am richer than to hang by the walls

I must be ripp’d: to pieces with me!—0,
Men’s vows are women’s traitors! All good

seeming.
By thy revolt, 0 husband, shall be thought
Put on for villainy,—not bom where’t grows.
But worn a bait for ladies.

Pis, Good madam, hear me.
Imo. Tme honest men being heard, like false

.Eneas, [weepmg
Were, in his time, though false: and Sinon’s
Did scandal many a holy tear; took pity

From most tme wretchedness: so thou, Post-
humus,

Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men;
Goodly and gallant shall be false and perjur’d
From thy great fail.—Come, fellow, be thou

honest: [him,

Do thou thy master’s bidding: when thou sees’t

A httle witness my obedience: look!

I draw the sword myself: take it, and hit

The innocent mansion of my love, my heart;
Fear not; ’[is empty of all things but grief;

Thy master is not there; who was indeed
The riches of it: do his Hdding; strike.

Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause;
But now thou seem’st a coward.

Pis. Hence, vile instrumentl
Thou shalt not damn my hand.
Imo. Why, I must die;

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art

No servantofthymaster’s: against self-slaughter
There is a prohibition so divine [heart:

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here’s my
Something’s afore ’t.—Soft, soft! we’ll no

defence;
Obedient as the scabbard.—^What is here?
The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus
All turn’d to heresy? Away, away.
Corrupters of my faith! you shall no more
Be stomachers tomyheart. Thusmay poorfools
Believe false teachers: though those that are

betray’d
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor

Stands in worse case of woe.
And thou, Posthumus, that didst set up
My disobedience ’gainst the king my father,

And make me put into contempt the suits

Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter jSnd

It is no act of common passage, but
A strain of rareness: and I gneve myself
To think, when thou shalt be disedg’d by ‘her
That now thou tir’st on, how thy memory
WiUthenbe pang’dbyme.—^Pr’jthee, despatch:
The lamb entreats the butcher; where’s thy

knife?
Thou art too slow to do thy master’s bidding,

When I desire it too.
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Pis, O gracious lady,

Since I receiv’d commaind to do this business

I have not slept one wink.
Imo. Do’t, and to bed then.

Pis. m wake mine eyeballs blind first.

Imo. Wherefore then

Didst undertake it? Why hast thou abus’d

So many miles with a pretence? this place?

Mine action and thine ovm? our horses’ labour?

The time inviting thee? the perturb’d court.

For my being absent; whereunto I never
Purpose return? Why hast thou gone so far,

To be unbent when thou hast ta’en thy stand.

The elected deer before thee?

Pis. But to win time

To lose so bad employment; in the which
I have consider’d of a course. Good lady,

Hear me with patience.

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary: speak:

I have heard I am a strumpet: and mme ear,

Therein false struck, can take no greater wound.
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak.

Pis. Then, madam,
I thought you would not back again.

Imo. Most like,

—

Bringing me here to kill me.
Pis. bTot so neither:

But if I were as wise as honest, then

My purpose would prove well. It cannot be
But that my master is abus’d:

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art,

Hath done you both this cursed mjury.

Imo. Some Roman courtezan.

Pis. No, on my life:

I’ll give but notice you are dead, and send him
Some bloody sign of it; for ’tis commanded
I should do so: you shall be miss’d at court,

And that will well confirm it.

Imo. Why, good fellow,

What shall I do the while? where bide? how
live?

Or m my life what comfort when I am
Dead to my husband?

Pis. If you’ll back to the court,

—

Imo. No court, no father; nor no more ado
With that harsh, noble, simple nothing,

—

That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me
As feadul as a siege.

Pis If not at court,

Then not in Britain must you bide,

Imo. Where then?
Hath Britain all the sun that shines? Day,

night
Are they not but in Britain? I’ the world’s

volume
Our Bntain seems as of it, but not in’t;

In a great pool a swan’s nest: pr’ythee, think'

There’s hvers out of Britain.

Pis. I am most glad
You thmk of other place. The ambassador,
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven
To-morrow: now, if you could wear a mind
Dark as your fortune is, and but disguise
That which to appear itself must not yet be.
But by self-danger, you should tread a course
Pnvy and full of view; yea, haply, near
The residence of Posthumus,—so nigh at least
That though his actions were not visible, yet
Report should render him hourly to your ear,
As truly as he moves.

Imo, O, for such means.
Though peril to my modesty, not death on’t,

1 would adventure.

Pis. Well then, here’s the point:
You must forget to be a woman; change
Command into obedience; fear and niceness,

—

The handmaids of all women, or, more truly.

Woman its pretty self,—into a waggish courage;
Ready in gibes, quick-answer’d, saucy, and
As quaixelotts as the weasel; nay, you must
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek,
Exposing it,—but, 0, the harder heart I

Alack, no remedy!—to the greedy touch
Of common-kissing Titan; and forget

Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein
You made great Juno angry.

Imo. Nay, be brief;

I see into thy end, and am almost
A man already.

Pis. First, make yourself but like one.
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit,—

’Tis in my cloak-bag,—doublet, hat, hose, all

That answer to them: would you, in tbeir

serving,

And with what imitation you can borrow
From youth of such a season, ’fore noble Lucius
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him
Wherein you are happy,—^which you’H make

him know
If that his head have ear in music,—doubtless
With joy he will embrace you; for he’s hon-

ourable
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means

abroad
You have me, rich; and I will never fail

Beginning nor supplyment.
Imo. Thou art all the comfort

The gods will diet me with. Pr’ythee, away;
There’s more to be consider’d; but we’ll even
AU that good time will give us: this attempt
I am soldier to, and will abide it with
A prince’s courage. Away, I pr’ythee.

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short
farewell,

Lest, being miss’d, I be suspected of [treSs,

Your carriage from the court. My noble mis-
Here is a box; I had it from the queen;
What’s in’t is precious; if you are sick at sea
Or stomach-qualm’d at land, a dram of this

Will drive away distemper.—To some shade,
And fit you to your manhood:—may the gods
Direct you to the best!

Imo. Amen: 1 thank thee.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.—Britain. A Room in Cym-
beline’s Palace.

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cxoten, Lucius,
and Lords.

Cym. Thus far; and so farewell.
Luc, Thanks, royal sir.

My emperor hath wrote; I must from hence;
And am right sorry that I must report ye
My master’s enemy.
Cym. Our subjects, sir,

Will not endure his yoke; and for ourself
To show less sovereignty than they, must needs
Appear unkingUbe.
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luc. So, sir, I desire of you

A conduct over-laud to Milford-Haven.

—

Madam, all joy befall his grace and you!

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that

office;

The due of honour m no point omit.

—

So farewell, noble Lucius.

Luc. Your hand, my lord.

Clo. Receive it friendly: but from this time
forth

I wear it as your enemy.
Luc. Sir, the event

Is yet to name the winner: fare you weU.
Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my

lords,

TiU he have cross’d the Severn.—^Happiness!

[Exeunt Lxrcitis and Lords.

Queen. He goes hence frowning: but it

honours us
That we have given him cause.

Clo. Tis all the better;

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it.

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the em-
peror

How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely

Our chariots and our horsemen be in readmess:
The powers that he already hath m Gallia

Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he
moves

His war for Britain,

Queen. ’Tis not sleepy business;
But must be look’d to speedil;^ and strongly.

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen,
Where is our daughter? She hathnot appear’d
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender’d
The duty of the day: she looks us like

A thing more made of malice than of duty:
We have noted it.—Call her before us; for
We have been too slight in sufierance.

[Exit an Attendant.
Queen. Royal sir.

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir’d

Hath her life been; the cure whereof, my lord,

’Tis time must do. Beseech your majesty,
Forbear sharp speeches to her: she’s a lady
So tender of rebukes that words are strokes,

And strokes death to her.

Re-enter Attendant.

Cym. Where is she, sir? How
Can her attempt be answer’d?
Atten. Please you, sir,

Her chambers are all lock’d; and there’s no
answer [make.

That will be given to the loud’st of noise we
Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit

her,

She pray’d me to excuse her keeping close;

Whereto constrain’d by her infirmity

She should that duty leave unpaid to you
Which daily she was bound to proffer: this

She wish’d me to make known; but our great
court

Made me to blame in memory.
Cym. Her door’s lock’d?

Hot seen of late? Grant, heavens, that which
Ifear

Prove false! [Rxit.

Queen. Son, I say, follow the king, (rant,

Clo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old ser-

I have not seen these two days.

Queen. Go, look after.

—

[Exit ClOTEK.
Pisanio, thou that stand’st so for Posthnmus!

—

He hath a drug of mine; I pray his absence
Proceed by swallowmg that; for he believes

It is a thing most precious. But for hex, [her;

Where is she gone? Haply despair hath seiz’d

Or, wing’d with fervour of her love, she’s flown.

To her desir’d Posthumus; gone she is

To death or to dishonour; and my end
Can make good use of either: she being dowa,
I have the placing of the British crown.

Re-enter Gloten.

How now, my son!
Clo. ’Tis certain she is fled.

Go in and cheer the king; he rages; none
Dare come about him.

Queen. All the better: may
This night forestall him of the coming day!

[Exii.

Clo. I love and hate her: for she’s fair and
royal, [quisite

And that she hath all courtly parts more ex-

Than lady, ladies, woman; flom every one
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded,
Outsells them all.—I love her therefore: but.

Disdaining me, and throwing favours on
The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgment
That what’s else rare is chok’d and in that

point

I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed,
Tobe reveng’dupon her. Forwhen fools shall

—

Enter Pisanio.

Who is here? What, are you packihg, sirrah?
Come hither: ah, you precious pander! ViHtun,
Where is thy lady? In a word; or else

Thou art straightway with the fiends.

Pis. 0, good my lord!
Clo. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter—

I win not ask again. Close villain.

I’ll have this secret from thy heart, or rip

Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthnmus?
Fromwhose somanyweights ofbaseness cannot
A dram of worth be drawn.

Pis. Alas, my lord,

How can she be with him? When was she
miss’d?

He is in Rome.
Clo. Where is she, sir? Come nearer;

No further halting: satisfy me home
What is become of her.

Pz5. 0, my all-worthy lord!

Clo. All-worthy villaSttl

Discover where thy mistress is at once,
At the next word,—no more of worthy lord,

—

Speak, or thy silence on the instant is

Ihy condenmaffon and thy death.
Pis. Then, sir.

This paper is the history of my knowledge
Touching her flight. [Presenting a letter.

Clo. Let’s see’t.—I will pursue her

Even to Aug^ustus’ throne.

Ph. [Aside.] Or this or perish.

She’s far enou^; and what he learns by flhls

May prove his travel, not her danger.
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Clo, . ' Hum I

Pis, [isiife.] FlI write to my lord she’s dead,
0 Imogen,

Safe mayst thou wander, safe return again!
Clo, Sirrah, is this letter true?

Pis, Sir, as I think.

Clo. It is Posthumus’ hand; I know’t.—
Sirrah, if thou wouldst not he a villain, but do
me true service, undergo those employments
wherein I should have cause to use thee with a
serious industry,—that is, what villainy soe’er I

hid thee do, to perform it directly and truly,

—

1 would think thee an honestman: thou shotddst

neither want my means for thy relief nor my
voice for thy preferment.

Pis, Weh, my good lord.

Clo. Wilt rhou serve me?—^for since patiently

and constantly thou hast stuck to the bare for-

tune of that beggar Posthumus, thou canst not,

in tihe course of gratitude, but be a diligent

follower of mine,—^wilt thou serve me?
Pis, Sir, I will.

Clo. Give me thy hand; here’s my purse.

Hast any of thy late master’s garments in thy

possession?
Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the

same suit he wore when he took leave of my
lady and mistress.

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch

that suit hither: let it be thy first service; go.

Pis. I shall, my lord. [Fxzf.

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Eaven!—I forgot

to ask him one thing; I’ll remember’t anon:
even there, thou villain Posthumus, will I kill

thee.—I would these garments were come.
She said upon a time,—^the bitterness of it I

now belch from my heart,—that she held the
very garment of Posthumus in more respect
thanmy noble and natural person, together with
the adornment of my qualities. With that suit

upon my back will I ravish her: first kill him,
and in her eyes; there shall she see my valour,

which will then be a torment to her contempt.
He on the ground, my speech of insultment
ended on his dead body,—and when my lust

hath dined,—which, as I say, to vex her, I will

execute in the clothes that she so praised,—to
the court I’ll knock her back, foot her home
again. She hath despised me rejoicingly, and
I’ll he merry in my revenge.

Re-^nter Pisanio, with the clothes.

Be those the garments?
Pis. Ay, my noble lord,

Clo. How long is’t since she went to Milford-
Haven?

Pis. She can scarce be there yet.
Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that

is the second thing that I have commanded
thee; the third is, that thou wilt be a volun-
tary mute to my design. Be but duteous, and
true preferment shall tender itself to thee.—
My revenge is now at Milford: would I had
wings to follow iti—Come, and be true.

Pis, Thou bidd’si me to my loss: for true to
thee

Were to prove false, which I^ never be.
To him that is most true. To Milford go.

And find not her whom thou pursu’st.—Plow
flow,

’

You heavenly^ blessings on her!—This fool’s

Be cross’d*with slowness; labour be his meed’
[Exit.

SCETTE VI.—Wales. Before the Cave of
Belarius.

Enter Imogen, in boy’s clothes,

Imo, I see a man’s life is a tedious one:
I have tir’d myself; and for two mghts together
Have made the ground my bed. I should be

sick,

But that my resolution helps me.—Milford
When from the mountain-top Pisanio show’d

thee,

Thou wastwithin a ken: 0 Jove! I think
Foundations fly the wretched; such, I mean.
Where they should be reliev’d. Two beggars

told me
I could not miss my way: will poor folks lie,

That have aj03ictions on them, knowing ’tis

A punishment or trial? Yes; no wonder.
When rich ones scarce tell true: to lapse in

fulness

Is sorer than to lie for need; and falsehood
Is worse in kings than beggars.—My dear lord!

Thou art one 0 ’ the false ones: now I think
on thee

My hunger’s gone; but even before, I was
At point to sink for food.—But what is tlus?

Here is a path to’t: ’tis some savage hold:

I were best not call; I dare not call: yet famine,
Ere clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it valiant.

Plenty and peace breeds cowards; hardness
ever

Of hardiness is mother.—^Ho! who’s here?
If anything that’s civil, speak; if savage.

Take or lend.—Ho!—No answer? then I’ll

enter.

Best draw my sword; and if mine enemy
But fear the sword like me, he’ll scarcely look

on’t.

Such a foe, good heavens! [Goes into the Cave.

Bnier Belarius, Guiderius, and
Arviragus.

Bel, You, Polydore, have prov’d best wood-
man, and

Are master of the feast: Cadwal and I

Will play the cook and servant; ’tis our match:
The sweat of industry would dry and die

But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs
Will make what’s homely savoury: weariness
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth

Finds the down pillow hard.—Now, peace be
here.

Poor house, that keep’st thyself 1

Gui. I am thoroughly weary.
Arv, I am weak with toil, yet strong in

appetite.

Gui. There is cold meat i’ the cave; we’H
browse on that

Whilst what we have kill’d be cook’d.
Bel, Stay; come not in.

. [looking into the Cave.
But that it eats our victuals, I should think
Here were a fairy*
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Gm> What’s the matter, sir?

Bel. By Jupiter, an angelt or, if not,

An earthly paragon!—Behold divineness

No eider than a boy!

Re-enter Imogen*

Imo. Good masters, harm me not;

Before I enter’d here I call’d; and thought
To have begg’d or bought what I have took:

good troth,

I have stol’n nought; nor would not, though
I had found

Gold strew’d o’ the floor. Here’s money for

my meat :

I would have left it on the board, so soon
As I had made my meal; and parted
With prayers for the provider.

Gui. Money, youth?
Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt!

And ’tis no better reckon’d, but of those
Who worship dirty gods.

/mo. I see you are angry:
Eaow, if you kill me for my fault, I should
Have died had I not made it.

Bel. Whither bound?
Imo. To Milford-Haven.
Bel. What’s your name?
Imo. Fidele, sir. I have a kinsman who

Is bound for Italy; he embark’d at Milford;
To whom being going, almost spent with

hunger,

I am fallen in this offence.

Bel, Pr’ythee, fair youth,
Thinkus no churls, nor measure our good minds
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter’d!
’Tis almost mght; you shall have better cheer
Ere you depart; and thanks to stay and eat it.

—

Boys, bid him welcome.
Gui. Were you a woman, youth,

J should woo hard but be your groom.—In
honesty

I’d bid for you as I do buy.
Arv, I’ll mak’t my comfort

He is a man; I’ll love him as my brother:

—

And such a welcome as I’d give to him,
After long absence, such as yours:—most wel-

come!
Be sprightly, for you fall ’mongst friends.

Imo. ’Mongst friends.
If brothers.—[Aside.] Would it had been so that

they
Had been my father’s sons! then had my prize

Been less; and so more equal ballasting
To thee, Posthumus.

Bel. He wrings at some distress.

Gui. Would I could free’tl

Arv. Or I; whate’er it be.
What pain it cost, what danger! gods!

Bel. Hark, boys. [Whispering.
Imo. Great men.

That had a court no bigger than this cave,
That did attend themselves, and had the vntue
Which their own conscience seal’d them,

—

laying by
That nothing gift of differing multitudes,

—

Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me,
gods!

Pd change my sex to be companion with them,
Since Leonatus’ false.

Bel. It shall be so.

Boys, we’ll go dress our hunt.—Fair youth,
come in;

Discourse is heavy, fasting; when we have
supp’d

We’U mannerly demand thee of thy story.

So far as thou vdlt speak it.

Gui. Pray, draw near.
Arv. The night to the owl and mom to the

lark less welcome.
Imo. Thanks, sir.

Arv, I pray, dr&w near.
[Bxeunt,

Scene VII.

—

Rome. A public Place,

Enter two Senators and Tribunes.

1 Sen. This is the tenor of the Emperor’s
writ:

That since the common men are now in action

’Gamst the Pannonians and Dalmatians,
And that the legions now in Gallia are
Full weak to undertake our wars against
The fallen-off Britons, that we do incite

The gentry to this business. He creates
Lucius pro-consul: and to you, the tribunes.

For this immediate le'i^, he commends
His absolute commission. Long live Caesar!

1 Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces?

2 Sen. Ay.
1 Tri. Remaining now in Gallia?

I Sen. With those legions

Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy

Must be supplyant; the words of your com-
mission

Will tie you to the numbers, and the tune
Of their despatch.

1 Tri. We will discharge our duty.
[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—Wales. The Forest near the Cave of
Belaeius.

Enter Cloten.

Clo. Iam near to the place where they should
meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How
fit his garments serve me! Why should his

mistress, who was made by him that made the
tailor, not be fit too? the rather,—saving rever-

ence of the word,—for ’tis said a woman’s fit-

ness comes by fits. Therein I must play the
workman. I dare speak it to myself,—for it is

not vainglory for a man and his glass to confer

in his own chamber,—I mean, the lines of my
body are as well drawn as his; no less young,
more strong, not beneath him in fortunes, be-
yond him in the advantage of the time, above
him in birth, alike conversant in general ser-

vices, and more remarkable in single opposi-

tions: yet this imperceiverant thing loves him
in my despite. What mortality is! Posthu-
mus, thy head, which now is growing upon thy
shoulders, sh^ within this hour be off; thy
mistress enforced, thy garments cut to pieces

before thy face; and all this done, spurn her
home to her father, who may haply be a little

angry for my so rough usage; but my mother,
having power of his testiness, shall turn all into
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my commeadations. My horse is tied up safe

out, sword, and to a sore pt^oseS Tortune,

put them into my hand! This is the very de-

scription of their meetingplace: and the fellow

dares not deceive me. ]Exit

Scene II.—Wales. B^ore the Cave.

Entert from the Cave, Belaktos, GuiDERros,
ARViRAGtrs, and Imogen.

Bel [To Imogen.] You are not well: remain
here in the cave;

We^ll come to you after huntmg.
Arv. [To Imogen.] Brother, stay here:

Are we not brothers?

Jmo. So man and man should be;

But clay and clay differs in dignity.

Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick.

Gui, Go you to hunting. I’ll abide with him.

Jmo. So sick I am not,—^yet I am not weh;
But not so citizen a wanton as [me;

To seem to die ere sick: so please you, leave

Stick to your journal course: the breach of

custom [me
Is breach of all. I am ill; but your being by
Cannot amend me: society is no comfort

The one not sociable: I am not very sick.

Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me
here:

1*11 rob none but myself; and let me die,

Stealing so poorly.

Gul I love thee; I have spoke it:

How much the quantity, the weight as much,
As I do love my father.

Bel What? how! howl
Arv. If it he sin to say so, sir, I yoke me

In my good brother’s fault: I know not why
I love this youth; and I have heard you say
Love’s reason’s without reason: the bier at door.

And a demand who is’t shall die, I’d say
My father, not this youth.
Bel [Aside.] 0 noble strain!

0 worthiness of nature! breed of greatnessi

Cowards father cowards, and base things sire

base:
nature hath meal and bran, contempt and

grace.

I’m not their father; yet who this should he
Doth miracle itself, lov’d before me.

—

*Tis the ninth hour o’ the mom.
Arv. Brother, farewell.

imo. X wish ye sport.

Arv. You health,—so please you, sir,

Jmo. [Aside-] These are kind creatures.

Gods, what lies I have heard!
Our courtiers say all’s savage but at court:

Experience, 0, thou disprov’st report!

The imperious seas breed monsters; for the
dish.

Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish.

1 am sick still; heart-sick.—^Pisanio,

Fll now taste of thy drug. [Swallows some.
Gui. I coifid not stir him:

He said he was gentle, but unfortunate;
Dishonestly affiicted, but yet honest. [after

Arv. Thus did he answer me: yet said here-
I might know more.
Bel To the field, to the field!

—

We’ll leave you for this time: go in and rest.

Arv. We’U not be long away.

Bel Pray, be not sick.
For you must be our housewife.
Imo. Well, or ill,

I am bound to you.

Bel And shalt be ever.
[Exit Imogen mfo the Cave.

This youth, howe’er distress’d, appears he hath
had

Good ancestors.

Arv, How angel-like he sings!
Gui. But his neat cookery! He cut our roots

in characters;

And sauc’d our broths as Juno had been sick,

And he her dieter,

Arv, Nobly he yokes
A smiling with a sigh,—as if the sigh
Was that it was for not being such a smile;
The smile mocking the sigh that it would fly

From so divine a temple to commix
With winds that sailors rail at.

Gin*. I do note,

That grief and patience, rooted in him both.
Mingle their spurs together.

Arv. Grow, patience!
And let the stinking elder, ^ef, untwme
His perishing root with the increasing vine!
Bel It is great monung. Come, .away!—

Who’s there?

Enter Cloten.

Clo. I cannot find those runagates; tihat vil-

lain

Hath mock’d me.—I am famt.
Bel Those runagates!

Means he not us? I partly know him; ’tis

Cloten, the son o’ the queen. I fear some
ambush.

I saw him not these many years, and yet
Iknow ’tis he.—We are held as outlaws: hence!

Gtii. He is but one; you and my brother
search

What companies are near: pray you, away;
Let me alone with him.

[Exeunt BELARrus and Arviragtjs.
Clo. Soft!—^What are you

That fly me thus? some villaia mountaineers?
I have heard of such.—^What slave art thou?

Gui. A thing
More slavish.did I ne’er than answering
A slave without a knock.

Clo. Thou art a robber,
A law-breaker, a villaia: yield thee, thief.

Gul To whom? to thee? What art thou?
have not I

An arm as big as thiue? a heart as big?
Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not
My dagger iu my mouth. Say what thou art,

Why I should yield to thee?
Clo. Thou villain base,

Know’st me not by my clothes?
Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal,

Who is thy grandfather: he made those clothes,

Which, as it seems, make thee.
Clo. Thou precious varlet,

My tailor made them not.

Gul Hence, then, and thank
The man that gave them thee. Thou art some

fool;

I am loth to beat thee.
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Ch), Thou injurious thief,

Hear but my name, and tremble.

Gtd, What’s thy name?
CZo. Cloten, thou villain.

Guu Cloten, thou double villain, be thy
name,

I cannot tremble at it; were it toad, or adder,

spider,

’Twould move me sooner.

Clo. To thy further fear,

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know
I’m son to the queen.

Guu I’m sorry for’t; not seeming
So worthy as thy birth.

Clo. Art not afeard?

Gui, Those that I reverence, those I fear,

the wise;

At fools I laugh, not fear them.
Clo. Die the death:

When I have slain thee with my proper hand,
I’ll follow those that even now fled hence,

And on the gates of Lud’s town set your heads:
Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt fighting.

Re-enter Belamus and AnviRAGtrs.

Bel. No company’s abroad.

Atv. None m the world: you did mistake
him, sure.

Bel. I cannot tell: long is it since I saw him,
But time hath nothing blurr’d those lines of

favour
Which then he wore; the snatches in his voice,

And burst of speaking, were as his; I am
absolute

’Twas very Cloten.

Atv. In this place we left them:
I wish my brother make good time with him,
You say he is so fell.

Bel. Being scarce made up,

I mean to man, he had not apprehension
Of roaring terrors; for defect of judgment
Is oft the cure of fear.—But, see, thy brother.

Re-enter GionDERnjs with Cloten’s head.

Gm. This Clotenwas afool, an emptypurse,

—

There was no money in’t: not Hercules
Could have knock’d out his brains, for he had

none:
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne
Hy head as I do his.

Bel. What hast thou done?
Gm. I am perfect what: cut off one Cloten’s

head,
Son to the queen, after his own report;

Who call’d me traitor, moutaineer; and swore.
With his own single hand he’d take us in,

Displace our heads where,—^thank the gods I

—

they grow,
And set them on Bud’s town.

Bel. We are all undone.
Gui. Why, worthy father, what have we to

lose
But that he swore to take, our lives? The law
Protects not us: then why should we be tender.

To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us;

Play judge and executioner all himself.

For we do fear the law? What company
Discover you abroad?

Bel, No single soul

Can we set eye on, but in all safe reason

He must have some attendants. Though his
humour

Was nothing but mutation,—ay, and that
From one bad thing to worse; not frenzy, not
Absolute madness could so far have rav’d.
To bring him here alone: although perhaps
It may be heard at court that such as we
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time
May make some stronger head: the which he

hearing,

—

As it is like inm,—^might break out, and swear
He’d fetch us in; yet is’t not probable
To come alone, either he so undertaking [fear.

Or they so suffering; then on good ground we
If we do fear this body hath a tail

More perilous than the head.
Arv. Bet ordinance

Come as the gods foresay it: howsoe’er,
My brother hath done well.

Bel. I had no mind
To hunt this day: the boy Fidele’s sickness
Did make my way long forth.

Gui. With his own sword.
Which he did wave against my throat, I haye

ta’en

His head from him: I’ll throw’t into the creek
BeMnd our rork; and let it to the sea,

And tell the fishes he’s the queen’s son, Cloten;
That’s all I reck. [Exit.

Bel I fear ’twill be reveng’d;
Would, Polydore, thou hadst not done’tl

though valour
Becomes thee well enough.
Arv. Would I had done’t.

So the revenged alone pursu’d me!—Polydore,
I love thee brotherly; but envy much
Thou hast robb’d me of this deed: I would

revenges, [us through.
That possible strength might meet, would seek
And put us to our answer.
Bel Well, ’tis done:

—

We’ll himt no more to-day, nor seek for danger
Where there’s no profit. I priythee, to our rock;
You and Fidele play the cooks: I’ll stay

Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him
To dinner presently.

Arv. Poor sick Fidele I

I’ll wiUmgly to him; to gain his colour

Fd let a parish of such Cloten’s blood.
And praise myself for charity. [Exit.

Bel O thon goddess.
Thou divine nature, how thyself thou biazon’st

In these two princely boys! They are as gentle

As zephyrs blowing below the violet,

Not wagging Ms sweet head; and yet as rouph»
Their royal blood enchaf’d, as the rud’st wind
That by the top doth take the mountain pine.

And make him stoop to the vale. ’Tis wonder
That an invisible instinct should frame them
To royalty unlearn’d; honour untaught;
Civility not seen from other; valour
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop
As if it had been sow’d. Yet still it’s strange
What Cloten’s being here to us portends.

Or what his death will bring us.

Re-enter Guiuerius.

Gui. Where’s my brother?
I have sent Cloten’s clotpoU down the stream.
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In mbass; to Ms mother: Ms body’s hostage

For bM return. [Solemn music.
BeL My ingenious msirumeni!

Hark» Folydore» it sotmdsi But what occasion

Hath Cadwal now to give it motion? HarkI
GuL Is he at home?
Bel. He went hence even now.
Gui, What does he mean? since death of my

dear’st mother
It did not speak before. All solemn things

Should answer solemn accidents. The matter?
Triumphs for nothing and lamenting toys

Is jollity for apes and grief for boys.

Is Cadwal mad?
BeL Look, here he comes,

And brings the dire occasion in Ms arms
Of what we blame Mm fori

Re-enier AumAGUS, bearing Imogen asdead
in his arms,

Arv. The bird is dead
That we have made so much on. I had rather

Have sMp’d from sixteen years of age to

sixty,

To have turn’d my Icajong time mto a crutch,

Than have seen this.

Gui. 0 sweetest, fairest lily!

My brother wears thee not the one half so well

As when thou grew’st thyself.

Bet. 0 melancholyl
Who ever yet could sound thy bottom? find

The ooze to show what coast thy sluggish crare

Might easiliest harbour in?~Thou blessed
thing!

Jove knows what man thou might’st have made;
but I,

Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy!
How' found you him?

Arv. Stark, as you see:

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber,
Hot as death’s dart, being laud’d at: Ms rigflt

cheek
Reposing on a cusMon.

Gui. Where?
Arv* 0* the floor;

His arms thus leagu’d: Z thought he slept; and
put [rudeness

My clouted brogues from off my feet, whose
Answer’d my steps too loud.

Gui. Why, he hut sleeps:

If he be gone he’ll make Ms grave a bed;
With female fairies will Ms tomb be haunted,
And worms will not come to thee.

Arv. With fairest flowers,

Whilst summer lasts and I live here, Fidele,

I’ll sweeten thy sad grave: thou shalt not lack
The flower that’s like thy face, pale primrose;

nor
The azure hare-bell, like thy veins; no, nor
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander
Out-sweeten’d not thy breath: the ruddock

would
With charitable hill,—0 bill, sore shaming
Those rich-left heirs that let their fathers he
Without a monument!—^bring thee all tMs;
Yea, and furr’d moss besides, when flowers are

,
none,

To winter-ground thy corse,
GuL Pr’ythee, have done;

And do not play in wench-Kke words with that

WMch is so serious. Let us bury
And not protract with admiration what
Is now due debt.—To the gravel
Arv. Say, where shah’s lay Mm?
Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother.
Arv. Be’t so;

And let us, Polydore, though now our voices
Have got the mannish crack, sing Mm to the

ground,
As. once our mother; use like note and words.
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele.

GuL Cadwal,
I cannot sing; I’ll weep, and word it with thee;
For notes of sorrow out of tune are worse
Than priests and fanes that lie.

Arv. We’ll speak it, then.
BeL Great griefs, I see, medicine the less;

for Cloten
Is quite forgot. He was a queen’s son, boys;
And though he came our enemy, remember,,
He was paid for that: thou mean and mighty,

rotting

Together, have one dust, yet reverence,

—

That angel of the world,—doth make distinction

Of place ’tween Mgh and low. Our foe was
princely;

And though you took Ms life, as being our foe,

Yet bury him as a prince.

GuL Pray you, fetch him Mther.
Thersites’ body is as good as Ajax’,

When neither are alive.

Arv. If you’ll go fetch Mm,
We’ll say our song the whilst—Brother, begin.

[Exit Belamus.
Old. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay Ms head to

the east;

My father hath a reason for’t.

Arv. ’Tis true.

Gui. Come on, then, and remove Mm.
Atv. So.—Be^.

SONG.
Gui. Fear no more the heat o' the sun.

Nor the funous winter’s rages;
Thott thy worldly task hast done.
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages:

Golden lads and girls aU must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust,

Arv. Fear no more the frown o* the great;
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke:

Care no more to clothe and eat;
To thee the reed is as the oak:

The sceptre, learning, physic, must
AU follow this, and come to dust.

Gui. Fear no more the lightning-flash,

Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stine;
Gui. Fear not slander, censure rash;
Arv. Thou hast finish’d joy and moan:
Both. All lovers young, all lovers must

Consign to thee, and come to dust.

Gui. No exerciser harm thee!
Arv. Nor no withcraft charm theel
Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee!
Arv. Nothing ill come near theel
Both. Quiet consummation gave;

And renowned be thy grave!

Re-enter BEEARitrs with the body of Cloten.

Gig. We have done our obsequies: come,
‘ lay.Mm down.
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’ Bel, Here’s .a few flowers; but ’bout mid-
night, more:

The herbs that have on them cold dew o* the
night [faces.

—

Are strewings fitt’st for graves.—Upon their

You were as flowers, now wither’d: even so

These herblets shall, which we upon you
strew.

—

Come on, away; apart upon our knees.

The ground ^at gave them first has them
again:

Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain.

[Exeunt Bel. Gm., and Arv.
Imo, [Awakening.] Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven;

which is the way?— [thither?

I thank you.—By yon bush?—Pray, how far

’Ods pittildnsi can it be six mile yet?

—

I have gone all night. Faith, I’ll He down and
sleep.

But, soft! no bedfellow:—© gods and god-
desses! [Seeing the body.

These flowers are like the pleasures of the

world; [dream;

This bloody man, the care on’t.—I hope I

For so I thought I was a cave-keeper.

And cook to honest creatures: but 'tis not so;

’Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing,

T^ch the brain makes of fumes: our very eyes

Are sometimes, like out judgments, blmd.
Good faith,

I tremble still with fear: but if there be
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity

As a wren’s eye, fear’d gods, a part of it!

The dream’s here still: even when I wake it is

Without me, as within me; not imagin’d, felt.

A headless man!—The garments of Posthu-
mus!

I know the shape oPs leg: this is his hand;
His foot Mercurial; his Martial thigh;

The brawns of Hercules: but his Jovial face

—

Murder in heaven?—How!—’Tis gone.—^Pis-

amo,
All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks,
And mine to boot, be darted on thee! Thou,
Conspir’d with that irregulous devil, Cloten,

Hast here cut off my lord.—To write and read
Be henceforth treacherous!—Damn’d Pisanio

Hathwithhisforgedletters,—damn’dPisanio,—
From this most bravest vessel of the world
Struck the main-top!—O Posthumus I alas,

Where is thy head? where’s that? Ay me!
where’s that?

Pisanio might have kill’d thee at the heart,

And left thy head on.—How should this he?
Pisamo?

’Tis he and Cloten: maHce and lucre in them
Have laid this woe hers. 0 ’tis pregnant,

pregnant!
The drughe gave me, whichhe said was precious

And cordial to me, have I not found it [home
Murderous to the senses? That confirms it

This is Pisanio’s deed and Cloten’s: 0!

—

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood.

That we the horrider may seem to those
Which chance to find us; 0, my lord, my lord!

Enter Lucius, a Captain and other Officers,

, and a Soothsayer.

Cap. To them, the legions garrison’d in

GalHa, «

A!fter your will, have cross’d iLe sea; attending
You here at Milford-Haven with*your ships:
They are in readiness.
Luc. But what from Rome?
Cap. The senate hath stirx’d up the confiners

And gentlemen of Italy; most willing spirits,

That promise noble service: and they come
Under the conduct of bold lachimo,
Sienna’s brother.

Luc. When expect you them?
Cap. With the next benefit o’ the wind.
Luc. This forwardness

Makes our hopes fair. Command our present
numbers [sir.

Be muster’d; bid the captains look to’L—Now,
What have you dream’d of late of this wax’s

purpose?
Sooth. Last mght the very gods show’d me

a vision,

—

I fast and pray’d for their intelligence,—^thus:

—

I saw Jove’s bird, the Roman eagle, wing’d
From the spongy south to this part of the west.
There vanish’d in the sunbeams: which por-

tends,

—

Unless my sins abuse my divination,

—

Success to the Roman host.
Luc. Dream often so.

And never false.—Soft, ho! what trunk is here
Without his top?—The ruin speaks that some-

time
It was a worthy building.—^Howl a page!

—

Or dead or sleeping on him? But dead, rather;
For nature doth abhor to make his bed
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.

—

Let’s see the boy’s kce.
Cap. He’s alive, my lord.

Luc. He’ll then, instruct us of ^s body.

—

Young one,
Monn us of thy fortunes; for it seems
They crave to be demanded. Who is this

Thou mak’st thy bloody pillow? or who was he,
That otherwise than noble nature did, [teresx

Hath alter’d that good picture? WTat’s ffiy m-
In this sad wreck? How came it? Who is it?

What art thou?
Imo. I am nothing: or if not.

Nothing to be were better. This wasmy master,
A very vaHant Briton and a good.
That here by mountaineers lies slain: alas!

There is no more such masters: I may wander
From east to Occident, cry out for service,

Try many, all good, serve truly, never
Find such another master.

Luc. ’Lack, good youth!
Thoumov’stno less with thy complaining than
Thy master in bleeding: say his name, good

friend. ^ [lie, and do
Imo. Richard du Champ.—[Asiidc.] If I do

No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope
They’ll pardon it.—Say you, sir?

Luc. Thy name?
Imo. Fidele.

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very
same; [name.

Thy name well fits thy faith, thy faith thy

Wilt take thy chanfee with me? I will not say
Thou shalt be so well master’d; but, be sure,

No less belov’d. The Roman emperor’s letters,

-

Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner

Than mine own worth prefer thee: go with me.
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imo, I*U follow, sir. But first, an’t please

the gods,m hide my master from the flies, as deep
As these poor pickaxes can dig: and when
Mth wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha* strew’d

his grave,

And on it said a century of prayers,

Such as I can, twice o’er, I’ll weep and si^;
And leaving so his service, follow you,

^ please you entertain me.
Luc. Ay, good youthj

And rather father thee than master thee.

—

My Mends,
The boy hath taught us manly duties: let us
Tind out the prettiest dasied plot we can,

And make him with our pikes and partisans

A grave: come, arm him.—Boy, he is preferr’d

By thee to us; and he shall be mterr’d

As soldiers can. Be cheerful; wipe thine eyes:

Some fails are means the happier to arise.

[Exeunt.

ScEirat ni.—

B

ritain. A Room in Cym-
BELlNE’s Palace.

Enter Cymbeline, Lords, Pisania, and
Attendants.

Cym. Again; and bring me word how ’tis

with her.

A fever with the absence of her son;

[Exit an Attendant.

A madness, of which her life’s in danger,—
Heavens,

How deeply you at ouce do touch me ! Imogen,
The great part of my comfort, gone; my queen
Upon a desperate bed, and in a time
^en fearful wars point at me; her son gone,
So needful for this present: it strikes me, past

The hope of comfort.—But for thee, fellow, .

‘Who needs must know of her departure, and
Dost seem so ignorant, we’U enforce itfromthee
By a sharp torture.

Pis. Sir, my life is yours, [tress,

1 humbly set it at your will: but, for my mis-
1 nothing know where she remains, why gone,

Hor when she purposes return. Beseech your
highness,

Hold me your loyal servant.

t Lord. Good my liege,

The day that she was missing he was here:
I dare be bound he’s true, and shall perform
All parts of his subjection loyally.

For Cloten,—
There wants no diligence in seeking him.
And will no doubt be found-
Cynu The time is troublesome,

—

We*ll slip you for a season; but our jealousy
[To PlSANIO.

Does yet depend.
I Lord. So please your majesty,

The Roman lemons, all from Gallia drawn,
Are landed on your coast; with a supply
Of Roman genflemen by the senate sent.

Cym, How for the counsel of my son and
queeni

—

I am amaz’d with matter.
I Lord. Good my liege.

Your preparation can affront no less
Than what you hear of: come more, for more

you’re ready: <

The want is but to put those powers in motion
That long to move.
Cym. I thank you. Let’s vrithdraw,

And meet the time as it seeks us. We fear not
"What can from Italy annoy us; but
We grieve at chances here.—Away I

[Exeunt all but Pisanio.
Pis. I heard no letter from my master since

I wrote him Imogen was slain: ’tis strange:

Hor hear I from my mistress, who did promise
To 3deld me often tidings; neither know I

What IS betid to Cloten; but remain
Perplex’d in all: the heavens still must work.
Wherem I am false I am honest; not true to be

true:

These present wars shall find I love my country,

Even to the note o’ the Mng, or I’ll fall in them.
AU other doubts, by time let them be clear’d:

Fortune bnngs m some boats that are not
steer’d.

[Exit.

Scene IV.—Wales. Before the Cave.

Enter Belarius, Gtjiderius, and
Arviragus.

Gui. The noise is round about us.

Bel. Let us from it.

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to

lock It

From action and adventure?
Gui. Nay, what hope

Have we in biding us? this way the Romans
Must or for Britons slay us or receive us
For barbarous and unnatural revolts

During thek use, and slay us after.

Bel. Sons,
We’H hi^er to the mountains; there secure us.
To the Mug’s party there’s no going: newness
Of Cloten’s death,—^we bemg not known, not

muster’d
Among the bands,—^may drive us to a render
Where we have liv’d; and so extort from’s
That which we’ve done, whose answer would

be death,

Drawn on with torture.

<?ui. This is, sir, a doubt
In such a time nothing becoming you
Nor satisfying us.

Arv. It is not hkely
That when they hear the Roman horses neigh,
Behold their quarter’d fires, have both their

eyes
And ears so cloy’d importantly as now,
That they will waste their time upon our note,

To know from whence we are.

Bel. O, I am known
Of many in the army: many years,

Though Cloten then but young, you see, not
wore him

From my remembrance. And, besides, the king
Hath not deserv’d my service nor your loves;

Who find in my exile the want of breeding
The certainty of this hard life; aye hopeless
To have the courtesy your cradle juomis’d,
But to be still hot summer’s tanlings and
The shiinMng slaves of winter,

Gui. Than be so,

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army:
J and my brother are not known; yourself
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So out of thouglit, and thereto so o'ergrowa,

Cannot be question’d.

Arv, By this sun that shines,

m thither: what thing is it that I never

Did sec man die! scarce ever look’d on blood.

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and
venison!

ITever bestrid a horse, save one that had
A nder like myself, who ne’er wore rowel

Hor iron on his heel! I am asham’d
To look upon the holy sun, to have
The benefit of Ms blessed beams, remaining

So long a poor unknown*
GuL By heavens, I’ll go:

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave,

I’ll take the better care; but if you will not,

The hazard therefore due fall on me by
The hands of Romans!
Arv, So say I,—Amen.
Bel No reason I, since of your lives you set

So shght a valuation, should reserve

My crack’d one to more care. Have with you,

boys!
If in your country wars you chance to die,

That is my bed too, lads, and there I’ll lie:

Lead, lead.—[Aside.] The time seems long;

their blood thinks scorn

Till it fly out, and show them princes bora.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.—Britain. A Field between the

British and Roman Camps.

Enter Posthemus with a bloody handkerchief

Post. Yea, bloody cloth, I’ll keep thee; for

I wish’d
Thou shouldst be colour’d thus. You married

ones,

If each of you should take this course, how
many

Must murder wives much better than them-
selves

For wrying but a little! 0 Pisaniol

Every good servant does not aU commands:
No bond but to do just ones.—Gods! if you
Should have ta’en vengeance on my faults, I

never
Had liv’d to put on tMs: so had you sav’d

The noble Imogen to repent; and struck

Me, wretch more worth your vengeance. But
alack.

You snatch some hence for little faults; that’s

love,

To have them fall no more: you some permit
To second ills with ills, each elder worse,
And make them dread it, to the doers’ thrift.

But Imogen is your own: do your best wills.

And make me bless’d to obey!—I am brought
Mther

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight

Against my lady’s kingdom: ’tis enough
Tibat, Britain, I have loll’d thy mistress; peabe!
I’ll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good

heavens.
Hear patiently my purpose:—I’ll disrobe me
Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself
As does a Briton peasant: so I’ll fight

Against the part I come with; so I'll die

For thee, 0 Imogen, even for whom my life

Is every breath a death: and thus unknown,
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril

Myself I’ll dedicate. Let me make men know
More valour m me than my habits show.
Gods, put the strength 0’ the Leonati m me!
To shame the guise 0’ the world, I will begin
The fashion,—less without and more wittun.

[Exit.

Scene II.—Britain. A Field between the

Camps.

Entert at one side, Lecius, Iachtmo, Imogen
and the Roman Army; at the other side, the
British Army; LEONATESPoSTHEMUS/oZiom-
mp it like a poor soldier. They march over
end go out. Alarums. Then enter again, in
skirmish, Iachimo and Posthumes: he
vanquisheth and disarmeth Iachimo, and
then leaves him.

lach. The heaviness and guilt within my
bosom

Takes off my manhood: I have belied a lady.
The princess of this country, and the air on’t

Revengingdy enfeebles me; or could this carl,

A very drudge of nature’s, have subdu’d me
In my profession? Knighthoods and honours

borne
As I wear mine are titles but of scorn.
If that thy gentry, Britam, go before
This lout as he exceeds our lords, the odds
Is that we scarce are men, and you are gods.

[Exit.

The battle continues; the Britons fly; Cym-
BELINE is taken: then enter to his rescue
Belaries, Geideries, and Arvirages.

Bel Stand, standi We have the advantage
of the ground;

The lane is guarded: nothing routs us but
The viUainy of our fears.

Gui. and Arv. Stand, stand, and fight!

Re-enter PosTHEMES and seconds ike Britons:
they rescue Cymbeline, and exeunt. Then
re-enter Lecies, Iachimo, and Imogen.

Luc. kvey, boy, from the troops, and save
thyself;

For friends kill friends, and the disorder’s such
As war were hoodwink’d.

lack. ’Tis their fresh supplies.

Luc. It is a day turn’d strangely: or betimes
Let’s re-enforce or fly. [Exeunt,

Scene III.

—

Britain. Another part of the

Field.

Enter Posthemes and a British Lord.

Lord. Cam’st thou from where they made the
stand?

Post. I did:

Though you, it seems, come from the fliers.

Lord. I did.

Post. No blame be to you, sir; for all was
lost,

But that the heavens fought; the king himself
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Of Ms wings destitute, the army hroken,
And hut the baci» of Britons seen all dying
'Rirotigha strai^tlane; the enemy fuU-hearted,

Lolling the tongue with slau^tering, having
work

Mote plentiful than tools to do’t, struck down
Some mortally, some sli^tly touch’d, some

falling

Merely throu^ fear; that the strait path was
damm’d

*Wlth deadmen hurtbehind, and cowards living,

To die with lengthen’d shame.
Lord. r Where was this lane?

Post, Close by the battle, ditch’d, and wall’d

with turf,

WMch gave advantage to an ancient soldier,

—

An honest one, I warrant; who deserv’d

So long a breeding as his white beard came to,

jCn- doing tMs for’s country:—athwart the lane

He, with two striplings,—lads more like to run
Thecountrybase^antocommitsuchslaughter;
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer

Than those for preservation cas’d, or shame,

—

Made good the passage; cried to those that filed,

Our Britam^s harts dieftyingy not our men:
To daykness fleet, souls thatfly backwards!

Stand;
Or we are Romans, and will give you that

Like beasts which you shun beastly, and may
save,

But to look back in frown: stand, sUmd!-^
These three,

Three thousand confident, in act as many,—

'

For three performers are the file when dll

The rest do nothing,—with this word, Stand,
stand!

Accommodated by the place, more charming
With their own nobleness,—^which could have

turn’d

A distaff to a lance,—^gilded pale looks,

Part shame, part spirit renew’d; that some,
turn’d coward

But by example,

—

0, a sin in war
Pamn’d in the &:st beginners!—’gan to look
The way that they did, and to grin like lions

Upon the pikes 0’ the hunters. Then began
A stop i* the chaser, a retire; anon
A rout, confusion thick: forthwith they fly,

Chickens, the way which they stoop’d eagles;

slaves, {cowards,

—

The strides they victors made; and now our
Like fragments in hard voyages,—^became
The life 0’ the need; having found the back-

door open [wound!
Of the unguarded hearts, heavens, how they
Some slain before; soihe dying, some their

friends

O’erbome i’ the former wave; ten chas’d by one
Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty:
Those that would die or ere resist are grown
The mortal bugs 0’ the field.

Lord, TMs was strange chance,

—

A narrow lane, an old man, and two boys!
Post, Nay, do not wonder at it: you are made

Rather to wonder at the things you hear
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon’t.
And vent it for a mockery? Here is one:
Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane,
Preserved Qw Britons, urns the Romans^ bane,

Lord, Nay, be not angry, sir.

Post, ’Lack, to what end?
Who dares not stand Ms foe I’ll be Ms friend;

For if he’ll do as he is made to do
I know he’ll quickly fly my friendsMp too.
You have put me into rhyme.
Lord, Farewell; you’re angry.

Post. Still going?—TMs is a lord! O Sbie
misery,

—

To be P the field and ask what news of me!
To-day how many would have given their

honours
To have sav’d their carcasses! took heel to do’t.

And yet died too! I, in mine own woe chann’d.
Could not find death where 1 did hear Mm

groan, [monster,
Nor feel him where he struck: being an ugly
’Tis strange he Mdes him in fresh cups, soft

beds,
Sweet words; or hath more ministers than we
That draw Ms knives i’ the war.—Well, I will

find Mm:
For being now h favourer to the Briton,

No more a Briton, I have resum’d again
The part I came in: fight I will no more,
But yield me to the veriest Mnd lhat shall [is

Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter
Here made by the Roman; great the answer be
Britons must take: for me, my ransom’s death:
On either side I come to spend my breath;
WMch neither here I’ll keep nor bear again,

But end it by some means for Imogen.

Enter two British Captains and Soldiers.

1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais’d! Lucius is
taken:

*Tis thought the old man and Ms sons were
angels.

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a siUy
habit,

That gave the affront with them.
1 Cap. So ’tis reported:

But none of ’em can be found.—Standi who’s
theie?

Post. A Roman;
Who had not now been drooping here if seconds
Had answer’d Mm.

2 Cap. Lay hands on Mm; a dog!—
A leg of Rome shall not return to tell

What crows have peck’d them here;—^he brags
Ms service,

As if he were of note; bringMm to the king.

Enter Cymbeline attended; Belaeius, Guid-
ERius, Arviragus, PiSANio, and Roman
Captives. The Captaihs present Posthumus
to Cymbeline, who delivers him over to a
Gaoler: after which all go out.

Scene IV.—BRrrAiisr. A Prison.

Enter PosTHTJMtTS and two Gaolers.

1 Gaol. You shall not now be stolen, you
have locks upon you;

So, graze as you fibad pasture*

2 Gaol, Ay, or a stomach.
[Exeunt Gaolers.

Post, Most welcome, bondage! for thou art

a way^
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I thlok, to libeityj yot am I better frather

thm one that’s sick 0’ the gout; since he had
Groan so in perpetuity than he cur’d

By the sure physician deaths who is the key
To unhar these locks* My conscience, thou art

fetter’d [gods, give me
More than my shanks and wrists: you good
The penitent instrument to pick that bolt,

Then free for everl Is’t enough I am sorry?

So children temporal fathers do appease;
Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent?

I cannot do it better than in gyves,

Desir’d more than constrain’d: to satisfy,

If ofmy freedom ’tis the main part, take
No stricter render of me than my all.

I know you are more clement than vile men,
Who of their broken debtors take a third,

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again
On their abatement: that’s not my desire:

for Imogen’s dear life take mine; and though
’Tis not so dear, yet ’tis a life; you coin’d it:

’Tween man and man they weigh not every
stamp;

Though light, take pieces for the figure’s sake:
You rather mine, being yours: and so, great

powers,
If you will take this audit, take this life,

And cancel these cold bonds .—

0

Imogen!
I’ll speak to thee in silence.

Solemn Music. Enter, as in an apparition,

Sicanis Leowatus, father to Posthumus
an old man attired like a warrior, leading in

his hand an ancient matron, his wife and
mother to PosTHUMtrs, with music before
them: then, after other music, follow the two
young Leonati, brothers to Posthumxts
with wounds, as they died in the wars. They
circle Posthumus round as he lies sleeping.

Moih.'S^xiSa. marriage wherefore was he
mock’d.

To be exil’d, and thrown
,From Leonati’ seat, and cast

From her his dearest one,
Sweet Imogen?

Sid. Why did you suffer lachimo.
Slight thing of Italy,

To taint Ms nobler heart and brain
Witii needless jealousy;

And to become the geek and scorn
O’ the other’s villainy?

2 Bro. For this from stiller seats we came.
Our parents and us twain,

That, striking in our country’s cause.
Fell bravely and were slain;

Our fealty and Tenantius’ right

With honour to maintain.

X Bro. like hardiment PosQiumus hath
To Cymbeline perform’d:

Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods,

why hast thou thus adjourn’d
The graces for his merits due,

Being all to dolours turn’d?

Sid. Thy crystal window ope; look out;

No longer exercise
Upon a valiant race thy harsh

And potent injuries.

Moth, Since, Jupiter, our son is good,
Take off his miseries.

Sid. Peepthrough thy marble mansion; help;
Or we poor ghosts will cry

To the shining synod of the rest

Against thy deity.

Sid. No more, thou thunder-master, show
Thy spite on mortal flies;

With Mars fall out, with Juno rhide.

That thy adulteries

Rates and revenges.
Hath my poor boy done aught but well,

Whose face I never saw?
I died whilst in the womb he stay’d

Attending nature’s law:
Whose father then,—as men report

Thou orphans* father art,

—

Thou shouldst have been, and shielded him
From this earth-vexing smart.

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid.

But took me in my throes;

That from me was Posthumus ripp’d,

Came crying ’mon|st his foes,

A thing of pilyl

Sid. Great nature, like his ancestry.

Moulded the stuff so fair «

That he deserv’d the praise 0’ the worid
As great Sicilius’ heir.

1 Bro. When once he was mature for man.
In Britain where was he

That could stand up his parallel;

,

Qr fruitful object he
In eye of Imogen, that best

,
Could deem his dignity?

Both Bro. Help, Jupiter; or we appeal,

And from thy justice fly.

Jupiter descends in thunder and lightning, sff-

ting upon an eagle: he throws a thunderbolt.

The Ghosts fall on their knees.

Jup. No more, you petty spirits of region low.
Offend our hearing; hushl—How dare you

ghosts
Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you know.

Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts?

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence; and rest

trpon your never-withering baiiks of flowers;

Be not with mortal accidents oppress’d;

No care of yours it is; you know ’tis ours.

Whom best I love I cross; to make my gift,

The more delay’d, delighted. Be content;

Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift:

BQs comforts thrive, his trials well are spent.

Our Jovial star reign’d at Hs birth, and in

Our temple was he married.—Rise, and
fade!—

He shall be lord of Lady Imogen,
And happier much by Ms affliction made.

This tablet lay upon his breast, wherein
Our pleasure Ms full fortune doth confine:

And so away: no further with your din

Express impatience, leSt you stir up mine.—
Mount, eaide)*to my palace ciystallme..

[Ascends.
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Sic!. He came in thunder; his celestial breath

Was solphurous to smell: the holy eagle

Stoop’d, as to foot us: his ascension is

More sweet than our bless’d fields: his royal

bird

Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak,

As when his god is pleas’d.

AU. Thanks, Jupiter!

Szci ThemarblepavementcloseSjheisenter’d

His radiant roof.—Away! and, to be blest,

Let us with care perform his great behest.
[Ghosts vanish

Post [Waking.] Sleep, thou hast been a

grandsire, and begot

A father to me; and thou hast created

A mother and two brothers: but, 0 scorn!

Gone! they went hence so soon as they were
bom.

And so I am awake.—^Poor wretches that

depend
On greatness’ favour dream as I have done,

Wake and find nothing.—But, alas, I swerve:

Many dream not to find, neither deserve,

And yet are steep’d in favours; so am I,

That have this golden chance, and know not

why. (rare one!

What fairies haunt this groimd? A book? O
Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment

Nobler ihan that it covers: let thy effects

So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers.

As good as promise.

[Reads.] Wkenas a lion’s whelp sha% to

himself unknown, without seeking find, and be

embraced by a piece of tender air; and when
from a stately cedar shall be topped branches

which, being dead many years, shall after re.-

vive, be Jointed to the old stock, and freshly

grow; then shall Posthumus end his miseries,

Britain be fortunate, and flourish in peace and

gfill a dream; or else such stuff as madmen
Tongue, and brain not: either both or nothing:

Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is,

The action of my life is like it, which
FIl keep, if but for sympathy.

Re-enter Gaoler.

Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death?
Post Over-roasted rather; ready long ago.

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir: if you be
ready for that, you are well cooked.
Post So, if I prove a good repast to the

spectators, the di^ pays the shot.

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir. But
the comfort is, you shall be called to no more
payments, fear no more tavern bills; which are
often the sadness of parting, as the procuring of

mirth: you come in faint for want of meat,
depart reeling with too much drink, sorry that)

you have paid too much, and sorry that you are
paid too much; pinse and brain both empty,

—

the brain the heavier for being too light, the
purse too light, being drawn of heaviness: O,
of this contradiction you shall now be quit.

—

O, the chanty of a penny cord! it sums up
thousands in a trice: you have no true debitor
and creditor but it; of what’s pest, is, and to
come, the discharge:—your neck, sir, is pen,

book, and counters; so the acquittance follows.
Post I am merrier to die than thou art to

hve.
Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the

toothache: but a man that were to sleep your
sleep, and a hangman to help him to bed, I
think he would change places with his officer;
for, look you, sir, you know not which way you
shall go.

Post Yes, indeed do I, fellow.

Gaol. Your death has eyes m’s head, then;
I have not seen him so pictured: you must
either be directed by some that take upon them
to know, or take upon yourself that which I am
sure you do not know; or jump the after-inquiry
on your own penl: and how you shall speed in
your journey’s end I think you’ll never return
to tell one.

Post I tell thee, fellow, there are none want
eyes to direct them the way I am going, but
such as wink and will not use them.

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a
man should have the best use of eyes to see ^e
way of blindness! I am sure hanging’s the
way of winking.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Knock off his manacles; bring your
prisoner to the king.

Post Thou bringest good news,—I am called
to be made free.

Gaol. I’ll be hanged, then.

Post Thou Shalt be then freer than a gaoler;
no bolts for the dead.

[Exeunt Post, and Messenger.
Gaol. Hnless a man would marry a gallows

and beget young gibbets I never saw one so
prone. Yet, on my conscience, there are verier
knaves desire to live, for all he be a Roman:
and there be some of them too that die against
their wills; so should I if I were one. I would
we were all of one mind, and one mind good;
0, there were desolation of gaolers and gal-
lowses! I speak against my present profit; but
my wish hath a preferment iu’t. [Exit

Scene V.—Britain. Cymbeline’s Tent

Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius,
Arviragus, Pisanio, Lords, Officers, ami
Attendants.

Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods
have made

Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart
That the poor soldier that so richly fought,
Whose rags sham’d gilded arms, whose naked

breast
Stepp’d before targes of proof, cannot be found:
He shall be happy that can find Mm, if

Our grace can make him so.

Bel. I never saw
Such noble fury in so poor a thing;
Such precious deeds in one that promis’d naught
But beggary and poor looks.

Cym. No tidings of Mm?
Pis. He hath been search’d among the dead

and living,

But no trace of itim.
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Cym. To mjr grief, I am
Tlie heir of his reward, which I will add
To you, the liver, heart, and hrain of Britain,

[To Bel., Gui., and Arv.

By whom I grant she lives. ’Tis now the time

To ask of whence you are:—^report it.

Bel Sir,

In Cambria are we bom, and gentlemen:

Further to boast were neither true nor modest,
Unless I add we are honest.

Cym. Bow your knees.

Arise my knights 0’ the battle: I create you
Companions to our person, and wiU fit you
With dignities becoming your estates.

Enter Coshelius and Ladies.

There’s business in these faces.—Why so sadly

Greet you our victory? you look like Romans,
And not 0’ the court of Britain.

Cor. Hail, great king!

To sour your happiness, I must report

The queen is dead.

Cym. Who worse than a physician

Womd this report become? But I consider

By medicine life may be prolong’d, yet death
Will seize the doctor too.—How ended she?

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life;

Which, being cruel to the world, concluded
Most cruel to herself. What she confess’d

I win report, so please you: these her women
Can trip me if I err; who with wet cheeks
Were present when she finish’d.

Cym. Pr’ythee, say.

Cor. First, she confess’d she never lov’d you;
only

Affected greatness got by you, not you;
Married your royalty, was wife to your place;

Abhorr’d your person.
Cym. She alone knew this;

And but she spoke it djing, I would not
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed.

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand
to love

With such integrity, she did confess
Was as a scorpion to her sight; whose life,

But that her flight prevented it, she had
Ta’en off by poison.

Cym, O most delicate fiend!

Who is’t can read a woman?—Is there more?
Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess

she had
For you a mortal mineral; which, being took,

Should by the minute feed on life, and, linger-

ing,

By inches waste you: in which time she pur-

I^s’d,

By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to

O’ercome you with her show; and in time.
When she had fitted you with her craft, to work
Her son into the adoption of the crown:
But, failing of her end by his strange absence.
Grew shameless-desperate; open’d, in despite
Of heaven and men, her purposes; repented
The evils she hatch’d were not effected; so,

Despairing, died.

C^. Heard you all this, her women?
I Laiy. We did, so please your highness.
Cym. Mine eyes

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful;

Mine ears, that heard her fiattery; normy heart
That thought her like her seeming; it had been

vicious

To have mistrusted her: yet, 0 my daughter!
That it was folly in me thou mayst say.
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all!

Enter Ltrcius, Iachimo, ike Soothsayer, and
other Roman Prisoners, guarded; Posteu-
Mus behind^ and Imogen.

Thou com’st not, Caius, now for tribute; that
The Britons have raz’d out, though with the

loss [suit

Of many a bold one, whose kinsmen have made
That their good souls may be appeas’d with

slau^ter [granted:
Of you their captives, which ourself have
So, think of your estate. [day

luc. Consider, sir, the chance of war: the
Was yours by accident; had it gone with us
We should not, when the blood was cool, have

threaten’d [gods
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the
Will have it thus, that nothmg but our lives

May be call’d ransom, let it come: sufficeth

A Roman with a Roman’s heart can suffer:

Augustus lives to think on’t: and so much
For my peculiar care. This one thing only

I will entreat; my boy, a Briton bom,
Let him be ransom’d; never master had
A page so kmd, so duteous, diligent,

So tender over his occasions, true,

So feat, so nurse-like: let his virtue join

With my request, which I’ll make bold your
highness

Cannot deny; he hath done no Briton harm
Though he have serv’d a Roman: save him, sir.

And spare no blood beside.

Cym. I have surely seen him:
BSs favour is familiar to me.

—

Boy, thou hast look’d thyself into my grace,

And art mine own.—I know not why nor
wherefor

To say live, hoy: ne’er thank thy master; live;

And ask of Cymheline what boon thou
Fitting my bounty and thy state. I’ll give it;

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner,

The noblest ta’en.

Jmo. I humbly thank your hii^tness.

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad;

And yet I know thou wilt.

Imo. No, no: alack,

There’s other work m hand: I see a thing

Bitter to me as death: your life, good master,
Must shuffle for itself.

Luc. The boy disdains me,
He leaves me, scorns me: briefly die their joys
That place them on the truth of girls and

boys,

—

Why stands he so perplex'd?

Cym. What wouldst thou, boy?
I love thee more and more: think more and

more [on? speak.
What’s best to ask. Know’st him thou look’st

Wilt have him live? Is he thy kin? thy friend?

Imo. He is a Roman; no more kin to me
Than I to your highness; who, being bom your

vassal,

Am something nearer.
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Cym* Wherefore ey’st Mm so?

Imo, I’ll tell you, sir, in private, if you please

To give me hearing.

Cym. Ay, with all my heart,

And lend my best attention. What’s thy name?
/mo. Fideie, sir.

Cym. Thou’rt my good youth, my page;

I’ll be thy master: walk with me; speak freely.

[Cym. and Imo. converse apart.

Set Is not tfiis boy reviv’d from death?

Arv, One sand another

Not more resembles that sweet rosy lad

Who died, and was Fideie.—^What think you?
Gui. The same dead thing alive.

Set, Peace, peace I see further; he eyes us
not; forbear;

Creatures may be alike; were’t he, I am sure

He would have spoke to us.

Gm, But we saw him dead.

Bel Be silent; let’s see further.

Pis. [Aside.i It is my mistress:

Since she is living, let the tune run on
To good or bad.

[Cym. and Imo. come forward.

Cym. Come, stand thou by our side;

Make thy demand aloud.-~[To Iach.] Sir,

step you forth;

Give answer to this boy, and do it freely;

Or, by our greatness and the grace of it,

Which is our honour, bitter torture shall

Winnow the truth from falsehood.—On, speak
to him. [render

Jmo. My boon is that tMs gentleman may
Of whom he had this ring.

Post. [Aside.] What’s that to Mm?
Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say,

How came it yours? [that

lack. Thou’lt torture me to leave unspoken
Which to be spoke would torture thee.

Cym. Howl me?
Iach. I am glad to be constrain’d to utter

that which
Torments me to conceal. By viilany

I got riiis ring; ’twas Leonatus’ jewel,

Whom thou didst banish; and,—^which more
may grieve thee,

As it doth me,—a nobler sir ne’er liv’d

’Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more,
my lord?

Cym. All that belongs to tMs.
Iach. That paragon, thy daughter,

—

For whom my heart mrops blood, and my false

spirits

Quail to remember,-r-Give me leave; I faint.

Cym. My daughter! what of her? Renew
thy strength:

I had rather thou shouldst live while nature will

Than die ere I hear more; strive, man, and
speak.

lack. Upon a time,—^unhappy was the clock
That struck the hour!—it was in Rome,

—

accurs’d [would
The mansion where!—’twas at a feast,—0,
Our viands had been poison’d, or at least
Those wMch I heav’d to headl—the good

Posthumus,

—

What should I say? he was too good to be
Where ill men were; and was the best of all

Amongst the rar’st of good ones,—sitting sadly,
Hearing us praise our loves of Italy

For beauty that made barren the swell’d boast
OfMm that best could speak; for feature laming

;

The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva,
Postures beyond brief nature; for condition,
A shop of all the qualities that man
loves woman for; besides that hook of wiving,
Fairness wMch strikes the eye,

—

Cym. I stand on fire:

Come to the matter.

Iach. All too soon I shall,

Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly,—TMs
Posthumus,—*

Host like a noble lord in love, and one
That had a royal lover,-—took Ms Mnt;
And not dispraising whom we prais’d,—therein
He was as calm as virtue,—he began
His mistress’ picture; wMch byMs tongue being

made,
And then a mind put in’t, either our brags
Were crack’d of Mtchen trulls, orMs description
Prov’d us unspeaking sots.

Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose.
Iach. Your daughter’s chastity—there it

begins.

He spake of her as Dian had hot dreams
And she alone were cold: whereat I, wretch,
Made scruple of Ms praise; and wager’d with

Mm
Pieces of gold, ’gainst tMs, wMch thenhe wore
Upon Ms honour’d finger, to attain

la suit the place of’s bed, and win tMs ring
By hers and mine adultery: he, true knight.

No lesser of her honour confident

Than I did' truly find her, stakes tMs ring;

And would so, had it been a carbuncle
Of Phoebus’ wheel; and might so safely, had

it

Been all the worth of’s car. Away to Britain
Post I in tMs design. Well may you, sir,

Remember me at court, where I was taught
Of your chaste daughter the wide difference

''T\^ amorous and villanous. Being thus
quench’d

Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain
’Gan in your duller Britain operate
Most vilely,—for my vantage excellent;

And, to be brief, my practice so prevail’d

That I return’d wi'a simular proof enough
To make the noble Leonatus mad,
By wounding his belief in her renown
With tokens thus and thus; averring notes
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her brace-

let,

-

0 cunning how I got it!—nay, some marks
Of secret on her person, that he could not
But tMnk her bond of chastity quite crack’d,

1 having ta’en the forfeit. Whereupon,

—

MetMnks I see Mm now,

—

Post. [Coming forward.] Ay, so thou dost,
Itahan fiend!—Ah me, most credulous fool,

Egregious murderer, ^ief, anything
That’s due to all the villains past, in being,
To come!*—0, give me cord, or knife, or poison,

Some upright justicerl Thou, king, send out
For torturers ingenious: it is I
That aU the abhorr’d things o* the earth amend
By being worse than they. 1 am Posthumua,
That loll’d daughter:-viHain-Hke, I le,—
That caus’d a lesser villain than myself,
A sacrilegious tMef, to do’t:—^the temple
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Of viitue was she: yea, and she herself.

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set

The dogs o’ the street to hay me: every villain

Be call’d Posthumus Leonatus; and
Be villainy less than ’twas!—0 Imogen!
My queen, my life, my wife! O Imogen,
Imogen, Imogen!
/mo. Peace, my lord; hear, hear,—
Post. Shall’s have a play of this? Thou

scornful page,

There lie thy part. [Striking her: she faUs.

Pis. O, gentlemen, help! [mus!
Mine and your mistress!—0, my lord Posthu-
You ne’er hill’d Imogen till now.—Help,

help!—
Mine honour’d lady!

Cym. Does the world go round?
Post. How come these staggers on me?
Pis. Wake, my mistress!

Cym. If this be so, the gods do mean to

strike me
To death with mortal joy.

Pis. How fares my mistress?
Imo. 0, get thee from my sight;

Thou gav’st me poison: dangerous fellow,

hence!
Breathe not where princes are.

Cym. The tune of Imogen.
Pis. Lady,

The gods throw stones of sulphur on me if

That box I gave you was not thought by me
A precious thmg: I had it from the queen.
Cym. New matter still?

Imo, It poison’d me.
Cor. O gods!

—

I left out one thing which the queen confess’d,

Which must approve thee honest: Jf Pisanio
Have, said she, given his mistress that confection
Which /gave him for cordial, she is served

As I would serve a rat.

Cym. What’s this, Cornelius?

Cor. The queen, sir, very oft importun'd me
To temper poisons for her; still pretending
The satisfaction of her knowledge only
In Mlling creatures vile, as cats and dogs,
Of no esteem; I, dreading that her purpose
Was of more danger, did compound for her
A certain stuff, which, being ta’en, would cease
The present power of life; but in short time
All offices of nature should again
Do their due functions.—^Have you ta’en of it?

Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead.
Bel My boys,

There was our error.

Gui. This is sure Fidele.

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady
from you?

Think that you are upon a rock; and now
Throw me again. [Embracing him.

Post. Hang there hke fnut, my soul,

Till the tree die!

Cym. How now, my flesh, my child!

What, mak’st thou me a dullard in this act?
Wilt thou not speak to me?
Imo. Yoiir blessing, sir.

> [Kneeling.
Bel. Though you did love this youth, I

blame ye* not;
You had a motive for it. ,

[To GOTDERitis and AkvmAGxrs.

Cym. My tears that fall

Prove holy water on thee! Imogen,
Thy mother’s dead.
Imo, I am sorry for’t, my lord.

Cym. 0, she was naught; and long of her
it was

That we meet here so strangely: but her son
Is gone, we know not how nor where.

Pis. My lord,

Now fear is from me, I’li speak troth. Lord
Cloten,

U^n my lady’s missing, came to me
With his sword drawn; foam’d at the mouth,

and swore.

If I discover’d not which way she was gone.
It was my instant death. By accident
I had a feigned letter of my master’s
Then in my pocket; which directed him
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford;
Where, in a frenzy, inmy master’s garments,
Which he enforc’d from me, away he posts
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate

My lady’s honour: what became of him
I further know not.

Gui. Let me end the story:

I slew him there.

Cym. Marry, the gods forfendl
I would not thy good deeds should from my lips

Pluck a hard sentence: pr’ythee, valiant you&,
Deny’t again.

Gui. I have spoke it, and I did it.

Cym. He was a pnnce. {me
Gui. A most incivil one: the wrongs he did

Were nothing prince-like; forhe did provokeme
With language that would make me spurn the

sea,

If it could so roar to me: I cut off’s head;
And am nght glad he is not standing here
To tell this tale of mine.
Cym. I am sorry for thee*. [must

By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and
Endure our law: ^ou’rt dead.
Imo. That headless man

I thought had been my lord.

Cym. Bind the .offender,

And take him from our presence.
Bel. Stay, sir Mng:

This man is better than the man he slew.
As well descended as thyself; and hath
More of thee merited than a band of Clotens
Had ever scar for,—Let his arms alone;

[To the Guard.
They were not bom for bondage.
Cym, Why, old soldier,

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for

By tastmg of our wrath? How of descent
As good as we?

Arv. In that he spake too far.

Cym. And thou shalt die for’t.

Bel. We will die all three:

But I wiU prove that two on’s are as good
As I have given out him.—My sons, I must,
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech,

Though, haply, for you.

Arv, Your danger’s

Ours.
Gui. And our good Ms.
Bel. Have at it, then!

—

By leave,—^fhou hadst, great king, a subjectwho
Was call’d Belarius.
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Cum, Wliat of Mm? he is

A hanish’d traitor.

Bel. He it is that hath
Assum’d this age: indeed, a banish’d man;
I know not how a traitor.

Cym. Take him hence:
The whole world shall not save Mm.
BeU l?ot too hot:

First pay me fox the nursing of thy sons;

And let it be confiscate all so soon.

As I have receiv’d it,

Cym. Nursing of my sons I [knee:

Bel. I am too blunt and saucy: here’s my
Ere I arise I will prefer my sons;

Then spare not the old father. Mighty sir,

These two young gentlemen, that call me
father,

And think they are my sons, are none of mine;
They are the issue of your loins, my liege,

And blood of your begetting.

Cym. How! my issue!

Bel. So sure as you your father’s. I, old

Morgan,
Am that Belanus whom you sometime banish’d:

Your pleasure wasmy mere oSence, my punish-
ment

Itself, and all my treason; that I suffer’d

Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes,

For such and so they are,—these twenty years

Have I train’d up: those arts they have as I

Could put into them; my breeding, was, sir, as

Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euiiphile,

Whom for the theft I wedded stole these chil-

dren
Upon my banishment; I mov’d her to’t;

Having receiv’d the punishment before
For that wMch I did then; beaten for loyalty

Excited me to treason: their dear loss,^

The more of you ’twas felt, the more it shap’d
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir,

Here are your sons agaiu; and I must lose

Two of the sweet’st companions in the world;

—

The benediction of these covering heavens
Fall on their heads like dewl for they are

worthy
To inlay heaven with stars.

Cym. Thou weep’st, and speak’st.

The service that you three have done is more
Unlike than tMs thou tell’st. 1 lost my cMldren:
K these be they, I know not how to wish
A pair of worthier sons.

Bel. * Be pleas’d awhile.

—

TMs gentlemai^ whom 1 call Polydore,
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius:
TMs gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus,
Your younger princely son; he, sir, was lapp’d
In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand
OfMs queen mother, wMch, for more probation,
I can with ease produce.
Cym. Guiderius had

Upon Ms neck a mole, a sanguine star;

It was a mark of wonder.
Bel. TMs is he;

Who hath upon Mm still that natural stamp:
It was wise nature’s end in the donation.
To be Ms evidence now.
Cym, 0, what, am I

A mother to the birth of three? Ne’er mother
Rejoic’d dehverance more,—Bless’d may you

That, after tMs strange starting from your orbs,
You may reign in them nowl-^ Imogen,
Thou hast lost by tMs a kingdom.
Imo. No, my lord;

I have got two worlds by’t.—0 my gentle
brothers,

Have we thus met? 0, never say hereafter
But I am truest speaker: you call’d me brother
When I was but your sister; I you brothers
When you were so indeed.
Cym. Did you e’er meet?
Arv. Ay, my good lord.

Guz. And at first meeting lov’d;
Continued so until we thought he died.

Cor. By the queen’s dram she swallow’d.
Cym. O rare instinct!

When shall I hear aU through? TMs fierce
abridgment

Hath to it circumstantial branches, which
Distinction should be rich m.—Where? how

hv’d you?
And when came you to serve our Roman cap-

tive?

How parted with your brothers? how first met
them?

Why fled you from the court? and wMther?
And your tMee motives to the battle, with
I know not how much more, should be de-

manded;
And aU the other by-dependencies, [place

From chance to chance: but nor the time nor
WUl serve our long mter’gatories. See,
Posthumus anchors upon Imogen; [eye
And she, like harmless lightmng, throws her
On Mm, her brothers, me, her master; Mtting
Each object with a joy: the counterchange
Is severally in all.—Let’s quit tMs ground,
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices.

—

Thou art my brother; so we’ll hold thee ever.

[To Belarius.
Imo. Youaremyfathertoo; and didreheveme,

To see tMs gracious season.
Cym. AU o’erjoy’d,

Save these in bonds: let them be joyful too,

For they shaU taste our comfort.
Imo. My good master,

I will yet do you service.

Luc. Happy be you!
Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly

fought.

He would have well becom’d tMs place, and
grac’d

The thanmngs of a king.

Post. I am, sir,

The soldier that did company these three
In poor beseeming; ’twas a fitment for

The purpose I then follow’d.—That I was he,

Speak, lachimo: I had you down, and might
Have made you finish.

Inch. I am down again; IBjieelmg.

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee,
As then your force did. Take that life, beseech

you,
WMch I so often owe: but your ring first;

And here the bracelet of the truest princess

That ever swore her feith.

Post. Emeel not to me;
The power that I have on you is to spare you;
The malice towards you to forgive you: live,

And deal with others better.



SCENE V.|
CYMBELINE

^ _ Nobly doom’di

We’U learn otir freeness of a son-in-law;

Pardon’s the word to all. „ . ,You holp us, sir.

As you did mean indeed to be our brother;

Toy’d are we that you are.

p(3sf. Your servant, princes.—Good my lord

of Rome,
Call forth your soothsayer: as I slept, me-

thought
, V V

.Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back

Appear’d to me, with other spntely shows

OfWe own kindred: when I wak’d I found

This label on my bosom; whose contaimng

Is so from sense in hardness mat I can

Make no collection of it: let Mm show

His skill in the construction,

Inc.
Philarmonus.-—

Sooift. Here, my good lord.

' Luc Read, and declare the meanmg.

Sooth. [Reads.] Whenas a lion's whelp shall,

to hmself unknown, without seeking firid, and

he embraced by a Piece of te^er air; and when

from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches,

which, being dead many years, shall after re-

woe. be jointed to the old stock, and fresUy

grow; then shall Posthumus end his miseries,

Britain be fortunate, and flourish m peace and

^hoif, Leonatus, art the lion’s whelp;

The fit and apt construction of thy name,

Being Leo-natus, doth import so much:

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter,
^

[To CVMBELINEi

Which we call mollis aer; and mollis aer

We term it mulier: wMch mulier 1 divine

Is this most constant wife; who even now,

Answering the letter of the oracle.

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp d about

With this most tender air.

Cym. TMs hath some seeming.

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline,
Personates thee: and thy lopp’d branches point
Thy two sons forth, who, by Belarius stol’n,
For many years * **

By peace we wiU begin:—and, Caius Lucius,
Although the victor, we submit to Csesar,
And to the Roman empire; promising
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen;
Whom heavens, in justice both on her and hers,
Have laid most heavy hand.

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do
tune

The harmony of this peace. The vision,
Which I made known to Lucius ere the stroke
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant,

Is full accomplish’d; for the Roman eagle,
From south to west on wing soaring aloft,

Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o’ the sua
So vanish’d: which foreshow’d our princely

eagle.

The impenal Caesar, should again unite
His favour with the radiant CymbeHne,
WMch shines here m the west.
Cym. Laud we the gods;

And lei our crooked smokes climb to their

nostrils

From our bless’d altars. Publish we tMs
peace

To aU our subjects. Set we forward: let

A Roman and a Bntish ensign wave
Friendly togethei^ so through Lud’s town

march:
And in the temple of great Jupiter

Our peace we’B ratify; seal it with feasts.

—

Set on there 1—Never was a war did cease.

Ere bloody hands were wash’d, with such a
peace. [Exeunt*



TITUS ANDRONICUS

PERSONS REPRESENTED

Saturninus, Son to the late Emperor of Rome,
and afterwards declared Emperor.

BASSUNtrs, Brother to Satdrnikus, in love
with Lavinia.

Titos Andronicus, a noble Roman, General
against the Goths.

Marcus Audronicus, Tribune of the People,

and Brother to Titus.
Lucius,

|

Quintus, I Sons to TiTus Andronicus.
Martius,

{

Mutius,
I

Young Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius.
Publius, Son to Marcus the Tribune.

Scene,—Rome,

AEmilius, a noble Roman.
ALARBUS,

I

Demetrius, r Sons to Tamora.
Chiron, 1

Aaron, a Moor, beloved by Tamora.
A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, and Clown,—

Romans.
Goths and Romans.

Tamora, Queen of the Goths.
Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus.
A Nurse, and a black Child.

Kinsmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes, OflcLcers,

Soldiers, and Attendants.

the Country near it.

ACT I.

Scene I—Rome. Before the Capitol.

The Tomb of the Andronici appearing; the
Tribunes and Senators aloft. Enter, below,
Saturninus and his Followers on one side,

and Bassianus and his Followers on the
other, with drums and colours.

Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my nght.
Defend the justice of my cause with arms,*
And, countrymen, my loving followers,
Plead my successive title with your swords;
I am his first-bom son that was ^e last
That wore the imperial diadem of Rome:
Then let my father’s honours live in me.
Nor wrong ipine age with this indignity.

Bos. Romans,—friends, followers, favourers
of my right,—

{ If ever Bassianus, Caesar’s son.
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,
Keep then, this passage to the Capitol;
And suffer not dishonour to approach
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate.
To justice, continence, and nobihty:
But let desert in pure election shine;
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice.

Enter Marcus Andronicus, aloft, with the

crown.

Marc. Princes,—that strive by factions and
by friends

Ambitiously for rule and empery,— [stand
Know that the people of Rome, for whom we
A special party, have by common voice,
In election for the Roman empery.
Chosen Andronicus, sumamed Pius

[
For many good and great deserts to Rome:
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A nobler man, a braver warrior,

lives not this day within the city walls:

He by the senate is accited home
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths;

That, with his sons, a terror to our foes,

Hath yok’d a nation strong, train’d up in arms.

Ten years are spent since first he undertook

This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms
Our enemies’ pride: five times he hath return’d

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons

In cofilns from the field;

And now at last, laden with honour’s spoils,

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome,
Renowned Titus, fiouiishing in arms.
Let us entreat,—by honour of his name
Whom worthily you would have now succeed,

And in the Capitol and senate’s right,

Whom you pretend to honour and adore,

—

That you withdraw you, and abate your
strength;

Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should
Plead your deserts in peace and humblehess.

Saf. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my
thoughts!

Bos. Marcus Audronicus, so 1 do afiy

In thy uprightness and integrity,

And so 1 love and honour thee and thine,

Thy noble brother Titus and his sons,

And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all,

Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich ornament,
That I will here dismiss my loving friends;

And to my fortunes and the people’s favour

Commit my cause in balance to be weigh’d.
[Bxeuni the Followers of Bas.

Sat, Friends, that have been thus forward in

my right,

I thank you all, and here dismiss you all;

And to the love and favour of my country
Commit myself, my person, and the cause.

[Exeunt the Followers o/Sat.
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me
As I am confident and kiad to thee.

—

Open the gates, tribunes, and let me in.

Bas, Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor.

[Flourish. Exeunt; Sat. and Bas. go up
into the Capitol,

From whence at first she weigh’d her anchor-
age,

Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs,
To re-salute his country with his tears,—
Tears of true joy for Ms return to Rome.—
Thou great defender of this Capitol,

Stand gracious to the rites that we intendI—
Romans, of five-and-twent:^ valiant sons,
Half of the number that Mng Priam haa.
Behold the poor remains, alive and dead!
These that survive let Romayeward with love;

These that I bring unto their latcsTloitif'r'^- "--'

With burial amongst their ancestors:
Here Goths have given me leave to sheathe my

sword.
Titus, unkind, and careless of tMne own,
Why sufier’st thou thy sons, unbuned yet.

To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx?

—

Make way to lay them by their brethren,

—

[The tomb is opened.
There greet in silence, as the dead are wont,
And sleep in peace, slain in your cotmtry's wars!
O sacred receptacle of my joys,

Sweet cell Of virtue and nobility,

How many sons of mine hast thou in store,

That thou wilt never render to me morel
Luc, Give us the proudest prisoner of the

Goths,
That we may hew Ms limbs, and on a pile

Ad manesfratrum sacrifice his flesh

Before tMs eartMy prison of their bones;
That so the shadows be not unappeas’d,
Nor we disturb’d with prodigies on earth.

Tit, I give him you,—the noblest that sur-

vives.

The eldest son of tMs distressed queen.
Tam. Stay, Roman brethren!— Gracious

conqueror,
Victorius Titus, rue the tears I shed,

A mother’s tears in passion for her son:
And if thy sons were ever dear to thee,

O, think my son to be as dear to me!
SuMceth not that we are brought to Rome,
To bfiau^ thy triimiphs and return,

Captive fotEee mSlo tfiy Roman yoke;
But must my sons be slaughter’d in the streets

Enter a Captain.

Cap. Romans, make way. The good An-
dronicus,

Patron of virtue, Rome’s best champion,
Successful in the battles that he fights,

With honour and with fortune is return’d
From where he circumscribed with Ms sword,
Ai/sA a-mavvivacs a# 'Dawia

For valiant doings in their country’s cause?/

0, if to fight for king and common weal
Were piety in thine, it is in these.

Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood:
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods?
Draw near them, then, in being merciful:

Sweet merc3Lis;^bilitv’s true badge: .

TjEce-nobie Titus, spare myimPbrnS son.

Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon
iiuu 1.0 TOg;;e, me enemies 01 jKome.

flourish of trumpets, &c. Enter Martius
and Mutius; after them two Men bearing
a coffin covered with black; then Lucras and
Qtuntus. After them Titus Amurokicus;
and then Tamora, tvith Alarbus, Deme-
trius, Chiron, Aaron, and other Goths,
firtsonm; Soldiers and People following.
The bearers set down the coffin, and Tnus
speaks.

Tit Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning
weedsl

Xo, as the bark that hath discharg’d her frau^t
Returns with precious lading to the bay

me.
These are their brethren, whom you Goths

beheld
Alive and dead; and for their brethren slain

die he must.
To appease their groaning shadows that are

gone.

Luc, Away with Mm! and make a fire

straight;

And with our swords, upon a pile of wood
Let’s hewMs limbs till they be clean consum’d.

[Exeunt Luc., Quin., Marc., and Mm.,
with Alarbus.

Tam. O cruel, irreli^ous pietyl
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Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous?
Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome.

Alarbus goes to rest; and we survive
To tremble under Titus’ threatening looks.

Then, madam, stand resolv’d; but hope withal

The self-same gods that arm’d the Queen of

Troy
With opportunity of sharp revenge
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent.

May favour TainoTa,the queen of Goths,

—

When Goths were Goths and Tamora was
queen,—

To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes.

Re-enter Lucids, Quintus, Martius, and
Mutius With their swords bloody.

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have
perform’d

Our Roman ntes: Alarbus’ hmbs are lopp'd,

And entrails feed the sacrificing fire.

Whose smoke like incense doth perfume

Remaineth naught but to inter our brethren,
And with loud ’larums welcome them to Rome.

Tit. Let it be so, and let Andronicus
Make this his latest farewell to their souls.

[Trumpets sounded and the coffin laid in the

tomb.]
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons;
Rome’s readiest champions, repose you here in

rest,

Secure from worldly chances and mishaps!
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells,

Here grow no damned grudges; here are no
storms,

No noise, but silence and eternal sleep:

Enter Lavinia.

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons!
Lav. In peace and honour live Lord Titus

long;

My noble lord and father, live in fame!
Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears
I render for my brethren’s obsequies;
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy
Shed on the earth for thy return to Rome:
0, bless me here with thy victorious hand,
Whose fortunes Rome’s best citizens applaud!

Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly
reserv’d

The cordial of mine age to glad my heart!—
Lavinia, live; outlive thy father’s days,
And fame’s eternal date, for virtue’s praise!

Enter, below, Marcus Andronicus and Tri-
bunes; re-enter Saturninus, Bassianus,
and Attendants.

Marc. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved
brother,

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome!
TiU Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother

Marcus. [ful wars,
Marc. And welcome, nephews, from success-

You that survive and you that sleep in fame!
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all,

That in your country’s service drew your
swjj^'ds:

But safer triumph is this funeral pomp I

That hath aspir’d to Solon’s happiness,
And triumphs over chance in honour’s bed.

—

Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome,
Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been,
Send thee by me, their tnbime and their trust,

This palhament of white and spotless hue;
And name thee in election for the empire
With these our late-deceased emperor’s sons:
Be candidatus, then, and put it on,

And help to set a head on headless Rome.
Tit. A better head her glonous body fits

Than his that shakes for age and feebleness:
What, should I don this robe and trouble you?
Be chosen with proclamations to-day,

To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life,

And set abroach new business for you all?

Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years,

And led my country’s strength successfully.

And buned one-and-twenty valiant sons,

Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms,
In right and service of their noble country:

Give me a staff of honour for mine age,

But not a sceptre to control the world:

Upnght he held it, lords, that held it last.

Marc. Titus, thou shal<- obtain and ask the

empery.
Sat, Proud and ambitious tribune, canst

thou telP

Tit. Patience, Prince Saturninus.

Sat. Romans, do me right;—
Patricians, draw your swords, and sheathe them

not
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor.

—

Andronicus, would thou wert shipp’d to hell

Rather than rob me of the people’s hearts!

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good
That noble-minded Titus means to thee!

Tit. Content thee, prince; I will restore to

thee [selves.

The people’s hearts, and wean%hem from them-
Bas. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee.

But honour thee, and will do till I die.

My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends,

I will most thankful be; and thanks to men
Of noble minds is honourable meed. [here,

Tit. People of Rome, and people’s tribunes

I ask your voices and your suffrages:

WiH you bestow them friendly on Andronicus?
Trih. To gratify the good Andronicus,

And gratulate his safe return to Rome,
The people mil accept whom he admits.

Tit. Tribunes, I lliank you: and this suit I

make,
That you create your emperor’s eldest son,

Lord Saturnine; whose virtues wiE, I hope.
Reflect on Rome as Titan’s rays on earth,

And ripen justice in this commonweal:
Then, if you will elect by my advice,

Crown him, and say. Long live our emperor!
Marc. With voices and applause of every

sort,

Patricians and plebeians, we create
Lord Saturninus Rome’s great emperor;
And say, Long live our emperor Saturnine!

Sat Titus Andronicus, for tLy favours done
To us in our election this day
I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts,

And will with deeds requite thy gentleness;
And for an onset, Titus, to advance
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Thy name and honourable family,
Lavima will I make my empress^
Rome’s royal mistress, mistress of my heart.
And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse:
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please

thee?
Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and in this

match
I hold me highly honour’d of your grace:
And here, m sight of Rome, to Saturnine,

—

King and commander of our commonweal,
The wide world’s emperor,—do I consecrate
My sword, my chariot, and my pnsoners;
Presents well worthy Rome’s imperial lord:

Receive them, then, the tnbute that I owe.
Mine honour’s ensigns humbled at thy feet.

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my Itfe!

How proud I am of thee and of thy gifts

Rome shall record; and when I do forget
The least of these unspeakable deserts,
Romans, forget your fealty to me.

Tit. [To Tamora.] Now, madam, are you
prisoner to an emperor;

To him that for your honour and your state

Will use you nobly and your followers.
Sat. A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue

That I would choose were I to choose anew.

—

Clear up, fair q.ueen, that cloudy countenance:
Though chance of war hath wrought this change

of cheer.

Thou com’st not to be made a scorn in Rome:
Princely sh|dl be thy usage every way.
Rest on my'word, and let not discontent
Daunt aU your hopes: madam, he comforts

you
Can make you greater than the Queen of

Goths.

—

Lavima, you are not displeas’d with this?

Lav. Not I, my lord; sith true nobility

Warrants these words in princely courtesy.
Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia.—Romans, let

us go:

Ransomless here we set our prisoners free:

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and
drum.

[Flouriah. Sat. courts Tamora in

dumb show.
Bas. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is

mine. [Sminp Lavinia.
Tit, How, sirl are you in earnest, then, my

lord?

Bas. Ay, noble Titus; and resolv’d withal
To do myself this reason and this right.

Marc. Suum cuique is our Roman justice:

This prince in justice seizeth but his own.
Luc. And that he will and shall, if Lucius

live. [peror’s guard?

—

Tit. Traitors, avauntl—Where is the em-
Treason, my lord,—Lavinia is surprisedi

Sat. Surpris’dI by whom?
Bas. By him that justly may

Bear his betroth’d from all the world away,
[Bxrnnt Bas. and Mar. with Lav.

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence
away,

And with my sword I’ll keep this door safe.

[Bxemi Luc., Quin., and Mar.
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I’ll soon bring

her back.
Mut My lord, you pass not here.

8iS

Tit What, villain boyl
Barr’st me my way in Rome?

[Stabbing Mutius.
Mut. Help, Lucius, help I

[Dies.

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. My lord, you are unjust; and more
than so,

In wrongful C[uarrei you have slain your son.

Tit Nor thou nor he are any sons of mme;
My sons would never so dishonour me:
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor.

Luc. Dead, if you will; but not to be his wife.

That is another’s lawful promis’d love. [Exit
Sat No, Titus, no; the emperor needs her

not,

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock:

I’ll trust by leisure him that mocks me once;
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons.

Confederates all thus to dishonour me.
Was there none else in Rome to make a stale

But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus,
Agree these deeds with that proud brag of tiune.

That said’st I begg’d the empire at thy hands.
Tit O monstrous! what reproachful words

are these? [ing piece

Sat But go thy ways; go, give the chang-
To him that flourish’d for her with his sword:
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy;

One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons.

To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome.
Tit These words are razors to my wounded

heart. {Goths,—
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of

That, hke the stately Phoebe ’mongst her
nymphs,

Dost overshine the gallant dames of Rome,

—

If thou be pleas’d with this my sudden choice,

Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride,

And will create thee empress of Rome.
Speak, Queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my

choice?

And here I swear by all the Roman gods,

—

Sith priest and holy water are so near,

And tapers bum so bright, and everything

In reafflness for Hymenseus stand,—
I will not re-salute the streets of Rome,
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place

I lead espous’d my bride along with me.
Tam. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome

I swear.
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths,

She^ a handmaid be to his desires,

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth.

Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pantiheoru—Lords,
accompany

Your noble emperor and his lovely bride,

Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine,

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered;
There shall we consummate our spousal rites.

[Exeunt Sat. and his Followers; Tam.
and her sons; Aaron and Goths.

Tit I am not bid to wait upon this bride.

—

Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,

Dishonour’d thus, and challenged of wrongs?

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and
Martius.

Marc. 0 Titus, see, 0 see what thou hast

done!
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la a bad qttairel slain a virbons son.

Tit No, foolish tribune, no; no son of

mine,*—
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed
That hath dishonour’d all our family;

TJaworby brother and unworthy sons!

Imc, But let us give him burial, as becomes;
Give Hutius burial with our brethren.

Tit Traitors, away! he rests not in this

tomb:—

-

This monument five hundred years hath stood,

Which I have sumptuously re-edified;

Here none but soldiers and Rome’s servitors

Repose in fame; none basely slain in brawls:—
Bury him where you ca^ he comes not here.

Marc. My lord, Ibis is impiety in you;

My nephew Mutius’ deeds do plead for him;
He must be buried with his brethren.

Quin, and Mart And shall, or him we wifi

accompany. [that word?
Tit And shall I What villain was it spake

Quin. He that would vouch it in any place

but here. [spite?

Tit What, would you bury him in my de-

Marc No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee

To pardon Mutius, and to bury Mm.
Tit Marcus, even tbou hast struck upon my

crest, [wounded;
And with these boys mine honour thou hast

My foes I do repute you every one;

So trouble me no more, but get you gone.

Afarc. He is not with himself; let us with-

draw.
Quin. Not I, till Mutius’ bones be buried.

[Marcus and the Sons of Titus kneel.

Marc. Brother, for in that name doth nature

plgai— [speak",—
Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature
Tit Speak thou no more, if all the rest will

speed.
Marc. Renowned Titus, more than half my

soul,

—

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us
aU,—

Marc. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter

His noble nephew here in virtue’s nest,

That died in honour and Lavinia’s cause:
Thou art a Roman,—be not barbarous.
The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax,
That slew himself; and wise Laertes’ son
Did graciously plead for his funerals:
Let not young Mutius, then, that was thy joy,

Be barf’d Ms entrance here.
fit Rise, Marcus, rise:

The dismall’st day is tMs that e’er I saw,
To be dishonour’d by my sons in Romel—
Well, bury Mm, and bury me the next.

[Mutius is put into the tomb.
Luc. There he thy bones, sweet Mutius, with

thy friends,

Till we with tropMes do adorn thy tomb.*
All. [Kneeling.] No man shed tears for noble

Mutius;
He lives in fame that died in virtue’s cause.
Marc. My lord,—to step out of these dreary

dumps,—
How comes it that the subtle Queen of Goths
Is of a sudden thus advanc’d in Rome?

Tit I know not, Marcus; but I know it is,—
Whether by device or no, the heavens can tell:

Is she not, then, beholden to the man
That brought her for tMs high good turn so far?

Marc. Yes, and will nobly him remunerate.

Flourish. Re-enter, at one side, Saturninus
attended; Tamora, Demetrius, Chiron,
and Aaron: at the other, Bassunus Lav-
miA, and others.

Sat So, Bassianus, 70U have play’d your
prize;

God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride!

Bas. And you of yours, my lord! I say no
more,

Nor wish no less; and so I take my leave.

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law or we have
power,

Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape.

Bas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my
own,

My true-betrothed love, and now my wife?

But let the laws of Rome determine all;

Meanwhile I am possess’d of that is mine, [us;

Sat. ’Tis good, sir: you are very short with
But if we live we'll be as sharp with you.

Bas. My lord, what I have done, as best I
may,

Answer I must, and shall do with my life.

Only this much I give your grace to know,—
By all the duties that I owe to Rome,
TMs noble gentleman, Lord Titus here.

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d,
That, in the rescue of Lavinia,

With Ms own hand did slay Ms youngest son,

In zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath
To be controU’d in that he frankly gave;

Receive him, then, to favour, Satunune,
That hath express’d himself, in all Ms deeds,
A father and a fnend to thee and Rome.

Tit Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my
deeds:

’Tis thou and those that have disTionour’d me.
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge
How I'have lov’d and honour’d Saturnine!
Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora

Were gracious in those princely eyes of tMne,
Then hear me speak indifferently for all;

And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past.

Sat. What, madam! be dishonour’d openly,
And basely put it up without revenge?
Tam. Not so, my lord; the gods of Rome

forfend
I should be author to dishonour you!
But on mine honour dare I undertake
For good Lord Titus, innocence in all,

Whose fury not dissembled speaks Ms griefs:

Then at my suit look graciously on Mm;
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose,
Nor with sour looks afflict Ms gentle heart.—
My lord, be rul’d by me, be won at last;

[Aside.

Dissemble all your griefs and discontents;
You are but newly planted in your throne;
Lest, then, the people and patricians too,

Upon a just survey, take Titus’ part.

And so supplant you for ingratitude,—
Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,—
Yield at entreats; and then let me alone;
I’ll find a day to massacre them all.

And raze their faction and their faiMly,
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The cruel father and his traitorous sons,

To whom I sued for my dear son’s life;

And make them know what ’tis to let a queen
^eelm the streets and beg for gracem vain.

Come, come, sweet emperor,—come, Androni-
cus,

Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart

That dies in tempest of thy angry frown.

Sat. Rise, Titus, rise; my empress hath pre-

vail’d.

Tit. I thank your majesty and her, my lord:

These words, these looks, infuse new life in
me.

‘ "
•" —

Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome,
A Roman now adopted happily,

And must advise the emperor for his good.
* This d^y all quarrels die^ Andromcus:—
AnSTetirEemine honour, good my lord,

That I have reconcil’d your friends and you.—
For you. Prince Bassianus, I have pass’d

My word and promise to the emperor
That you will be more mild and tractable.

—

And fear not, lords,—and you, lavima,

—

By my advice, all humbled on your knees.
You shall ask pardon of his majesty.

Luc, We do; and vow to heaven and to his

highness
That what we did was mildly as we might,

Tendenng our sister’s honour and our own.
Marc. That on mine honour here I do pro-

test.

Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more.
Tam. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all

be friends:

The tribune and his nephews kn££liatug{acj;_,

1 will not be denied: sweetiTeart, look back.

Sat. Marcus, for thy sake and thy brother’s

here.

And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats,

I do remit these young men’s heinous faults:

Stand up.

—

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl,

I found a friend; and sure as death I swore
I would not part a bachelor from the pnest.

Come, if the emperor’s court can feast two
brides,

You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends.

This day shall be a love-day, Tamora.
Tit, To-morrow, an it please your majesty

To hunt the panther and the hart with me,
With horn and hound we’ll give your grace bon-

jour.

Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too«^
[JExeunf.

Scene L—Rome. Before the Palace.

Enter Aaron.

Aaron. Now chmbeth Tamora Olympus’ top.

Safe out of fortune’s shot; and sits aloft,

Secure of thunder’s crack or lightning’s flash;

^

Advanc’d above pale envy’s threatening reach.
As when the golden sun salutes the mom,
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams,
Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach.
And overlooks the highest-peering hill;

So Tamora:
Upon her will doth earthly honour wait,

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown.

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart and lit thy thoughts

To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress,

And mount her pitch, whom thou in tnumph
long

Hast prisoner held, fetter’d in amorous chains.

And faster bound to Aaron’s charming eyes
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus.
Away with slavish weeds and servile thoughtsl
I will be bright, and shine in peah and goi37^
To wait upon this new-made empress.
To wait, said I? to wanton with this queen.
This goddess, this Semiramis, this nymph,
This syren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine,

And see his shipwreck and his common-
weal’s.

—

Holla! what storm is this?

Enter Demetrius and Chiron braving

Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit

wants edge
And manners, to intrude where I am grac’d;

And may, for aught thou know’st, affected be.

Chi. Demetnus, thou dost over-ween rn all;

And so in this, to bear me down with braves.

’Tis not the difference of a year or two
Makes me less gracious or thee more fortunate:

1 am as able and as fit as thou
To serve and to deserve my mistr^s’ grace;

And that my s'v^rinipin^tlibe shalT approver”
And plead my passion for Lavinia’ s love.

Aar. [Aside.) Clubs, clubs! these lovers will

not keep the peace.

_ Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, un-
advis’d,

Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side,

Are you so desperate grown to threat your
friends?

Go to; have your lath glu’d within your sheath
Till you know better how to handle it. [have,

Cm. Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I

Full well Shalt thou perceive how much I dare,

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave?
[They draw.

Aar. [Coming forward.] Why, how now,
lords!

So near the emperor’s palace dare you draw,
And maintain such a quarrel openly?
Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge:
1 would not for a million of gold
The cause were known to them it most con

cems;
Nor would your noble mother for much more
Be so dishonour’d in the court of Rome.
For shame, put up.
Dem. Not I, till I have sheath’d

My rapier in his bosom, and withal
Thrust these reproachful speeches down his

throat

That he hath breath’d in my dishonour here.
CJu. For that I am prepar’d and full re-

solv’d,— [tongue,

Foul-spoken coward, that thunder* st with thy
And with thy weapon nothing dar’st perform.

Aar. Away, I sayI—
Now, by the gods that warlike Goths adore,
This petty brabble will undo us all.

—

Why, lords, and think you not how dangerous
It is to jet upon a Piinca’jijdghtB,



8iS TITUS AHDEONICUS [act il.

What is, Lavinia, then, become so loose,

Or Bassiantis so degenerate,
That forher love snch quarrels may be broach’d

Without controlment, justice, or revenge?
Young lords, beware! and should the empress

know [please.

This discord’s ground, the music would not
Chi. 1 care not, I, knew she and all the

world:

I love Lavinia more than all the world.^
Dem. Youngling, leam thou to make some

meaner choice:

Lavinia is thme elder brother’s hope.

Aar. Why, are you mad! or know ye not
in Rome

How furious and impatient they be,

And cannot brook competitors in love?

I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths
By this device.

CM. Aaron, a thousand deaths
Would I propose to achieve her whom I love.

Aar. To achieve her!—How?
Dem. Why mak’st thou it so strange?

She is a woman, therefore may be woo’d;
She is a woman, therefore may be won;
She is lavinia, therefore must be lov’d.

What, man! more water glideth by the mill

Than wots the miller of; and easy it is

Of a cut loaf to steal a sMve, we know:
Though Bassianus be the emperor’s brother,

Better than he have worn Vulcan’s badge.
Aar. [Aside.] Ay, and as good as Satummus

may.
Dem. Then why should he despair that

court it

With words, fairTodSiTand liberality?

What, hast not thou full often struck a doe,

And borne her cleanly by the keeper’s nose?
Aar. Why, then, it seems some certain

snatch or so
Would serve your turns.

Chi. Ay, so the turn were serv’d.

Dem. Aaron, thou hast hit it.

Aar. Would you had hit it too!

Then should not we be tir’d with this ado.

Why, hark ye, hark ye,—and are you such fools

Tq square for this? Would it otiend you, then,

That both should speed?
CM. Faith, not me.
Dem. Nor me, so I were one.
Aar. For shame, be friends, and join for

that you jar:

*Tis policy and stratagem must do
That you affect; and so must you resolve
That which you cannot as you would achieve,
You must perforce accomplish as you may.
Take this of me,—Lucrece was not more chaste
Than this Lavima, Bassianus’ love.

/'A speedier course than lingering languishment
^ Must we pursue, and I have found the path.

My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand;
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop:
The forest-walks are wide and spacious;
And many unfrequented plots there are
Fitted by kind for rape and villany:

Single you thither, then, this dainty doe.
And stake her home by force if not by words:
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope.
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred wit
To vittany and vengeance consecrate,

Will we acquaint with all that we intend;
And she shall file our engines with advice
That will not suffer you to square yourselves.
But to your wishes’ hei^t advance you both.
The emperor’s court is like the house of fame,
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, and ears:
The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and

dull;

There speak and strike, brave boys, and take
your turns; [eye,

There serve your lust, shadow’d from heaven’s
And revel in Lavinia’s treasury.

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cow-
ardice.

Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the stream
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits,

Per Siyga, per manes vehor. [Exeunt

Scene II.—A Forest near Rome: a Lodge
seen at a distance. Horns and cry of hounds
heard.

Enter Tims Andronicus, with Hunters, &c.,
Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Martius.

Tit. The hunt is up, the mom is bright and
gay,

The fields are fragrant, and the woods are
green.

Uncouple here, and let us make a bay,

And wake the emperor and his lovely bride,

And rouse the prince, and nng a himter’s peal,

That all the court may echo with the noise.

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours,

To attend the emperor’s person carefuUy;
I have been troubled in my sleep this night,

But dawning day new confort hath inspir’d.

Homs wind a peal. Enter Saturninus,
Tamora, Bassianus, Lavinia, Deme-
trius, Chiron, and Attendants.

Many good-morrows to your majesty;—
Madam, to you as many and as good:—
I promised your grace a hunter’s peal.

Sat. And you have mng it lustily, my lord;

Somewhat too early for new-mamed ladies.

Bos. Lavima, how say you?
Lav. I say no;

I have been broad awake two hour or more.
Sat. Come on, then, horse and chariots let

us have.
And to our sport.-[To Tamora.] Madam, now

shall ye see
Our Roman hunting.
Marc. I have dogs, my lord,

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase,
And chmb the highest promontory top

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the
game

Makes way, and run like swallows o’er the
plain.

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse
nor hound,

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground.
[Exeunt

Scene III.—A lonely part of the Forest.

Enter Aaron with a bag of gold*

Aaron. He that had wit would think that I

had none,
To bury so much gold under a tree,
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And never after to inherit it.

Let Mm that thmks of me so abjectly
Know that tMs gold mnst coin a stratagem,
"Which, cmmingly effected, will beget
A very excellent piece of villany;

And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest
[Hides the gold.

That have their alms out of the empress’ chest.

Enter Tamora.

Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look’st
thou sad

"When everything doth make a gleeful boast?
The birds chant melody on every bush;
The snake lies rolled m the cheerful sun;
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind.
And make a chequer’d shadow on the ground:
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit.

And, whilst the babbling echo mocks the
hoimds,

Replying shrilly to the well-tun’d horns.
As if a double hunt were heard at once.
Let us sit down and mark their yelping noise;
And,—after conflict such as was suppos’d
The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy’i,
"WTien wifh a happy storm they were surpns’d.
And curtain’d with a counsel-keeping cave,

—

"We may, each wreathed m the other’s arms.
Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber;
"WMles hounds and horns and sweet melodious

birds

Be unto us as is a nurse’s song
Of lullaby to bring her babe asleep.

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your
desires,

Saturn is dominator over mine:
What signifies my deadly-standing eye,

My silence and my cloudy melanchok.
My flieece of woolly hair thaTfiow uncurls
Even as an adder when she doth unroll
To do some fatal execution?
Ifo, madam, these are no venereal signs,
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand.
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.
Hark, Tamora,—the empress of my soul,

WMch never hopes more heaven than rests in
thee,

—

TMs is the day of doom for Bassianus:
His PMlomel must lose her tongue to-day;
Thy.sons make pdlage of her cha
And wasHheir nanus in iJassianus^lood.
Seest thou tMs letter? tiJke it up, I pray thee.
And give the king tMs fatal-plotted scroll,—
Now question me no more,—we are espied;
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty,
WMch dreads not yet their lives’ destruction.
Tam. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me

than life! [comes:
Aar. No more, great empress, Bassianus

Be cross with Mm; and I’ll go fetch thy sons
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe’er they be.

[Exit.

Enter Bassianus and Lavinia.

Bos. Who have we here? Rome’s royal
empress,

Unfumish’d of her well-beseeming troop?
Or is it Dian, habited like her,
Who hath abandoned her holy groves
To see the general hunting in this fordst?

Tam. Saucy controller of our private steps I

Had I the power that some day Dian had,

Thy temples should be planted presently

With horns, as was Acteon’s; and the hounds
Should drive upon thy new-transformed hmbs.
Unmannerly intruder as thou art!

Lav. Under your patience, gentle empress,

’Tis thought you have a goodly gift in homing;
And to be doubted that your Moor and you
Are singled forth to try experiments: [day

I

Jove shield your husband from Ms hounds to-

’Tis pity they should take him for a stag.

Bos. Believe me, queen, your swarth Cim-
merian

Doth make your honour of Ms body’s hue.

Spotted, detested, and abominable.

Why are you sequester’d from ail your train,

Dismountedfromyour snow-wMte goodly steed.

And wander’d Miher to an obscure plot,

Accompanied but with a barbarous Moor,
If foul desire had not conducted you?
Lav. And, being intercepted in your sporty

Great reason that my noble lord be rated

For sauciness.—I pray you, let us hence,

And let her joy her raven-colour’s love;

TMs valley fits the purpose passing well.

Bas. The king my brother shall have note of

tMs. [noted long:

Lav. Ay, for these slips have made him
Good king, to be so mightily abus’d?

Tam. Why have I patience to endure all tMs?

Enter Demetrius and Chircn,

Dem, How now, dear sovereign, anA' our
gracious mother!

Why doth your Mghness look so pale and wan?
Tam. Have I not reason, tMnk you, to look

pale?

These two have ’tic’d me Mther to tMs place:

—

A barren detested vale you see it is;

The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean

O’ercome with moss and baleful mistletoe:

Here never shines the sun; here notMng breeds,

UMess the nightly owl or fatal raven;

—

And when they show’d me this abhorred pit

They told me, here at dead time of the night

A thousand fiends, a thousand Mssing snakes,

Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins.

Would make such fe^ul and coiafused cries

As any mortal body hearing it

Should straight fall mad or else die suddenly.

No sooner had they told tMs helhsh tale

But straight they told me they would bind me
here

Unto the body of a dismal yew,
And leave me to tMs miserable death:

And then they call’d me foul adulteress,

Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms
That ever ear did hear to such effect:

And had you not by wondrous fortune come,
TMs vengeance on me had they executed.

Revenge it, ’as you love your mother’s life.

Or be ye not henceforth call’d my children,

Dem. TMs is a witness that I am thy son.

[Sfahs Bassiaots,

CM, And tMs for me, struck home to show
my strength.

[Also stab^Bks.f who dies.
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Lav. Ay, come, Seinixa3Bis,—iiay, barbarous
Tamora,

For no name fits thy nature but thy own!
Tam. Give me thy poniardj—you shall know,

my boys, [wrong.

Your mother’s hand shall right your mother’s
JDem. Stay, madam; here is more belongs

to her; [straw:

First thrash the com, then after bum the
This minion stood upon her chastity.

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, [ness:

And with that painted hope braves your mi^ti-
And shall she carry this unto her grave?

Chi. An if she do, I would I were an eunuch.
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole,

Andmake his dead trunk pillow to our lust.

Tam. But when ye have the honey ye desire,

Xet not this wasp outhve, us both to sting.

Chi. I warrant you, madam, we will make
that sure.

—

Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy
That nice-preserved honesty of yours, [face,

—

Lav. O Tamora! thou bear’st a woman’s
Tam. I will not hear her speak; away with

her! [a word.
Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but
Vem. Listen, fair madam: let it be your

glory

To see her tears; but be your heart to them
As unrelenting flint to drops of ram. [the dam?
Lav. When did the tiger’s young ones teach

0, do not learn her wrath,—she laught it thee;

The milk thou suck’dst from her did turn to

marble;
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tjrranny.—

Yet every mother breeds not sons alike: .

Do thou entreat her show a woman pity.

[To Chirok.
Chi, What, wouldst thou have me prove

myself a bastard? [kdc:

Lav. ’Tis true, the raven doth not hatch a
Yet I have heard -07could I find it nowi—

“

"

The hon, mov’d with pity, did endure
To have his princely paws par’d all away:
Some say that ravens foster forlorn children,

The whilst their own birds famish in their nests

0, be to me, though thy heart say no.

Nothing so kind, but something pitiful!

Tam. I know not what it means:—away with
her!

Lav. 0, let me teach thee! for my father’s

sake,

That gave thee life, when well he might have
,

slain thee,

Be not obdurate. -onen thy
Tam, T . thou in person ni?w offended

me,
Even for his sake am I pitiless.

—

Remember, boys, I pour’d forth tears in vain
To save your brother from the sacnfice;

But fierce Andronicus would not relent:

Therefore away with her, and use her as you
will;

The worse to her the better lov’d of me.
Lav. 0 Tamara, be call’d a gentle queen,

And with thine own hands MU me in this place!

For ’tis not hfe that I have begg’d so long;

Poor I was slain when Bassianus died.

Tam. What begg’st thou, then? fond woman,
let me go.

[Acxn,

Lav. ’Tis present death I beg; and one thing
more,

That womanhood denies my tongue to tell:

O, keep me from their worse than InUifig lust,

And tumble me into some loathsome pit.

Where never man’s eye may behold my body:
Do this, and he a chaxtiablejgmrderafe [fee:

Tam. So should I rob my sweet sons of their
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. [long.

Dem. Away! for thou hast stay’d us here too
Lav. No grace? no womanhood? Ah,

beastly creature!

The blot and enemy to our general name!
Confusion fall,

—

Chi. Nay, then I’ll stop your mouth:—bring
thou her husband:

This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him.
[Dem. throws Bas.’s body into the pit; then

exit with Chi., dragging off Lav.
Tam. Farewell, my sons: see that you make

her sure:

—

Ne’er let my heart know merry cheer indeed
TiH aU the Andronici be made away.
How will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, #

And let my spleenful sons this trull deflower./^
[Exk

Re-enter Aaron, with Quintus and
Martius.

Aar. Come on, ray lords, the better foot

Straight wiU I bring you to the loathsome pit

Where I espied the panther fast asleep.

Qum. Mv sight is jgerv duU^ whate’er it

bodelT^
Mart. And mine, I promise you; were’t not

for shame,
WeU could I leave our sport to sleep awhile.

[i?’aUs into the pit.

Qidn. What, art thou fallen?-—What subtle
hole is this, [briers.

Whose mouth is cover’d with rude-growing
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood
As fresh as mormng’s dew distiU’d on flowers?
A very fatal place it seems to me.— [faUI

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the
Mart. 0 brother, with the dismallest object

hurt
That ever eye with sight made heart lament!
Aar. [Aside.] Now will I fetch the king to

find them here.
That he thereby may p^iva a fntP.aa

How tfiese were they that made away his
brother. [Exit

Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help
me out

From this unhallow’d and blood-stained hole?
Quin. I am surprised with an uncouth fear;

A chilhng sweat o’er-runs my trembling joints;

My heart suspects more than imne jeye cajLSfie.
^ iWdri. To"pr3WTfi^^ divimng

heart,

Aaron and thou look down into this den,
And see a fearful sight of blood and death.

Quin. Aaron is gone; and my compassionate
heart

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise:
O, tell me how it is; for ne’er till now
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Was I a child to fear I know not what.
Jkfarf. Lord Bassianus lies emhrewed here.

All on a heap, like to a slaughter’d lamb,
In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit.

Quin* If it be dark, how dost tiion know
’tis he?

Mart, Upon his bloody finger he doth wear
A precious ring that lightens all the hole,
Which, like a taper in some monument,
Poth shine upon the dead man’s earthycheeks,
And shows the ragged entrails of the pit:

So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus
When he by night lay bath’d in maiden blood.
0 brother, help me with thy fainting hand,—

-

If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath,

—

Out of this fell devouring receptacle.

As hateful as Cocytus’ misty mouth.
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help

thee out;

Or. wanting strength to do thee so much good,

1 may be pluck’d into the swallowmg womb
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus’ grave.

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink.

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without
thy help, [again,

Quin, Thy hand once more; I wiU not lose

Till thou art here aloft, or I below;
Thou canst not come to me,-—I come to thee. .

[Falls in?

Enter Saturninus with Aaron.

Sat. Along with me: I’ll see what hole is

here.
And what he is that now is leap’d into it.

—

Say, who art thou that lately didst descend
Into this gaping hollow of the earth!

Mart. The unhappy son of old Andronicus,
Brought hither in a most unlncky hour.

To find thy brother Bassianus dead. [jest:

Sat. My brother dead? I know thou dost but
He and his lady both are at the lodge

Upon the north side of this pleasant chase;

’Tis not an hour since I left him there.

Mart, We know not where you left him all

alive;

But, out, alas! here have we found him dead.

Re-enter Tamora, with Attendants; Titus
Andronicus and Lucius.

Tam. Where is my lord the king?

Sat, Here, Tamora; though griev’d with kill-

ing grief.

Tam, Where is thy brother Bassianus?
Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my

wound:
Poor Bassianus here lies murdered.
Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ,

[Giving a letter.

The complot of this timeless tragedy;

And wonder greatly that man’s face can fold

In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. •

Sat. [Reads.] An if we miss to meet him
handsomely,

—

Sweet huntsman, Bassianus ^tis we mean,-^
Do thou so much as dig the gravefor him:
Thou knouPsi our meanmg. Look for thy re-

ward
Among the nettles at the elder tree

Which oversrades the mouth of that same pit

Where we decreed to bury Bassianus.
Do this, and purchase us thy lastingfriends*
0 Tamora! was ever heard the like?

—

This is the pit and this the elder tree;

—

Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out
That shotdd have murder’d Bassianus here.
Aai. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold.

[Showing it

Sat [To Titus.} Two of thy whelps, fell curs
of bloody kind,

Have here bereft my brother of his life.—
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison:

There let them bide until we have devis’d
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for tfiem,

Tam. What, are they in this pit! O wondrous
thing?

How easily murder is discovered!
Tit High emperor, upon my feeble knee

1 beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed.
That this fell fault of my accursed sons,

—

Accursed if the fault be prov’d in them,

—

Sat If it be prov’d! you see it is apparent.

—

Who foimd this letter! Tamora, was it you I

Tam. Andronicus himself did take it up.

Tit I did, my lord: yet let me be their bail;

For, by my father’s reverend tomb, I vow
They shall be ready at your highness’ wiU
•To answer their suspicion with their lives.

Sat Thou Shalt not bail them: see thou fol-

low me.— [murderers:
Some bring the murder’d body, some the
Let them not speak a word,—the guilt is plain;

For, by my soul, were there,_W-QXfie end than

That end upon them should be executed.
Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the king;

Fear not thy sons; they shall do well enough.
Tit Come, Lucius, come; stay not to talk

with them.
[Exeunt severally. Attendants bearing the body.

Scene IV.—Another part of the Forest

Enter Demetrius and Chirok, with Lavinia
ravished; her hands cut off, and her tongue
cut ouL

Dem. So, now go tell, and if thy tongue can
speak,

"Who ’twas that cut thy tongue and ravish’d thee
Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy mean-

ing so.

And if thy stumps will let thee play the scribe.

Dem. See, how with signs and tokens she
can scrowl. [hands.

Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy
Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands

to wash;
And so let’s leave her to her silent walks.

CM. An ’twere my case 1 should go hang
myself. [the cord.

Dem, If thou hadst hands to help thee knit

[Exeunt Dem. and Cm.

Enter Marcus.

Marc. Who is this,—my niece,—that flies

away so fast?

—

Cousin, a word; where is your husband!—
H I do dream, would all my i^alth would

wake mel
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If I do wake^ some planet strike me down,
Tliat I may slumber in eternal sleep!

—

Speak, gentle niece,—what stem ungentle
hands (bare

Have lopp*d, and hew’d, and made thy body
Of her two branches,—those sweet ornaments
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to

sleep in,

And might not gain so great a happiness

As have thy lovel Why dost not speak to me?—
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood,

Like to a bubbling fountain stirrM with wind,

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips,

Coming and going with thy honeyed breath.

But sure some Tereus hath deflowered thee,

And lest thou shouldst detect him, cut thy
tongue.

Ah, now thou tum’st away thy face for shame:
And notwithstanding all this loss of blood,

—

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts,

—

lYet do thy cheeks look red as Titan’s face

I
Blushing to be encounter’d with a cloud.

^Shall I speak for thee! shall I say ’tis so?

0, that I knew thy heart, and knew the beast.

That I might rail at him, to ease my mind!

I
Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp’d,

I Doth bum the heart to cinders where it is.

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue,

And in a tedius sampler sew’d her mind:
But, lovely mece, that mean is cut from thee;

A craftier Tereus, cousin, hast thou met.
And he hath cut those pretty fingers off

That could have better sew’d than Philomel.

0, had the monster seen those hly hands
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute,

And make the silken stnngs deHght to kiss

them, [life!

He would not then have touch’d them for his

Or had he heard the heavenly harmony
Which that sweet tongue hath made,
He would have dropp’d his luufe, and fell asleep

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet’s feet.

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind;

For such a sight will bhnd a father’s eye.

One hour’s storm will drown the fragrant

meads;
What will whole months of tears thy father’s

eyes!

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee;

0, could our mourmng ease thy misery!

ACT III.

Scene I.—Rome. A Street.

Enter Senators, Tribunes, and Officers of
Justice, with Martius and Quintus bounds
passing on to the place oj execution; Titus
going before, pleading.

fit Hear me, grave fathers! noble tribunes,
stay!

For pity of imne age, whose youth was spent
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept;

For all my blood in Rome’s great quarrel shed;
For atl the frosty mghts that I have watch’d;
And for these bitter tears, which now you see
Filling the |ged wnnkles in my cheeks;
Be pitiful to my condemned sons,

Whose souls are not corrupted as ’tis thought.

'

For two-and-twenty sons I never we
Because they died in

For these, good tribunes, in the dust I write
[Throwing himself on the ground.

My heart’s deep languor and my soul’s sad
tears;

Let my tears stanch the earth’s dry appetite:

My sons’ sweet blood will make it shame and
blush.

[Exeunt Sen., Trib., &c., with the prisoners.

0 earth I will befriend thee more with rain,

That shall distil from these two ancient ruins,

Than youthful April shall with all his showers:
In summer’s drought I'll drop upon thee still;

In winter, with warm tears I’ll melt the snow,
And keep eternal spnng-time on thy face,

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons’ blood.

Enter Lucius with his sword drawn,

0 reverend tnbunes! O gentle aged men!
Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death;
And let me say, that never wept before,

My tears ^re now prevailing oratoxa^
"iuc. 0 noblelatnerT^u lament in vain:

The tribunes hear you not, no man is by;

And you recount your sorrows to a^stone.

Tit Ah, Luciuir~^of’^fl^”t)roS£e’rs let me
plead.

—

Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you.

Zuc. My gracious lord, no tnbune hears you
speak. [hear

Tit Why, ’tis no matter, man: if they did

They would not mark me; or if they did mark
They would not pity me; yet plead I must,
And bootless unto them.
Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones;

Why, though they cannot answer my distress,

Yet m some sort they are better than the
tnbunes,

For that they will not intercept my tale:

When I do weep they humble at my feet

Receive my tears and seem to weep with me;
And were they but attired in grave weeds
Rome could afford no tnbune like to these.

A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than
stones;

A stone is silent, and offendeth not,

—

And tnbunes with their tongues doom men
to death. [Rises.

But wherefore stand’s! thou with thy weapon
drawn! [death:

luc. To rescue my two brothers from their

For which attempt the judges have pronounc’d
My everlasting doom of bamshment.

Tit 0 happy man! they have befnended
thee.

Why, foohsh Lucius, dost thou not perceive
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers!

Tigers must prey; and Rome affords no prey
But me and mine: how happy art thou, then,
From these devourers to be banished!

—

But who comes with our brother Marcus here!

Enter Marcus and Lavinia.

Marc. Titus, prepare thy aged eyes to weep;
Or if not so, thy noble heart to bresde:

1 bring consuming sorrow to thine age.
Tit Will it consume me! let me see it then.
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Marc. This was Xky daugiiter.

fit. Why, Marcus, so she is.

Luc. Ay mel this object kills me! [her.

—

fit. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and lohk upon
Speak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand
Hath made thee handless in thy father’s sight!

What fool hath added water to the sea,

Or brought a fagot to bright-burning Troy!

My gnef was at the height before thou cam’st;

And now, like Mus, it disdaineth bounds.
Give me a sword, Fll chop of my hands too;

For they have fought for Rome, and all m vain;

And they have nurs’d this woe in feeding Hfe;

In bootless prayer have they been held up.

And they have serv’d me to effectless use:
Now all the service I require of them
Is that the one will help to cut the other.

—

’Txs well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands;
For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain.

luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyr’d
thee?

Marc. 0, that delightful engine of her
thoughts,

That blabb’d them with such pleasing eloquence.

Is tom from forth that pretty hollow cage,

Where, hke a sweet melodious bird, it sung
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear!

Luc. 0, say thou for her, who hath done this

deedi -A

Marc. 0, thus I found her, straying in the
park,

Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer
That hath receiv’d some unrecurring wound.

fit. It was my deer; and he that wounded
her

Hath hurt me more than had he kill’d me dead:
For now 1 stand as one upon a rock.

Environ’d with a wilderness of sea;

Who marks the wamng tide grow wave by wave.
Expecting ever when some envious surge
Will in his biinish bowels swallow him.
This way to death my wretched sons are gone;

Here stands my other son, a bamsh’d man;
And here my brother, weeping atmy woes:
But that which gives my soul the greatest spurn
Is dear Lavima, dearer than my soul.

—

Had I but seen thy pcture in this phght
It would have madded me: what shall 1 do
Now I behold thy lively body so!

Thou hast no hands to wipe away thy tears.

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr’d thee:

Thy husband he is dead; and for his death
Thy brothers are condemn’d, and dead by this.

Look, Marcus!~ah, son Lucius, look on her!

When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears

Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey dewj
Upon a gather’d lily almost wither’d.

JUarc. Perchance she weeps because they
kill’d her husband:

Perchance because she knows them innocent.

fit. If they did kill thy husband, -then be
joyful,

Because the law hath ta’en revenge on them.

—

No, no, they would not do so foul a deed;
Witness the sorrow that their sister makes.—
Gentle Lavinia, let me Mss thy lips;

Or make some sign how I may do thee ease:

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius,

And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain,

LooMng all downwards, to behold our cheeks

How they are stain’d, as meadows, yet not dry.

With miry shme left on them by a flood!

And in the fountain shall we gaze so long,

Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness,
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears!

Or shall we cut away our hands hke thine!

Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb
shows

Pass the remainder of our hateful days!
What shall we do! letus, thathave our tongues,
Plot some device of further misery,
To make us wonder’d at in time to come.

Luc. Sweet father, cease your tears, for at

your gnef
See how my wretched sister sobs and weeps.
Marc. Patience, dear niece.—Good Titus,

dry thine eyes.
Tit Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well Iwot

Thy napkin caimot drink a tear of mine.
For thou, poor man, hast drown’d it with thine

own.
Luc. Ah, my Lavima, I will wipe thy checks.
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark! I understand her

signs:

Had she a tongue to speak, now would she
say

That to her brother which I said to thee:

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet,
Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks.

0, what a sympathy of woe is this,

—

As far from help as limbo is from bhss!

Enter Aaron.

Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor
Sends thee this word,—that if thou love thy

sons.

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus,

Or any one of you, chop off your hand
And send it to the Mng: he for the same
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive

And that shall be the ransom for their fault

Tit 0 gracious emperor! 0 gentle Aaron!
Did ever raven sing so like a lark

That gives sweet tidings of the sun’s uprise!

With all my heart I’ll send the emperor
My hand: ^
Good Aaron,“^t thou help to chop it off?

Luc. Stay, father! for that noble hand of

thine.

That hath thrown down so many enemies,
Shall not be sent: my hand will serve the turn:

My youth can better spare my blood than you;
And therefore mine shall save my brothers’

Uves.

Marc. Which of your hands hath not de-
fended Rome,

Ana rear’d aloft the bloody battle-axe.

Writing destruction on the enemy’s castle!

O, none of both but are of high desert:

My hand hath been but idle; let it serve
To ransom my two nephews from their death;

Then have I kept it to a worthy end.
Aar. Nay, come, agree whose hand shall

go along.

For fear they die before their pardon come.
Jkfarc. My hand shall go.

Luc. By heaven, it shall not go!

Tit. Sirs, strive no more; such wither’d

herbs as these
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Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine.

Luc. Sweet father, if 1 shall be thought ihy

son,

Let me redeem my brothers both from death.

Marc. And for our father’s sake and mother’s
care,

Now let me show a brother’s love to thee.

Tit Agree between you: I will spare my
hand.

Luc. Then I’ll go fetch an axe.

Marc. But I will use the axe.

[Exeunt Ixjcius and Makcus.
Tit Come hither, Aaron; PH deceive them

both:

Lend me thy hand, and I wiU give thee mine.
Aar. [Aside] If that be call’d deceit, I wiU

be honest,

And never whilst I live deceive men so:—
But I’ll deceive youm another sort,

And that you’ll say ere half an hour pass.

[ffe cuts off Titus’s hand.

Re-enter Lucius and Marcus.

Tit Now stay your strife: what shaU be is

despatch’d.—
Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand:
TeH him it was a hand that warded him
From thousand dangers; bid him bury it;

More hath it mented, —that let it have.

As for my sons, say I account of them
As jewels purchas’d at an easy price;

And yet dear too, because I bought mine own.
Aar. I go* Andronicus: and for thy hand

Look by and by to have thy sons with thee:

—

Their heads I mean. O, how this viHany
[Aside.

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it?

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace,

A^n wiU have his soul black like his face.

[Exit

Tit 0, here I lift this one hand up to heaven,

And bow this feeble ruin to the earth:

If any power pities wretched tears,

To that I calll—[To Lavinia.] What, wilt

thou kneel with me?
Do, then, dear heart; for heaven shall hear

our prayers;

Or with our sighs we’ll breathe the welkin dim.
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms.
Marc. 0 brother, speak with possibihties.

And do not break into these deep extremes.

Tit Is not my sorrow deep, having no
bottom?

, Then be my passions bottomless with them.
Marc. But yet let reason govern thy lament.
Tit If there were reason for these miseries,

Then into limits could I bind my woes:
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth

o’erflow?

If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad.
Threatening the welkin with his hig-swoln face!

And wilt thou have a reason for this coil?

I am the sea; hark, how her sighs do flow?
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth:

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs;

Then must my earth with her continual tears
Become a deluge, overflow’d and drown’d:
For why my bowels cannot hide her woes,

But like a drunkard must I vomit them.
Then give me leave; for losers wiU have leave
To ease their stomachs with their bittertongues.

Enter a Messenger, with two heads and a hand.

Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid
For that good hand thou sent’st the emperor.
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons;

And here’s thy hand, in scorn, to thee sent
back,—

Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock’d:
That woe is me to think upon thy woes,
More than remembrance of my father’s death.

[£xff.

Marc. Now let hot AStna cool in Sicily,

And be my heart an ever-burning hell!

These miseries are more than may be borne.

To weep with them that weep doth ease some
deal;

But sorrow flouted at is double death,

Luc. Ah, that this sight should make so deep
a wound,

And yet detested life not shrink thereat?

That ever death should let hfe bear his name,
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe!

[Lavinia kisses him.

.

Marc. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfort-
less

As frozen water to a starved snake. [end?

Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an
Marc. Now, farewell, flattery: die, Androni-

cus; [heads,

Thou dost not slumber: see thy two sons’

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here;
Thy other bamsh’d son, with this dear sight

Struck pale and bloodless; and thy brother, I,

Even hke a stony image, cold and numb.
Ah! now no more will I control thy griefs;

Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand
Gnawing with thy teeth; and be this dismal

sight

The closing up of our most wretched eyes:
Now is a time to storm; why art ttiou still?

Tit. Ha, ha, ha! [this hour.
Marc. Why dost thou laugh? it fits not with
Tit Why, I have not another tear to shed:

Besides, this sorrow is an enemy,
And would usurp upon my watery eyes,

And make them blind with tributary tears;
Then which way shall I find revenge’s cave?
For these two heads do seem to speak to me,
And threat me I shall never come to bliss

Till all these mischiefs be return’d again
Even in their throats that have committed them
Come, let me see what task I have to do.

—

You heavy people circle me about,
That I may turn me to each one of you,
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs.—
The vow IS made.—Come, brother, take a

head;
And in this hand the other will I bear.
Lavinia, thou shalt be employ’d in these things;
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy

teeth.

As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight;

Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay;
Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there:
And if you love me, as I think you do.
Let’s Mss and part, for we have much to do.
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[Exeunt Tmrs, Marcus, and Uavinia.
luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble

father,—

The woefuU’st man that ever liv’d in Home:
Farewell, proud Borne; till Lucius come again,

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life:

Farewell, Lavinia, Lavinia, my noble sister;

0, would thou wert as thou ’tofore hast been!
Bat now nor Luaus nor Lavima lives

But in oblivion and hateful griefs.

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs,
And make proud Saturnine and his empress
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen.
Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power
To be reveng’d on Rome and Saturnine.

[Exit.

Scene IL—Rome. A Room in Titus’s House,
A Banquet set out.

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and Young
Lucius, a hoy.

Tit. So, so; now sit: and look you eat no
more

Than will preserve just so much strength in us
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours.

Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot:

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our
hands,

And cannot passionate our tenfold grief

With folded arms. This poor nght hand of
mine

Is left to tyranni2e upon my breast;

And when my heart, all mad with misery,

Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh,

Then thus I thump it down.

—

Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs!

[To Lavinia.

When thy poor heart beats with outrageous
beating,

Thou canst not strike it thus to make it stilL

Wound it with sighing, girl; kill it with groans;

Or get some little knife between thy teeth,

And just against thy heart make thou a hole.

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall

May run into that sink, and, soaMng in,

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears.

Afarc. Fie, brother, fie! teach her not thus
to lay

Such violent hands upon her tender life.

Tit. How now! has sorrow made thee dote
already?

Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I,

What violent hands can she lay on her life?

Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of

hands;

—

To bid £neas tell the tale twice o’er

How Troy was burnt and he made miserable?

O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands,

Lest we remember still that we have none.—
Fie, fie, how frantically I square my talk,—
As if we should forget we had no hands,

If Marcus did not name the word of hands!

—

Come, let’s fall to; and, gentle girl, eat this.

—

Here is no drink! Hark, Marcus, what she
says;—

I can interpret all her martyr’d signs;

—

She says she drinks no other drink but tears,

Brew’d with her sorrow, mesh’d upon her
cheeks;—

Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thought;

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect

As begging hermits in their holy prayers:
Thou Shalt not sign, nor hold fliy stumps to

heaven.
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign.

But I of the& will wrest an alphabet, [ing.

And by still practice learn to know thy mean-
Y. Luc. Good grandsire, leave these bitter

deep laments:
Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale.

Marc. Alas, the tender boy,m passion mov’d.
Doth weep to see his grandsire’s heaviness.

Tit. Peace, tender sapling; thou art made of

tears,

And tears will quickly melt thy life away.— ^

[Marcus strikes the dish with a tmfe.
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with fliy

knife?

Marc. At that that I have kill’d, my lord,

—

a fly.

Tit. Out on thee, murderer! thou MU’st my
heart;

Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of tyranny:
A deed of death done on the innocent
Becomes not Titus’ brother: get thee gone;
I see thou art not for my company.
Marc. Alas, my lord, I have but kill’d a fly.

Tit. But how if that fly had a father and
mother?

How would he hang his slender gilded wings.
And buzz lamenting domgs m the air!

Poor harmless fly.

That with his pretty buzzing melody
Came here to make us merry! and thou hast

kill’d him. [favour’d fly.

More. Pardon me, sir; ’twas a black ijl-

Like to the empress’ Moor; therefore I kill’d

him.
Tit. O, O, 0.

Then pardon me for reprehending thee.
For thou hast done a charitable deed.
Give me thy knife, I will insult on him
Flattering myself as if it were the Moor
Come hither purposely to poison me.

—

There’s for thyself, and that’s for Tamora.

—

Ah, sirrah!

Yet I do think we are not brought so low
But that between us we can kill a fly

That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor.
Marc. Alas, poor man! grief has so wrought

on him.
He takes false shadows for true substances. £

Tit. Come, take away.—Lavinia, go with me:
I’ll to thy closet; and go read with thee
Sad stories chanced in the limes of old.

—

Come, boy, and go with me: thy sight is young.
Andthou shalt readwhenmine begins to dazzle.

[Exeunt,

ACT IV,

Scene L—Rome. Before Titus’s House.

Enter Tmrs and Marcus. Then enter

Young Lucius running^ with books under
his arm, and Lavinia running after him.

7. Luc. Help, grandsire, help! my aunt
Lavinia

Follows me everywhere, I know not why.—
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Good Uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes!
Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean.
Marc. Stand by me, Lucius: do not fear

thine aunt. [harm.

Tit, She loves thee, hoy, too well to do thee

Y. Luc, Ay, when my father was in Rome
she did. [signs?

Marc. Whatmeansmy niecfe Laviniaby these
Tit. Fear her noti Lucius: somewhat doth

she mean;—
See, Lucius, see how much she makes of thee:

Somewhither would she have thee go with her.

Ah, boy, Corneha never with more care

Read to her sons than she hath read to thee

Sweet poetry and Tully’s Orator

Marc. Canst thou not guess wherefore she
phes thee thus’ [guess,

F. Luc. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I

Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her:

For I have heard my grandsire say full oft

*l Extremity of gnefs would make men mad;

I And I have read that Hecuba of Troy

I
Ran mad through sorrow: that made me to

» fear;

Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt
Loves me as dear as e’er my mother did,

And would not, but in fury, fnght my youth:

Which made me down to throw my books, and
fly.—

Causeless, perhaps: but pardon me, sweet aunt:

And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,

I will most wilhngly attend your ladyship.

Marc. Lucius, I will, --f-
[Lavinia turns over with her stumps the

books which Lucius has let fall.

Tit. How now, Lavinia!—Marcus, what
means this?

Some book there is that she desires to see.

Which is it, girl, of these?—Open them, boy.

—

But thou art deeper read and better skill’d;

Come, and take choice of all my library.

And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens
Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed,

—

Why hfts she up her arms in sequence thus?
Marc. I think she means that there was

more than one
Confederate in the fact;—ay, more there was,
Or else to. heaven she heaves them for revenge.

Tif. Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so?
y. Luc. Grandsire, ’tis Ovid’s Metamorpho-

sis;

My mother gave it me.
Marc. For love of her that’s gone,

Perhaps she cull’d it from among the rest.

Tit. Soft! see how busily she turns the leaves!
Help her:

What would she find?—Lavinia, shall I read?
This is the trapc tale of Philomel,
And treats of Tereus’ treason and his rape;
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy.
Marc. See, brother, see; note how she quotes

the leaves.

Tit. Lavima, wert thou thus surpris’d, sweet
girl,

Ravish’d, and wrong’d, as Philomela was,
Forc’d in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy

woods?—
See, seel—
Ay, such a place there is where we did hunt.—
0, had we never, never hunted there!—

Pattern’d by that the poet here describes,

By nature made for murders and for rapes.
Marc. 0, why should nature budd so foul a

den,

Unless the gods delight in tragedies?

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl,—for here are
none but friends,

—

What Roman lord it was durst do the deed:
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst,

That left the camp to sin m Lucrece’ bed?
Marc. Sit down, sweet niece:—brother, sit

down by me.—
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury,
Inspire me, that I may this treason find!—
My lord, look here:-look here, Lavima:
This sandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canst.

This after me, when I have wnt my name
Without the help of any hand at all.

[He writes his name with his staff, guid-
ing it with his feet and mouth.

Curs’d be the heart that forc’d us to this

shift!— [last

Write thou, good niece; and here display at

What God will have discover’d for revenge;
Heaven guide thy pen to pnnt thy sorrows

plain,

That we may know the traitors and the truth!

[She takes the staff in her mouth, guides
it with her stumps, and writes.

Tit. 0, do ye read, my lord, what she hath
writ?

Stuprum—Chiron—Demetrius. [Tamora
Marc. What, what!—the lustful sons of

Performers of this heinous, bloody deed?
Tit. Magm Dominator poll,

Tam lentus audts scelera? tarn lentus vides?

Marc. 0, calm thee, gentle lord; althiough
I know

There is enough written upon this earth
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts,
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims,
My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel;
And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector’s

hope;
And swear with me,—as, with the woeful fere
And father of that chaste dishonour’d dame,
Lord Junius Brutus sware fpr Lucrece’ rape,

—

That we will prosecute, by good advice,
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths,
And see their blood, or die with this reproach.

Tit. ’Tis sure enough, an you knew how.
But if you hunt these bear-wbelps, then beware;
The dam will wake; and if she wind you once,
She’s with the lion deeply still m league.
And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back.
And when he sleeps will she do what she hst.
You are a young huntsman, Marcus; let it

alone;
And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass,
And with a gad of steel will wnte these words,
And lay it by: the angry northern wind
Will blow these sands, like Sybil’s leaves,

abroad, [you?
And where’s your lesson then?—Boy, what say

Y. Luc. I say, my lord, that if I were a man,
Their mother’s bedchamber should not be safe
For these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome.
Marc. Ay, that’s my boy! thy father hath

full oft

For his ungrateful country done the like.
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Y. Luc. And, unde, so -will I, an if I live.

Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury;
Ludus, I’ll fit thee; and withal, my boy,
Shalt carry from me to the empress’ sons
Presents that I intend to send them both:
Come, come; thou’lt do thy message, wilt thou

not? [grandsire.

Y. Luc. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms.
Tit. No, boy, not so; I’ll teach thee an-

other course.—
Lavinia, come.—Marcus, look to my house:
Lucius and I’ll go bravp it at the court;

Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we’ll be waited
on.

[Exeunt Tit., Lav., and Y. Luc.
Marc. 0 heavens, can you hear a good man

groan,

And not relent , or not compassion him?
Marcus, attend himm his ecstasy.

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart
Than foemen’s marks upon his batter’d shield;

But yet so just that he will not revenge:

—

Revenge, ye heavens, for old Andronicus!

[Exit,

Scene II.

—

Rome. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Aaron, Demetrius and Chiron, at
one door; at another door, Young Lucius
and an Attendant, with a bundle of weapons,
and verses writ upon them.

Chi. Demetrius, here’s the son of Lucius;
He hath some message to dehver us.

Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad
grandfather. [may,

Y. Luc. My lords, with all the humbleness I
I greet your honours from Andronicus,

—

And pray the Roman gods confound you bothl

[Mide.
Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius; what’s the

news?
Boy [Aside.] That you are both decipher’d,

that’s the news, [you,

For villains mark’d with rape.—May it please

My grandsire, well-advis’d, hath sent by me
The goodliest weapons of his armoury
To gratify your honourable youth,
The hope of Rome; for so he bade me say;
And so I do, and with his gifts present
Your lordships, that whenever you have need
You may be armed and appointed well:

And so I leave you both,—[aside] like bloody
villains.

[Exeunt Y. Luc. and Attendant.

Dem. What’s here? A scroll; and written

round about?
Let’s see:

—

[Reads.] Integer vitse, scelerisgue purus.
Non eget Mauri jaculis, nec arcu.

Chi. 0, ’tis a verse in Horace; I know it

well;
I read it in grammar long ago.

Aar. Ay, just,—a verse in Horace;—right,
you have it.

—

Now, what a thing it is to be an ass! [Aside.

Here’s no sound jest! the old man hath found
their guilt; [lines,

And sends them weapons wrapp’d about with
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick.

But were our witty empress well a-foot.

She would applaud Andronicus’ conceit.

But let her rest in her unrest awhile.

—

And now, young lords, was’t not a happy star

Led us to Rome, strangers, and more than so.

Captives, to be advanced to this height?

It did me good before the palace gate

To brave the tribune in his brother’s hearing.

Dem. But me more good to see so great a
lord

Basely insinuate and send us gifts.

Acr. Had he not reason. Lord Demetrius?
Did you not use his daughter very friendly?

Dem. I would we had a thousand Roman
dames

At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust.

On. A charitable wish, and full of love.

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say
amen.

Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand
more.

Dem. Come, let us go; and pray to all the
gods

For our beloved mother in her pains.

Aar. [Aside.] Pray to the devils; the gods
have given us over.

[Flourish within.

Dem. Whydothe emperor’strumpetsfiounsh
thus?

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son.

Dem. Soft! who comes here?

Enter a Nurse, with a blackamoor Child in her
arms.

Nur. Good-morrow, lords:

0, tell me, did you see Aaron the Moor?
Aar. Well, more or less, or ne’er a whit at all.

Here Aaron is; and what with Aaron now?
Nur. 0 gentle Aaron, we are ^ undone!

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore!
Aar. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou

keep!
What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms?
Nur. 0, that which I would hide from

heaven’s eye,

Our empress’ shame and stately Rome’s dis-

grace!

—

She is dehver’d, lords,—she is deliver’d.

Aar. To whom?
Nur. I mean, she’s brought a-bed.
Aar. Well, God give her good rest! What

hath he sent her?
Nur. A devil.

Aar. Why, then she is the devil’s dam; a
joyful issue. [issue:

Nur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime:
The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal.

And bids thee christen it with thy dagger’s
point.

Aar. Zounds, ye whore! is black so base a
hue?

—

Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom,
sure.

Dem. Villain, what hast thou done?
Aar. That which thou canst not undo.
CM. Thou hast undone our mother.
Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother.
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Bern. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast

undone. [choice!

Woe to her chance, and damn’d her loathed

Accurs’d the offspring of so foul a fiendl

ChL It shall not live.

Aar. It shall not die.

Nwr. Aaron, it must; the mother wills it so.

Aar. What, must it, nurse? then let no man
but I

Do execution on my fesh and blood.

Bern, rii broach the tadpole on my rapier’s

point:

—

Kurse, give it me; my sword shall soon despatch

it. [up.

Aar. Sooner this sword shallploughthybowels

[Takes the Child /rom the Nurse, and draws.

Stay, murderous villains! will you kill your
brother?

Now, by the burning tapers of the sky,

That shone so brightly when this boy was got,

He dies upon my scimitar’s sharp point

That touches this my first-bom son and heir!

I teE you, youngUngs, not Enceladus,

With aU this threatening band of Typhon’s
brood,

Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war,
Shall seize this prey out of his father’s hands.

What, what, ye sangume shallow-hearted boys!

Te white-hm’d waEsI ye alehouse-painted

signs!

Coal-black is better than another hue,

In that it scorns to bear another hue;

For aU the water in the ocean
Can never turn a swan’s black legs to white,

Although she lave them hourly in the flood.

Tell the empress from me, I am of age
To keep mme own,—excuse it how she can.

Bern. \^lt thou betray thy noble mistress

thus? [self,

—

Aar. My mistress is my mistress; this, my-
The vigour and the picture of my youth:

This before all the world do I prefer;

This nmugre all the world will I keep safe,

Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome.
Bern. By this our mother is for ever sham’d,
Chi. Rome wEl despise her for this foul

escape.

Nwr* The emperor, in his rage, will doom her
death.

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy.
Aar. Why, there’s the privEege your beauty

bears:

Fie, treacherous hue, that will betray with
blushing

The close enacts and counsels of the heart!
Here’s a young lad fram’d of another leer:

Look how the black slave smiles upon the
father,

As who should say. Old lad, lam thine own.
He is your brother, lords; sensibly fed
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you;
And from the womb where you imprison’d were
He is enfranchised and come to Mght:
Nay, he is your brother by the surer side,. ,

Although my seal be stamped in his face.T*^

Nur. Aaron, what shall I say unto the
empress?

Bern. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done,
And we wiE all subscribe to thy advice:
Save thou the child, so we may aU be safe.

Aaron. Then sit we down, and let us all con-
sult.

My son and I wiE have the wind of you:
Keep there;, now talk at pleasure of your safety.

[They di.
Bern. How many women saw this child of

his? [league

Aar. Why, so, brave lords! when we join in
I am a lamb: but if you brave the Moor,
The chafed boar, the mountain honess,
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms.—
But say, again, how many saw the child?

Nur. Corneha the midwife and myself;

And no one else but the deliver’d empress.
Aar. The empress, the midwife, and your-

self:

Two may keep counsel when the third’s away:
Go to the empress, tell her this I said:

—

[Sfa£>s her, and she dies.

Weke, weke!—so cries a pig prepar’d to the
spit.

Bern. What mean’st thou, Aaron? Wherefore
didst thou this?

Aar. 0 Lord, sir, ’tis a deed of policy:

ShaE she live to betray this guilt of ours,—
A long-tongu’d babbling gossip? no, lords, no:
And now be it known to you my full intent.

Not far, one Muhteus lives, my countryman;
His wife but yesternight was brought to bed;
His child is like to her, fair as you are:

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold,

And tell them both the circumstance of all;

And how by this their child shaU be advanc’d,
And be received for the emperor’s heir,

And substituted in the place of mine,
To calm this tempest whirhng m the court;

And let the emperor dandle him for his own.
Hark ye, lords; ye see I have given her physic.

[Pointing to the Nurse.
And you must needs bestow her funeral;

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms:
This done, see that you take no longer days,
But send the midwife presently to me.
The midwife and the nurse well made away,
Then let the ladies tattle what they please.

Chr. Aaron, I see thou wilt not trust the air

With secrets.
•

Bern. For this care of Tamora,
Herself and hers are highly bound to thee.

[Exeunt Dem. and Chi., bearing off the

dead Nurse.
Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow

flies;

There to dispose this treasure in mine arms,
And secretly to greet the empress’ friends —
Come on, you thick-lipp’d slave, I’ll bear you

hence;
For it is you that puts us to our shifts:

I’E make you feed on berries and on roots,

And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat„
And cabin in a cave; and bring you up
To be a warrior and command a camp, [Exity

Scene III,—Rome. A public Place.

Enter Titus, bearing arrows, with letters at the
end^ of them; with him Marcus, Young
Lucius, and other Gentlemen, with bows.

Tit Come, Marcus, come:—kinsmen, this

is the way.—
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Sir boy, now let me see your archery;

Look ye draw home enough, and ’iis Ihere
straight.

—

Terras Astraea reliquii:

Be you remember’d, Marcus, she’s gone, she’s
£ied.

Sirs, take you to your tools. You, cousins,
shall.

Go sound the ocean and cast your nets;

Happily you may catch her in the sea;

Yet there’s as little justice as at land.

—

No; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it;

’Tis you must dig with mattock and with spade,

And pierce the inmost centre of the earth:

Then, when you come to Pluto’s region,

I pray you dehver him this petition;

TeU him it is for justice and for aid,

And that it comes from old Andromcus,
Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome.—
Ah, Rome!—Well, well; I made thee miserable
What time I threw the people’s suffrages

On him that thus doth ^annize o’er me.

—

Go, get you gone; and pray be careful all,

And leave you not a man-of-war unsearch’d:
This wicked emperor may have shipp’d her

hence;
And, kmsmen, then we may go pipe for justice.

Marc. 0 Pubhus, is not this a heavy case.

To see thy noble uncle thus distract? [cems
Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us con-

By day and night to attend him carefully.

And feed his humour kindly as we may.
Till time beget some careful remedy.
Marc. Kinsmen, his sorrows are pastremedy.

Join with the Goths; and with revengeful war
Take wreak on Rome for this mgratitude,
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine.

fit, Phiblius, how now! how now, my
masters!

What, have you met with her? [word,

Pub. No, my good lord; but Pluto sends you
If you will have Revenge from hell, you shall:

Marry for Justice, she is so employ’d, [else.

He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere
So that perforce you must needs stay a time.

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with
delays.

I’ll dive into the burning lake below,
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.—
Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we,
No big-bon’d men, fram’d of the Cyclops’ size;

But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back,

Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs
can bear;

And, sith there is no justice in earth nor heU,
We will solicit heaven, and move the gods
To send down Justice for to wreck our wrongs.

—

Come, to this gear.—You are a good archer,

Marcus. [Ee gives them the arrows.

Ad Jovem, that’s for you:—here, ad ApoUi-
nem:

—

Ad Mortem, that’s for myself:

—

Here, boy, to Pallas;—^here, to Mercury;—
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine;

You were as good to shoot against the wind.

—

To it, boy.—Marcus, loose when I bid,—
Of my word, I hare written to effect;

There’s not a god left unsolicited- [court:

Marc. Kmsmen, shoot all your shafts into the

We win afflict the emperor in his pride.

Tit. Now, masters, draw, {fheji aAooA] O,
well said, Lucius!

Good boy, in Virgo’s lap; give it Pallas,

Marc. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the
moon:

Your letter is with Jupiter by this.

Tit. Ha! ha!
Publius, Publius, what hast thou done?
See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus’

horns.

Marc. This was the sport, my lord; when
Publius shot,

The BuH, being gall’d, gave Aries such a knock
That down fell both the Ram’s horns in the

court;

And who should find them but the empress’
villain?

She laugh’d, and told the Moor he should not
choose

But give them to his master for a present.

Tit. Why, there it goes: God give his lord-

ship joy!

Enter a Clown, with a basket and two pigeons
in it.

News, news from heaven! Marcus, the post is

come.
Sirrah, what tidings? have you any letters?

Shall I have justice? what says Jupiter?
Clo. Ho, the gibbet-maker? he says that he

hath taken them down again, for the man must
not be hanged tiU the next week.

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee?
Clo. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter; I never

drank with Mm in all my life.

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier?

Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, sir; nothing else.

Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven?
Clo. From heaven! alas, sir, I never came

there: God forbid I should be so bold to press
to heaven in my young dajre. Why, I am going
with my pigeons to the tribunal plebs, to take
up a matter of brawl betwixt my uncle and one
of the imperial’s men.
Marc. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be to

serve for your oration; and let Mm deliver the
pigeons to the emperor from you.

Tit. TeU me, can you deliver an oration to
the emperor with a ^ace?

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace
in aU my life.

Tit. Sirrah, come Mther: make no more ado,
But give your pigeons to the emperor:
By me thou shalt have justice at Ms hands.
Hold, hold; meanwhile here’s money fox thy

charges.

—

Give me pen and ink.— [tioa?
•Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a suppUca-

Clo. Ay, sir.

Tit. Then here is a supplication for you.
And when you come to Mm, at the first ap-
proach you must kneel; then Mss Ms foot;

then deliver up your pigeons; and then look
for your reward, I’U be at hand, sir; see you
do it bravely.

Clo. I warrant you, sir, let me alone.
Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife? Come, let

me see it.

Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration: [ant:

—

For thou hast made like an humble suppli-
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And wfeen thou hast given it to the emperor.

Knock at my door, and tell me what he says.

Clo. God he with you, sir; I will.

Tit, Come, Marcus, let us go.—^Publius,

follow me. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Rome. B^ore the Palace.

Enter SATUJiNmtrs, Tamora, DEMEXRitJS,
CHmoH, Lords, and other&; Satdrninus
wUk the arrows in his hand that Titus shot

Sat, Why, lords, what wrongs are these? was
ever seen

An emperor in Rome thus overborne,

Troubled, confronted thus; and, for the extent

Of legal Justice, us’d in such contempt?
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods.

However these disturbers of our peace

Buzz in the people’s ears, there naught hath
pass’d,

But even with law, against the wilful sons
Of old Andronicus. And what an if

His sorrows have so overwhelm’d his wits,

Shall we be thus afSicted in his freaks,

His fits, ids frenzy, and his bitterness?

And now he writes to heaven for his redress:

See, here’s to Jove, and this to Mercury;
This to Apollo; this to the god of war;

—

Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome!
What’s this but libelhng against the senate,

And blazoning our injustice everywhere?

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords?

As who would say, in Rome no justice were.

But if I hve, his feigned ecstasies

Shah be no shelter to these outrages;

But he and his shall know that justice lives

In Satuminus’ health; whom, if she sleep,

He’ll so awake as she in fi^ shall

Cut off the proud’ st conspirator that lives.

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine,

Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts.

Calm Ihee, and bear the faults of Titus’ age,

The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons,

Whose loss hath pierc’d him deep, and scarr’d

his heart;

And rather comfort his distressed plight

Than prosecute the meanest or the best

For these contempts.

—

[Aside]. Why, thus it

shall become
High-witted Tamora to gloze with all;

But, Titus, I have touch’d thee to the quick,

Thy hfe-blood on’t: if Aaron now be wise,

Then is all safe, the anchor’s in the port.

—

Enter Clown.

How now, good fellow! wouldst thou speak^

with us?

Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistersMp be
imperial.

Tam. Empress I am, but yonder sits the
emperor.

Clo. ’Tis he.—God and Saint Stephen give

you good-den: I have brought you a letter and
a couple of pigeons here.

[Saturninus reads the letter.

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him pre-
sently.

• Clo. How much money must I have?
Tam. Come, sirrah, you must be bang’d.

Clo. Hang’d! By’r lady, then I have brought
up a neck to a fair end. [Exit guarded.

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs!
Shall I endure this monstrous villany?

I know from whence this same device proceeds:
May this be borne,—as if his traitorous sons,
That died by law for murder of our brother,
Have by my means been butcher’d wrong-

fuUy?—
®

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair;

Nor age nor honour shall shape pnvilege.

—

For this proud mock I'U be thy slaughter-man;
Sly frantic wretch, that holp’st to make me

great,

In hope thyself should govern Rome and me.

Enter Mmjlws,

What news with thee, iEmilius?
AEmtl, Arm, my lord! Rome never had more

cause!

The Goths have gather’d head; and with a
power,

Of high resolved men, bent to the spoil,

They hither march amain, under conduct
Of Lucius, son to old Andromcus;
Who threats, m comse of this revenge, to do
As much as ever Coriolanus did.

Sat. Is warhke Lucius general of the Goths?
These tidings nip me; and I hang the head
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with

storms:
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach;
*Tis he the common people love so much;
Myself hath often overheard them say,

—

When I have walked like a private man,

—

That Lucius’ banishment was wrongfully,
And they have wish’d that Lucius were their

emperor.
Tam. Why should you fear? is not your city

strong?

Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius,
And win revolt from me to succour him.
Tam, King, be thy thoughts imperious, like

thy name.
Is the sun dimm’d, that gnats do fly in it?

The eagle suffers little birds to sing,

And is not careful what they mean thereby,
Knowing that with the shadow of his wing
He can at pleasure stint their melody;
Even so mayst thou the giddy men of Rome.
Then cheer thy spirit; for know, thou emperor,
I will enchant the old Andronicus
With words more sweet, and yet more danger-

ous,

Than baits to fish or honey-stalks to sheep.
When as the one is wounded with the bait.

The other rotted with delicious feed.
Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us.
Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he wfll;

For I can smooth and fill Ms aged ear
With golden promises that, were his heart
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf,
Yet should both ear and heart obey my

tongue.

—

Go thou before [to ABmilius]; be our ambassa-
dor:

gay that the emperor requests a parley
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting
Even at Ms father’s house, the old Andromcus.
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Sat. JEmelius, do this message honourably:

And if he stand on hostage for his safety,

Hd Mm demand what pledge will please him
best.

jSSMiL. Your bidding shall I do eSectually.

[Exit.

Tam. How will I to that old Andronicus,

And temper Mm, with all the art I have,

To pluck proud Lucius from the warhke Goths.

And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again,

And bury all thy fear in my devices.

Sat, Then go successfully, and plead to Mm.
[Exeunt.

ACT 1.

Scene l.—’Plains near Rome,

Enter Lucius and Goths, with drum and
colours.

Luc. Approved warriors and my faithful

friends,

I have received letters from great Rome,
WMch Signify what hate they bear their em-

peror,

And how desirous of our sight they are.

Therefore, great lords, be as your titles witness.

Imperious and impatient of your wrongs;
And wherein Rome hath done you any scath

Let Mm make treble satisfaction.

1 Goth. ISrave shp, sprung from the great
Andromcus, [fort;

Whose name was once our terror, now our com-
Whose Mgh exploits and honourable deeds
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt.
Be boldm us: we’ll follow where thou lead’st,

—

Like stinging bees in hottest summer’s day,

Led by their master to the flowered fields,

—

And be aveng’d on cursed Tamora. [Mm,
Goths. And as he saith, so say we all with
Luc. I humbly thank Mm, and I thank you

all.

But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth?

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron with his Child
in his arms.

2 Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops
I stray’d

To gaze upon a ruinous monastery:
And as I earnestly did fix mine eye
Upon the wasted building, suddenly
I heard a cMld cry underneath a wall.

I made unto thee noise; when soon I heard
The crying babe controU’d with tMs dis-

course:

—

Peace, tawny slave, half me and half thy damf
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art.

Had nature lent thee but thy motkefs look.

Villain, thou migktst have been an emperor:
But where the bull and cow are both milk-white
They never do beget a coal-black calf.

Peace, villain, peace!—even thus be rates the
babe,

—

For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth;
Who, when he knows thou art the empresf

babe,
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother’s sake.
With tMs, my weapon drawn I rush’d upon

him,

S31

Surpris’d Mm suddenly, and brought Mm
Mther,

To use as you tMnk needful of the man. [devil

Luc. O worthy Goth, tMs is the incarnate

That robb’d Andromcus of his good hand;
This is the pearl that pleas’d your empress’ eye;

And here’s the base fruit of his burning lust.—

•

Say, wall-ey’d slave, wMther wouldst thou
convey

TMs growing image of thy fiend-like face?
Why dost not speak? what, deaf? No; not a

word’

—

A halter, soldiers; hang Mm on this tree,

And by his side Ms fruit of bastardy,

Aar. Touch not the boy,—^he is of royal

blood.

Luc. Too like the sire for ever being good.—
First hang the cMld, that he may see it sprawl

—

A sight to vex the father’s soul withal.

Get me a ladder.

[A ladder brought, which Aaron is

obliged to ascend.
Aar. Lucius, save the child.

And bear it from me to the empress.
If thou do tMs, I’ll show thee wondrous things
That Mghly may advantage thee to hear:
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall,

I’ll speak no more,—^but vengeance rot you all!

Luc. Say on; an if it please me which thou
speak’st.

Thy child shall hve, and I will see it nourish’d.

Aar. An if it please thee I why, assure thee,

Lucius,
’Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak;
For I must talk of murders, rapes, and massa-

cres,

Acts of black night, abominable deeds,
Complots of miscMef, treason, villarues,

Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform’d:
And tMs shall all be buried by my death,
Unless thou swear to me my cMld shall Hve.

Luc, Tell on thy mind; I say thy child shall

hve. [begin.

Aar. Swear that he shall, and then I will

Luc. Who should I swear by? thou believ’st

no god:
That granted, how canst thou beheve an oath?

Aar. What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not;

Yet, for I know thou art rehgious,
And hast a tMng witMn thee called conscience,
With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies
WMch I have seen thee careful to observe.
Therefore I urge thy oath;—for that I know
An idiot holds his bauble for a god,
And keeps the oath which by that god he

swears;
To that I’ll urge Mm:—^therefore thou shalt vow
By that same god,—what god soe’er it be
That thou ador’st and hast in reverence,

—

To save my boy, to nounsh and bnng him up;
Or else I will discover naught to thee.

Luc. Even by my god I swear to thee I will.

Aar. First know thou, I begot him on the
empress.

Luc. O most insatiate luxurious woman!
Aar. Tut, Lucius, tMs was but a deed of

charity

To that wMch thou shalt hear of me anon.
*Twas her two sons that murder’d Bassianus;
They cut thy sister’s tongue, and ravish’d her,

TITUS ANDRONICUS
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And cut her hands, and trimm’d her as thou
saw’st, [tnmming?

Zuc. O detestable viHain! call’st thou that

Aar. Why, she was washM, and cut, and
trimmM; and ’twas

Trim sport for them that had the doing of it.

iwc. O barbarous, beastly villains, like thy-

self! (them:

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct

The codding spirit had they from their mother,

As sure a card as ever won the set;

That bloody mind, I think, they leam’d of me,
As true a dog as ever fought at head.

Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth.

I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole

"^ere the dead corpse of Bassianus lay:

I wrote the letter that thy father found.

And kid the gold within the letter mention’d.
Confederate with the queen and her two sons:

And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue.

Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in’t?

I play’d the cheater for thy father’s hand;
And when I had it, drew myself apart,

And almost broke my heart with extreme
laughter:

I pry’d me through the crevice of a wall

'V^en, for his hand, he had his two sons’ heads;
Beheld his tears, and laugh’d so heartily

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his:

And when I told the empress of this sport.

She swooned almost at my pleasing tale,

And for my tidings gave me twenty kisses.

Goth. What, canst thou say all this, and
never blush?

Aar. Ay, Uke a black dog, as the saying is.

Luc. Art thou not sorry for these heinous
deeds?

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand
more.

Even now I curse the day,—and yet, I think.

Few come withm the compass of my curse,

—

Wherein I did not some notorious ill:

As, kill a man, or else devise his death;

Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it;

Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself;
Set deadly enmity between two friends;

Make poor men’s cattle stray and bre^ their

necks;
Set fire on bams and hay-stacks in the night,

And bid the owners quench them with their

tears.

Ofthave I digg’djup dead men from their graves.

And set them upright at their dear fnends*
doors.

Even when their sorrows almost were forgot;

And on their skins, as on the bark of trees,

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters.

Let not your sorrow die, though I am dead.
Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things
As willingly as one would kill a fly;

And nothing gneves me heartily indeed
But that I cannot do ten thousand more, [die

Luc. Bring down the devil, for he must not
So sweet a death as hanging presently,

Aar. M there be devils, would I were a devil.
To live and bum in everlasting fire,

So I might have your company in hell.

But to torment you with my bitter tongue!
Luc, Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak

no more.

Enter a Goth.

3 Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from
Rome

Desires to be admitted to your presence.

Luc, Let him come near.

Enter Mmilws,

Welcome, iEmilius; what’s the news from
Rome? [Goths,

JSmiL Lord Lucius, and you princes of the

The Roman emperor greets you all by me;
And, for he understands you are in arms,

He craves a parley at your father’s house,
Willing you to demand your hostages,

And they shall be immediately deliver’d.

I Goth. What says our general?

Luc. uEmilius, let the emperor give his
pledges

Unto my father and my uncle Marcus,
And we will come.—March away. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—Rome. Before Titus’s House.

Enter Tamora, Demetrius, end Chiron
disguised.

Tam. Thus, in this strange and sad habili-

ment
I will encounter with Andronicus,

And say I am Revenge, sent from below
To jom with him and right his heinous wrongs.
Knock at his study, where they say he keeps
To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge;
Tell him Revenge is come to join with him,
And work confusion on his enemies.

[They knock.

Enter Titus, above.

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation?
Is it your trick to make me ope the door.
That so my sad decrees may fly away.
And all my study be to no effect?

You are deceiv'd; for what I mean to do
See here m bloody lines I have set down;
And what is wntten shall be executed.
Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee.
Tit. No, not a word: how can 1 grace my

tdk,
Wanting a hand to give it action?

Thou hast the odds of me; therefore no more.
Tam. If thou didst know me, thou wouldst

talk with me.
Tit. I am not mad; I know thee weU enou^:

Witness this wretched stump, witness these
crimson lines;

Witness these trenches made by grief and caxe;
Witness the tiring day and heavy night;
Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora:
Is not thy coming for my other hand?
Tam. Know thou, sad man, I am not Tamora;

She is thy enemy and I thy friend:

I am Revenge; sent from the infernal kingdom
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes.

Come down and welcome me to this world’s
light;

Confer with me of murder and of death:
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There’s not a hollow cave or lurking-place,

No vast obscurity or misty vale,

phiere bloody murder or detested rape

Can couch for fear but I will find them out;

Andm their ears tell themmy dreadfulname,

—

Revenge, which makes the foul offenders

quake.
TiL Art thou Revenge? and art thou sent

to me
To be a torment to mine enemies? [come me.
Tam, I am; therefore come down and wel-

Tit Do me some service ere I come to thee.

Lo, by the side where Rape and Murder stands;

Now give some ’surance that thou are Re-
venge,

—

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels;

And then I’ll come and be thy waggoner,

And whirl along with thee about the globe.

Provide thee two proper palfreys, black as jet,

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away.

And find out murderers in their guilty caves:

And when thy car is loaden with their heads
I will dismount, and by the waggon-wheel
Trot, hke a servile footman, all day long.

Even from Hyperion’s rising in the east

Until his very downfall in the sea:

And day by day I’ll do this heavy task,

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there.

Tam. These are my mimsters, and come
with me.

Tit Are these thy ministers? what are they
call’d?

Tam. Rapine and Murder; therefore called

so

’Cause they take vengeance of such kind of

men.
Tit Good lord, how like the empress sons

they are I

And you the empress! But we worldly men
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes.

0 sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee;

And, if one arm’s embracement will content
thee,

1 will embrace thee m it by and by.

[Exit from above.
Tam. This closing with him fits his lunacy:

Whate’er I forge to feed his bram-sick fits,

Do you uphold and maintain m your speeches.
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge;
And, being credulous in this mad thought,
I’ll make him send for Lucius his son;
And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure.

I’ll find some cunning practice out of hand
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths,
Or, at the least, make them his enemies.
See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme.

Enter Titus.

Tit Long have I been forlorn, and all for

thee:
Welcome, dread fury, to my woeful house;

—

Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too;

—

How like the empress and her sons you are!

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor;
Could not all hell afford you such a devil?

—

For well I wot the empress never wags
But in her company there is a Moor;
And, would you represent our queen aright,

It were convenient you had such, a devil:

But welcome as you are. What shall we do?

Tam. What wouldst thou have us do, An-
dronicus? [him.

Dem. Show me a murderer, I’ll deal with

Chi. Show me a villain that hath done a rape.

And I am sent to be reveng’d on him.
Tartu Show me a thousand that have done

thee wrong,
And I will be revenged on them all. [Rome,

Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of

And when thou find’sta man that’s hke thyself,

Good Murder, stab him; he’s a murderer.

—

Go thou with him; and when it is thy hap
To find another that is like to thee,

Good Rapine, stab him; he’s a ravisher.

—

Go thou with them; and in the emperor’s court

There is a queen, attended by a Moor; [don,

Well mayst thou know her by thy own propor-

For up and down she doth resemble thee;

I pray thee, do on them some violent death;
They have been violent to me and mine.
Tam. Well hast thou lesson’d us; this shall

we do.

But would it please thee, good Adronicus,
To send for Lucius, thy thnce-vahant son.

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike

Goths,
And bid him come and banquet at thy house;
When he is here, even at thy solemn feast,

I wUl bringm the empress and her sons,

The emperor himself, and all thy foes;

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel,

And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart.

What says Andronicus to this device? [calls.

Tit Marcus, my brother!—’hs sad Titus

Enter Marcus.

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius;
Thou shalt mquire him out among the Goths:
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths;
Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are:

Tell him the emperor and the empress too
Feast atmy house, and he shall feast with them.
This do thou for my love; and so let him
As he regards his aged father’s life.

Marc. This will I do, and soon return again.

[Exit
Tam. Now will I hence about thy business,

And take my ministers along with me.
Tit Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay

with me.
Or else I’U call my brother back again,

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius.
Tam. [Aside to them.] What say you, boys?

will you abide with him.
Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor
How I have govern'd our determin’d jest?

Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him
fair,

And tarry with him till I come again.

Tit [Aside.] I know them all, though they
suppose me mad, [vices,

—

And will o’er-reach them in their own de-
A pair of cursed hell-hounds and their dam.
Dem, Madam, depart at pleasure; leave us

here. [goes

Tam. Farewell, Andronicus: Revenge now
To lay a complot to betray thy foes.

Tit. I know thou dost; and, sweet Revenge,
farewell! [Exit Tamora.
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Chi. Tell us, old man, how shall we he
employM? [do,

—

Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to

Puhlius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine!

Enter Publius and others,

Puh. What is your will?

Tit Know you these two?
Pub. The empress’ sons,

I take them, Chiron and Demetnus.
Tit. Fie, Pubhus, fie! thou art too much

deceiv’d,

—

The one ts Murder, Rape is the other’s name;
And therefore hind them, gentle Pubhus:

—

Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them:

—

Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour,

And now I find it; therefore bind them sure;

And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry.

[Exit. Publius, lay hold on Chiron
and Demetrius.

Chi. Villains, forbear! we are the empress’
sons. [manded.

—

Pub. And therefore do we what we are com-
Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a

word.
Is he sure bound? look that you bmd them fast.

Re-enter Titus Andronicus, with Lavinu;
he bearing a knife and she a basm.

Tit. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes

are bound.— [me;

Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to

But let them hear what fearful words I utter.—
0 villains, Chiron and Demetrius!
Here stands the spnng whom you have stain’d

with mud;
This goodly summer with your winter mix’d.

You Su’d her husband; and for that vile fault

Two of her brothers were condemn’d to death,

My hand cut off and made a merry jest;

Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that,

more dear
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity.

Inhuman traitors, you constram’d and forc’d.

What would you say, if I should let you speak?
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace.

Hark, wretches! how I mean to martyr you.
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats,

Whilst that Lavinia ’tween her stumps doth
hold

The basin that receives your guilty blood.
You know your mother means to feast with me.
And calls herself Revenge, and thinks me

mad:—
Hark, villains! I will grind your bones to dust,
And with your blood and it I’U make a paste;
And of the paste a cofl&n I will rear.

And make two pasties of your shameful heads;
And bid that strumpet, your unhallow’d dam,
Like to the earth, swallow her own increase.
This is the feast that I have bid her to,

And this the banquet she shall surfeit on;
For worse than Philomel you us’d my daughter.
And worse than Progne I will be reveng’d:
And now prepare your throats, Lavima, come.

[ffe cuts their throats.

Receive the blood; and when that they are
dead,

Let me go grind their bones to powder small,
And with this hateful liquor temper it;

And in that paste let their vile heads be bak’d.
Come, come, be every one officious

To make this banquet; which I wish may prove
More stem and bloody than the Centaurs’ feast
So, now bnng them in, for I will play the cook,
And see them ready ’gainst their mother comes.

[Exeunt, bearing the dead bodies.

Scene III.

—

Rome. A Pavilion in Titus’s
Gardens, with tables, &c.

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, with
Aaron prisoner.

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since ’tis my father’s
mind

That I repair to Rome, I am content.

I Goth And ours with thine, befall what
fortune will. [Moor.

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil;

Let him receive no sustenance, fetter hun.
Till he be brought unto the empress’ face
For testimony of her foul proceedings:

And see the ambush of our friends be strong;
I fear the emperor means no good to us.

Aar. Some devil whisper curses m mine ear,

And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth
The venomous malice of my swelling heart!

Luc. Away, inhuman dog! unhallow’d
slave!

—

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in.

—

[Exeunt Goths with Aar. Flourish within.

The trumpets show the emperor is at hand.

Enter Saturninus and Tamora, with
iSMiLius, Tribunes, Senators, and others.

Sat What, hath the firmament more suns
than one?

Luc. What boots it thee to call thyself the
sun?

Marc. Rome’s emperor, and nephew, break
the parle;

These quarrels must be quietly debated.
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus
Hath ordain’d to an honourable end,

For peace, for love, for league, and good to

Rome: [places.

Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your
Sat Marcus, we will.

[Hautboys sound. The company sit at table.

Enter Titus, dressed like a cook, Lavinia,
vailed, Young Lucius, and others. Titus
places the dishes on the table

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome,
dread queen,

Welcome, ye warlike Goths; welcome, Lucius;
And welcome all: although the cheer be poor,

’TwiU fill your stomachs; please you eat of it.

Sat Why art thou thus attir’d, Andronicus?
Tit Because I would be sure to have all well

To entertain your highness and your empress.
Tam. We are beholden to you, good An-

dronicus. [were.

Tit. And if your highness knewmy heart, you
My lord the emperor, resolve me this:
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Was it well done of rash Virgimus
To slay his daughter with his own right hand,
Because she was enforc’d, stain’d, and de-

flower’d?

Sat. It was, Andromcus.
Tit. Your reason, mighty lord. [shame.
Sat. Because the girl should not survive her

And by her presence still renew his sorrows.
Tit. A reason mighty, strong and effectual;

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant
For me, most wretched, to perform the hke:

—

Die, die, Laviiua, and thy shame with thee;

[Kills Lavinia.
And with thy shame thy father’s sorrow die!

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural and
unkind?

Tit. Edll’d her for whom my tears have made
me blind.

I am as woeful as Virgimus was,
And have a thousand times more cause than

he
To do this outrage;—and it is now done.
Sat What, was she ravish’d? tell who did

the deed.
Tit Will’t please you eat? will’t please your

highness feed?

Tam. Why hast thou slam thine only
daughter thus?

Tit, Not I; ’twas Chiron and Demetrius:
They ravish’d her, and cut away her tongue;
And they, ’twas they that did her all this wrong.

Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us presently.

Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that
pie.

Whereof their mother daintly hath fed.

Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred.
’Tis true, ’tis true, witness my knife’s sharp

point. fjSTiWs Tamora.
Sat Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed

deed! Titus.
Luc. Can the son’s eye behold his father

bleed?
There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly

deed.
[Kills Saturninus. a great tumult. Lucius,
Marcus, and their partisans, ascend the
steps before Titus’S house.

Marc. You sad-fac’d men, people and sons
of Rome.

By uproar sever’d, hke a flight of fowl
Scatter’d by winds and high tempestuous gusts,

0, let me teach you how to kmt again
This scatter’d corn into one mutual sheaf.

These broken hmbs again into one body;
Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself,

And she whom mighty kingdoms court’sy to,

Like a forlorn and desperate castaway,
Do shameful execution on herself.

But if my frosty signs and chaps of age,

Grave witnesses of true expenence,
Cannot induce you to attend my words,

—

Speak, Rome’s dear fnend [to Lucius]: as erst

our ancestor,

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse

To love-sick Dido’s sad attending ear

The story of that baleful burning mght
When subtle Greeks surpris’d King Pnam’s

Troy,—
Tell us what Sinon hath bewitch’d our ears,

Or who hath brought the fatal enpne in

That pves our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.
My heart is not compact of flint nor steel;

Nor can I utter all our bitter gnef,
But floods of tears will drown my oratory
And break my very utterance, even in flie time
When it should move you to attend me most,
Lending your kind commiseration.
Here is a captain, let him tell the tale;

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him
speak.

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to

you
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius
Were they thatmurdered our emperor’s brother;
And they it were that ravished our sister:

For their fell faults our brothers were be-
headed.

Our father’s tears despis’d, and basely cozen’d
Of that true hand that fought Rome’s quarrel

out
And sent her enemies unto the grave.
Lastly, myself unkindly banished,
The gates shut on me, and turn’d weeping out,

To beg relief among Rome’s enemies;
Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears,

And op’d their arms to embrace me as a friend:

And I am the turn’d-forth, be it known to you,
That have preserv’d her welfare in my blood;
And from her bosom took the enemy’s point.

Sheathmg the steel in my adventurous body.
Alas! you know I am no vaunter, I;

My scars can witness, dumb although they are,

That my report is just and full of truth.

But, soft! methihks I do digress too much.
Citing my worthless praise: 0, pardon me;
For when no fnends are by, men praise them-

selves. ^ [child.

Marc Now is my turn to speak. Behold this

[Pointing to the Child in an Attendant’s arms.
Of this was Tamora delivered;

The issue of an irreligious Moor,
Chief architect and plotter of these woes:
The villain is alive in Titus’ house,
Damn’d as he is, to witness this is true.

Now judge what cause had Titus to revenge
These wrongs unspeakable, past pahence.
Or more than any hving man could bear.
Now you have heard the truth, what say you,

Romans?
Have we done aught amiss,—show us wherein,
And, from the place where you behold us now,
The poor remainder of Andronici
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down,
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains,

And make a mutual closure of our house.
Speak, Romans, speak; and if you say we shall,

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall.

Mmil. Come, come, thou reverend man of

Rome,
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand,
Lucius our emperor; for well I know
The common voice do cry it shall be so,

Romans. [Several speak.] Lucius, all hail,

Rome’s royal emperor!
Marc. Go, go into old Titus’ sorrowful house,

[To Attendants, who go into the house.

And hither hale that misbelieving Moor,
To be adjudg’d some direful slaughtering death,

As pumshment for his most wicked life.

[Lucitrs, Marcus, descend.
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Romans, [Several speak,] Lucius, all hail,

Rome’s gracious governor! [so

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans: may I govern
To heal Rome’s harms and wipe away her woe!
But, gentle people, give mp aim awhile,

—

For nature puts me to a heavy task;

—

Stand all aloof;—but, uncle, draw you near,

To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk.

—

0, take this warm Mss on liy pale cold hps,

[Kisses Titus.
These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stam’d

face.

The last true duties of thy noble son!
Marc. Tear for tear and loving Mss for Mss

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips:

O, were the sum of these that I should pay
Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them!

Iaic, Come hither, boy; come, come, and
learn of us [well:

To melt in showers: thy grandsire lov’d thee
Many a time he danc’d thee on his knee,
Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow;

Many a matter hath he told to thee,

Meet and agreeing with thine infancy;

In that respect, then, like a loving child,

Shed yet some small drops from thy tender
spring,

Because Mnd nature doth require it so: [woe;
Friends should associate friends in grief and
Bid him farewell; commit him to the grave;
Do him that kindness, and take leave of him.

Y. Luc. O grandsire, grandsire t even with
all my heart

Would I were dead, so you did live again!

—

0 1/Ord, 1 caimot speak to him for weeping;
My tears will choke me if I ope my mouth.

Re-enter Attendants with Aaron,

Mmil. You sad Andronici, have done with
woes:

Give sentence on this execrable wretch,
That hath been breeder of these dire events.
Luc. Set him breast-deep m earth, and

famish Mm;
There let him stand, and rave, and cry for food:
If any one relieves or pities Mm,
For the offence he dies. This is our doom:
Some stay to see Mm fasten’d in the earth,

*

Aar. O, why should wrath be mute and furv
dumb"!*

I am no baby, I, that with base prayers
I should repent the evils I have done:
Ten thousand worse than ever yet I did
Would I perform, if I might have my will:

If one good deed in all my life I did,

I do repent it from my very soul.

Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor
hence,

And give Mm burial in Ms father’s grave.
My father and Lavinia, shall forthwith
Be closed in our household’s monument.
As for that heinous hger, Tamora,
No funeral nte, nor man in mournful weeds.
No mournful bell shall nng her Wrial;
But throw her forth to beasts and birds of prey:
Her Kfe was beast-like and devoid of pity;

And, being so, shall have hke want of pity.

See justice done on Aaron, that damn’d Moor,
By whom our heavy haps had their beginmng;
Then, afterwards, to order weU the state,

That like events may ne’er it ruinate.

[ExeunU
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PERSONS REPRESENTED.

Antiochus, King of Antioch.

Pericles, Prince of Tyre.
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Simonides, King of PentapoHs.

Cleon, Governor of Tharsus.
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Cerimon, a Loid of Ephesus.

Thaliard, a Lord of Antioch.
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The Daughter of Antiochus.
Dionyza, Wife to Cleon.
Tkaisa, Daughter to Simonides.
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Lychorida, Nurse to Marika.
Duna.
A Bawd.

Lords, Ladies, Rnights, GenUemen, Sailors,

Pirates, Fishermen, and Messengers.

Scene,—Dispersedly m various Countries.

ACT I.

Enter Gower.

Before the Palace of Antioch.

To sing a song that old was sung,

From ashes ancient' Gower is come;
Assuming man’s infirmities,

To glad your ear and please your eyes.

It hath been sung at festivals,

On ember-eves and holy-ales;
' And lords and ladies in their lives

Have read it for restoratives:

The purchase is to make men glorious;

Et'bonum quo antiqmus, eo melius.

If you, bom in these latter times,

When wit’s more ripe, accept my rhymes
And that to hear an old man sing

May to your wishes pleasure bring,

I life would wish, and that I might

Waste it for you, like taper-light.

—

This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great
Built up, this city, for his chiefest seat;

The fairest in all Syria,

—

I tell you what mine authors say:

This king unto him took a fere.

Who died and left a female heir,

So buxom, blithe, and full of face,

As heaven had lent her all his grace;

With whom the father liking took.

And her to incest did provoke:

—

Bad child; worse father! to entice his own
To evil should be done by none:
But custom what they did begin
Was with long use account no sin.

The beauty of this sinful dame
Made many princes thither frame
To seek her as a bed-fellow,

In marriage-pleasures play-fellow:

Which to prevent he made a law,

—
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To keep her still, and men in awe,

—

That whoso ask’d her for his wife,

HiS riddle told not, lost his hfe:

So for her many a wight did die,

As yon grim looks do testify.

What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye

I give, my cause who best can justify. [Exit.

Scene L—Antioch. A Room m the Palace,

Enter Aktiochus, Pericles, and
Attendants.

Ant. Young Prince of Tyre, you have at

large receiv’d

The danger of the task you undertake.

Per. I have, Antiochus, and with a soul

Embolden’d with the glory of her praise,

Think death no ha2ard in this enterprise.

Ant. Bnng in our daughter, clothed like a

bride,

For the embraceraents even of Jove himself;

At whose conception, till Lucina reign’d,

Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence,

The senate-house of planets all did sit.

To kmt in her their best perfections.

Music. Enter the Daughter of Antiochus.

Per. See where she comes, apparell’d like

the spring,

Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king

Of every virtue gives renown to men!
Her face the book of praises, where is read
Nothing hut cunous pleasures, as from hence
Sorrow were ever raz’d and testy wrath
Could never be her mild compamon.
Ye gods, that made me man, and sway in love,

That have inflam’d desire in my breast

To taste the fnut of yon celestial tree.

Or die m the adventure, be my helps,

As I am son and servant to your will,

To compass such a boundless happiness! I

Ant. Prince Pericles,

—

Per. That would be son to great Antiochus.
Ant, Before thee stands this fair Hesperides,

With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch’d;

For death-like dragons here aSright thee hard;
Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view
Her countless glory, which desert must gam;
And which, without desert, because thine eye
Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die.

Yon sometime famous princes, hke thyself,

Drawn by report, adventurous by desire.

Tell thee, with speechless tongues and sem-
blance pale,

That, without covenng, save yon field of stars,

Here they stand martyrs, slain in Cupid’s wars;
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist
For going on death’s net, whom none resist.

Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath
taught

My frail mortality to know itself,

And by those fearful obj'ects to prepare
This body, like to them, to what I must;
For death remember’d should be hke a mirror.
Who tells us hfe’s but breath, to trust it error,
ril make my will, then; and, as sick men do,
Who know the world, see heaven, but feeling

woe,
Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did;
So I bequeath a happy peace to you

And all good men, as every pnnce should do,
My riches to the earth from whence they

came;

—

But my unspotted fire of love to you.
[To the Daughter of Antiochus.

Thus ready for the way of life or death,
I wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus.

Ant. Scormng advice, - read the conclusion,
then:

Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed,
As these before thee, thou thyself shalt bleed
Daugh. In all save that, mayst thou prove

prosperous!

In all save that, I wish thee happiness!
Per. Like a bold champion I assume the lists,

Nor ask advice of any other thought
But faithfulness and courage.

[i?ecds the Riddle.

I am no viper, yet I feed
On mother’s flesh which did me breed.
I sought a husband, in which labour
I found that kindness in a father.
He’s father, son, and husband mild,
I mother, wife, and yet his child.

How they may be, and yet m two,
As you will live, resolve it you.

Sharp physic is the last: but, O you powers
That give heaven countless eyes to view men’s

acts,

Why cloud they not their sights perpetually,

If tins be true, which makes me pale to read
it?

—

Fair glass of light, I lov’d you, and could still,

[Takes hold of the hand of the Princess.

Were not this glorious casket stor’d with ill:

But I must tell you,— now my thoughts revolt;

For he’s no man on whom perfections wait
That, knowing sm within, will touch the gate.

You’re a fair viol, and your sense the strings;

Vfho, finger’d to make man his lawful music,
I Would draw heaven down, and all the gods to

hearken;
But, being play’d upon before your time,
Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime.
Good sooth, I care not for you.

Ani. Prince Pencles, touch not, upon thy
life,

For that’s an article within our law
As dangerous as the rest. Your time’s expir’d.

Either expound now, or receive your sentence.
Per. Great king,

Few love to hear the sms they love to act,

’Twould ’braid yourself too near for me to tell

it.

Who has a book of all that monarchs do,

He’s more secure to keep it shut than shown:
For vice repeated is hke the wandering wind,
Blows dust in other’s eyes, to spread itself;

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear,

The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear:

To stop the air would hurt them. The blind

mole casts [throng’d

Copp’d hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is

By man’s oppression; and the poor worm doth
die for’t. [their will;

Kangs are earth’s gods: in vice their law’s

And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove doth ill?

It is enough you know; and it is fit,

What being more known grows worse, to

smother it,
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All love the womb that their first being bred
Then give my tongue like leave to love my head
Ant, [iside.] Heaven, that I had thy head

he has tound the meamng; [Tyre,

But I will gloze with him.—Young Prince of

Though by the tenor of our strict edict,

Your exposition misinterpreting,

We might proceed to cancel of your days;

Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree

As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise:

Forty days longer we do respite you;
If by which time our secret be undone,
This mercy shows we’ll joy in such a son:

And until then your entertain shall be
As doth befit our honour and your worth.

[Exeunt Ant., hts Daughter, and Attendants.

Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sm
When what is done is like an hypocnte,
The which is good in nothmg but in sightl

If it be true that I interpret Mse,
Then were it certain you were not so bad
As with foul incest to abuse your soul;

Where now you’re both a father and a son.

By your untimely claspmgs with your child,

—

Which pleasure fits an husband, not a father;

—

And she an eater of her mother’s flesh,

By the defiling of her parent’s bed; [feed

And both like serpents are, who, though they
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed.

Antioch, farewell! for wisdom sees, those men
BlusI not in actions blacker than the mght
Will shun no course to keep them from the light.

One sin I know another doth provoke;
Murder’s as near to lust as flame to smoke:
Poison and treason are the hands of sin,

Ay, and the targets to put off the shame:
Then, lest my life be cropp’d to keep you clear,

By flight I’ll shun the danger which I fear.

[Exit.

Re-enter Antiochus.

Ant. He hath fouiid the meaning, for the

which we mean
To have his head.
He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy.

Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin

In such a loathed manner;
And therefore instantly this prince must die;

For by his fall my honour must keep high.

Who attends us there?

Enter Thaliard.

Thai. Doth your highness call?

Atit. Thaliard, you’re of our chamber, and
our mind

Partakes her private actions to your secrecy:

And for your faithfulness we will advance you.

Thaliard, behold here’s poison and here’s gold;

We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou must kill

him:
It fits thee not to ask the reason why,
Because we bid it. Say, is it done?

That. My lord,

’Tis done.
Ant, Enough.

Enter a Messenger.

Let your breath cool yourself, telling your haste.

Mess. My lord, Prince Pericles is fled.

[Exit,

Ant. As thou
Wilt hve, fly after: and as an arrow shot
From a well-experienc’d archer hits the mark
His eye doth level at, so thou ne’er return
Unless thou say Pnnce Pericles is dead.

Thai. My lord,

If I can get him once within my pistol’s length
I’ll make him sure enough: so, farewell to your

highness.
Ant. Thahard, adieu! [Exit Thal.] Till

Pencles be dead
My heart can lend no succour to my head.

[Exit.

Scene II.-'Tyre. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Pericles.

Per. [To those without.] Let none disturb us.

—

Why should this change of thoughts,
The sad companion, duil-ey’d melancholy,
Be my so us’d a guest as not an hour
In the day’s glorious walk, or peaceful night,—
The tomb wheie grief should sleep,—can breed

me quiet?

Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes
shun them,

And danger, which I fear’d, is at Antioch,
Whose aim seems far too short to hit me here:
Yet neither pleasure’s art can joy my spirits,

Nor yet the other’s distance comfort me.
Then it is thus: the passions of the mind,
That have their first conception by mis-dread,
Have after-nourishment and life by care;

And what was first but fear what might be done,
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done.
And so with me:—the great Antiochus,

—

’Gainst whom I am too httle to contend.
Since he’s so great, can make his will his act,—
Will thmk me speaking, though I swear to

silence;

Nor boots it me to say I honour him.
If he suspect I may dishonour him:
And what may make him blush in being known,
He’ll stop the course by which it might be

known;
With hostile forces he’ll o’erspread the land,
And with the ostent of war will look so huge,
Amazement shall drive courage from the state;

Our men be vanquish’d ere they do resist,

And subjects pumsh’d that ne’er thought
offence:

Which care of them, not pity of myself,

—

Who once no more but as the tops of trees,

Which fence the roots they grow by, and
defend them,

—

Make both my body pine and soul to languish,

And punish that before that he would punish.

Enter Helicanus and other Lords.

1 Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred

breast! [to us,

2 Lord. And keep your mind till you return
Peaceful and comfortable!
HeL Peace, peace, my lords, and give ex-

perience tongue.
They do abuse the king that flatter him:
For flattery is the bellows blows up sin;

The thing the which is flatter’d, hut a spark,

To which that blast gives heat and stronger

glowing;
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Whereas reproof, obedient, and in order,

Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err.

When Signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace
He flatters you, makes war upon your life.

Prince, pardon me, or strike me if you please;

I casmot be much lower than my knees.
Per. All leave us else; but let your cares

o’erlook

What shipping and what lading’s in our haveui

And then return to us. [Exeunt Lords.] Heh-
canus, thou

Hast moved us: what seest thou in our looks?

Hel. An angry brow, dread lord.

Per. If there be such a dart in princes’

frowns,

How durst thy tongue move anger to our face?

Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven,

from whence
They have their nourishment?

Per. Thou know’st I have power
To take thy life from thee. [self;

Hel. [Kneelmff.] I have ground the axe my-
Do you but strike the blow.

Per. Rise, pr’ythee, rise.

Sit down, sit down: thou art no flatterer:

I thank thee for it; and heaven forbid

That kings should let their ears hear their

faults chid!

Fit counseEor and servant for a prince,

Who bythy wisdom mak’st a prince thy servant,

^at wouldst thou have me do?

Hel. To bear with patience

Such griefs as you yourself do lay upon yourself.

Per. Thou speak’st like a physician, Heli-

canus,
That miniater’st a potion unto me
That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself.

Attend me, then; I*went to Antioch,

Where, as thou know’st, against the face of

death,

I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty.
From whence an issue I might propagate,

Are arms to princes, and bring joys to subjects.

Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder;
The rest,“hark in thine ear,—as black as

mcest: (father

Which by my knowledge found, the sinful

Seem’d not to strike, but smooth: but thou
know’st this,

’Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss.

Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled.

Under the covering of a careful night,

Who seem’dmy good protector; and, being here,
Bethought me what was past, what might

succeed.
1 knew him tyrannous; and tyrants’ fears
Decrease not, but grow faster than their years:
And should he doubt it,—-as no doubt he

doth,

—

That I should open to the listening air

How many worthy princes’ bloods were shed
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope,

—

To lop that doubt, he’ll fill this land with arms,
And make pretence of wrong that I have done

him;
When all, for mine, if I may call offence,

Must feel war’s blow, who spares not inno-
cence:

Which love to all,—of which thyself art one,
Who now reprov’st me for it,—

Het. Alas, sir!

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from
my cheeks,

Musings into my mind, with thousand doubts
How I might stop this tempest ere it came;
And, finding little comfort to relieve them,
I thought it princely charity to grieve them.
Hel. Well, my lord, since you have given me

leave to speak,

Freely will I speak. Antiochus you fear,

And justly too, I think,, you fear the tyrant,

Who either by public war or private treason
Will take away your life.

Therefore, my lord, go travel for awhile,

Till that this rage and anger be forgot,

Or till the Destinies do cut his thread of life,

Your rule direct to any; if to me,
Day serves not light more faithful than I’ll be.

Per. I do not doubt thy faith;

But should he wrongmy liberties inmy absence?
Hel. We’ll mingle our bloods together in the

earth.

From whence we had our being and our birth.

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee, then, and
to Tharsus

Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee;
And by whose letters I’U dispose myself.

The care I had and have of subjects’ good
On thee I lay, whose wisdom’s strength can

bear it.

I’ll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath:

Who shuns not to break one will sure crack
both:

But in our orbs we’ll live so round and safe,

That time of both this truth shall ne’er convince,

Thou show’dst a subject’s shine, I a true prince.

[Exeunt

Scene III.—Tyre, An Ante-chamber in the

Palace.

Enter Thaliard.

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and this the court.

Here must I kill King Pericles; and if I do it

not, I am sure to be hanj^ed at home: ’tis

dangerous.—Well, I perceive he was a wise
fellow, and had good discretion, that, being
bid to ask what he would of the king, desired
he might know none of his secrets. Now do I

see he had some reason for’t: for if a king bid
a man be a villain, he is bound by the indenture
of his oath to be one.—Hush! here come the
lords of Tyre.
Enter Helicanus, Escanes, and other Lords,
Hel You Shan not need, my fellow peers of

Tyre,
Further to questionme of your king’s departure

:

His seal’d commission, left in trust with me,
Doth speak sufficiently he’s gone to travel.

Thai [Asw/e.] How! the king is gone!
Hel Ji further yet you will be satisfied,

Why, as it were unlicens’d of your loves,

He would depart, I’U give some light unto you.
Being at Antioch,

—

Thai [Asiefe,] What from Antioch?
Hel. Royal Antiochus,—on what cause I

know not,— [so;

Took some displeasure at him; at least he judg’d
And doubting lest that he had err’d or sinn’d,
To show his sorrow, he’d correct himself;
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So puts himself unto the shipman’s toil,

Withwhom each minute threatens life or death.
Thai, [Jisiiie.] Well, I perceive

I shall not he hang’d now although I would:
But since he’s gone, the king’s ears it must

please

He ’scap’d the land to perish on the seas.

I’ll present myself.—^Peace to the lords of

Tyre I

Eel, Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is wel-
come.

Thai. From him I come
With message unto princely Pericles;

But smce my landing I have understood
Your lord has betook himself to unknown

travels,

My message must return from whence it came.
Eel, We have no reason to desire it.

Commended to our master, not to us:

Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire,

—

As friends to Antioch, we may feast m Tyre.
[Exeunt.

Scene IV.—-Tharsus. A Room in the

Governor’s Eouse.

Enter Cleon, Dionyza, and Attendants.

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here.

And by relating tales of others’ griefs

See if ’twill teach us to forget our own?
Dio, That were to blow at fire in hope to

quench it;

For who digs hills because they do aspire

Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher.

0 my distressed lord, even such our gnefs are;

Here they’re but felt, and seen with nuschief’s

eyes,

But like to groves, being topp’d, they higher

nse.
Cle. 0 Dionyza,

Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it,

Or can conceal his himger till he famish?
Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep
Our woes mto the air; our eyes do weep.
Till tongues fetch breath tibiat may proclaim

them louder; [want.

That, if heaven slumber while their creatures

They may awake thek helps to comfort them.
I’ll tiien discourse our woes, felt several years,

And, wanting breath to speak, help me with
tears.

Dio. I’ll do my best, sir.

Cle. This Tharsus, o'er which I have the
government,

A city on whom plenty held full hand,
For riches skew’d herself even in the streets;

Whose towers bore heads so high they kiss’d

the clouds.

And strangers ne’er beheld but wonder’d at;

Whose men and dames so jetted and adorn’d.

Like one another’s glass to trim them by:
Their tables were stor’d full, to glad the sight.

And not so much to feed on as delight;

All poverty was scorn’d, and pnde so great,

The name of help grew odious to repeat
Dio. 0 ’tis too true.

Cle. But see what heaven can dol By this

our change, [air

These mouths, whom but of late earth, sea, and
Were all too little to content and please,

Although they gave their creatures in abun-
dance.

As houses are defil’d for want of use.

They are now starv’d for want of exercise:

Those palates who, not us’d to savour hunger,
Must have inventions to dehght the taste,

Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it:

Those mothers who, to nousle up their babes.
Thought naught too curious, are ready now
To eat those little darlmgs whom they lov’d.

So sharp are hunger’s teeth, that man and wife
Draw lots who first shall die to lengthen life:

Here stands a lord and there a lady weeping;
Here many sink, yet those which see them fall

Have scarce strength left to give them burial.

Is not this true? [it.

Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness
Cle. 0, let those cities that of Plenty’s cup

And her prosperities so largely taste.

With her superfluous nets, hear these tearsl

The misery of Tharsus may be theirs.

Enter a Lord.

Lord. Where’s the lord governor?
Cle. Here. [haste,

Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring’st in

For comfort is too far for us to expect.

Lord. We have descried, upon our neigh-
bouring shore,

A portly sail of ships make hitherward.
Cle. I thought as much.

One sorrow never comes but brings an heir

That may succeed as his inheritor;

And so m ours: some neighbouring nation,

Taking advantage of our misery, [power,

Hath stuff’d these hollow vessels with Iheir

To beat us down, the which are down already;
And make a conquest of unhappy we,
Whereas no glory’s got to overcome.

Lord. That’s the least fear; for by the sem-
blance [peace,

Of their white flags display’d, they bring us
And come to us as favourers, not as foes.

Cle. Thou speak’st like him’s imtutor’d to

repeat:

Who makes the fairest show means most deceit.

But bnng they what they will, and what they
can,

What need we fear? [there.

The ground’s the lowest, and we are half way
Go tell their general we attend him here,

To know for what he comes, and whence he
comes.

And what he craves.

Lord. I go, my lord. {Exit

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace con-
sist;

H wars, we are unable to resist.

Enter Pericles, with Attendants.

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are,

Let not our ships and number of our men
Be, like a beacon fir’d, to amaze your eyes.

We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre,
And seen the desolation of your streets:

Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears.

But to relieve them of their heavy load;
And these our ships, you happily may think
Are like the Trojan horse war-stuff’d within
With bloody veins, expecting overthrow,
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Are stor’d with corn to make your needy bread,

And give them hfe whom hunger starv’d half

dead.
All. The gods o! Greece protect you!

And we’ll pray for you.

Per. Rise," I pray you, rise:

We do not look for reverence, but for love.

And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men.
Cle. The which when any shall not gratify.

Or pay you with unthankfulness m thought,

Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves,

The curse of heaven and men succeed ^eir
evils! [seen,

Till when,—the which I hope shall ne’er be
Your grace is welcome to our town and us.

Per. Which welcome we’ll accept; feast here
a while,

Until our stars that frown lend us a smile.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Enter Gower.

Gow. Here have you seen a mighty king

His child, I wis, to incest bring;

A better prince, and benign lord.

That will prove awful both in deed and word.
Be quiet, then, as men should be.

Till he hath pass’d necessity.

FU show you those in troubles reign,

Losing a mite, a mountain gain.

The good m conversation,

—

To whom I give my benison,

—

Is still at Tharsus, where each man
Thinks all is wnt he spoken can;

And, to remember what he does.

Gild his statue to make him glorious:

But tidings to the contrary

Are brought your eyes: what need speak I?

Dumb shew.

Enter, at one side, Pericles, talking with

. Cleon; their Trains with them. Enter,

at the other, a Gentleman with a letter to

Pericles, who shows it to Cleon, then
gives the Messenger a reward, and knights
him. Exeunt Pericles and Cleon with
their Trains, severally.

Good Hehcane hath stay’d at home.
Not to eat honey like a drone
From others’ labours; for though he stnve
To killeti bad, keep good alive;

And, to fulfil his prince’ desire,

Sends word of all that haps m Tyre:
How Thaliard came full bent with sin

And hid intent to murder him;
And that in Tharsus was not best
Longer for him to make his rest.

He, knowing so, put forth to seas,
Where w;hen men been, there’s seldom ease;
For now the wind begins to blow;
Thunder above and deeps below
Make such unquiet that the ship
Should house him safe is wreck’d and split;

And he, good prince, having all lost,

, By waves from coast to coast is toss’d:
All perishen of man, of pelf,

Ne aught escapen but himself;
Till fortune, tir’d with doing bad,

Threw him ashore, to give him glad:

And here he comes. What shall be next.

Pardon old Gower,—this longs the text. [Exit

Scene I.—Pentapolis. An open Place Tjy

the Seaside.

Enter Pericles, wet.

Per. Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of
heaven! [man

Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly

Is but a substance that must yield to you;
And I, as fits my nature, do obey you;
Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks,

Wash’d me from shore to shore, and left me
breath

Nothing to think on but ensuing death:

Let it suffice the greatness of youi powers
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes;

And having thrown him from your watery grave,

Here to have death in peace is all he’ll crave.

Enter three Fishermen.

1 Fisk. What, ho. Pilch!

2 Fisk. Ho, come and bring away the nets!

1

Fish. What, Patchbreech, I say!

3 Fish. What say you, master?
1 Fisk. Look how thou stirrest now! come

away, or I’ll fetch thee with a wamon.
3 Fish. Faith, master, I am thinking of the

poor men that were cast away before us eveh
now.

I Fish. Alas, poor souls, it gneved my heart
to hear what pitiful cries they made to us to

help them, when, well-a-day, we could scarce
help ourselves.

3 Fish. Nay, master, said not I as much
when I saw the porpus how he bounced and
tumbled? they say they're half fish half flesh:

a plague ou them, they ne’er come but I look
to be washed. Master, I marvel how the fishes

live in the sea.

1 Fish. Why, as men do a-Iand,—the great
ones eat up the little ones; I can compare our
rich misers to nothing so fitly as to a whale,
’a plays and tumbles, driving the poor fry before
him, and at last devours them all at a mouth-
ful: such whales have I heard on the land,

who never leave gaping till they’ve swallow’d
the whole parish, church, steeple, bells, and
all.

Per, [Asfdfe.] A pretty moral.

3 Fish. But, master, if I had been the sex-
ton, I would have been that day in the belfry.

2 Fish. Why, man?
3 Fish. Because he should have swallowed

me too: and when I had been in his belly I

would have kept such a janglmg of the bells

that he should never have left till he cast bells,

steeple, church, and parish up again. But if

the good King Simonides were of my mind,-
Per. [A^icfe.l Simonides J

3 Fish. He would purge the land of these
drones that rob the bee of her honey.

Per. [Asicfc.] How from the finny subject of

the sea
These fishers tell the infirmities of men;
And from their watery empire recollect
All that may men approve or taen detect I—
Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen.



PERICLES, PRINCE OP TYRE 843

2 Fish. Hoaeat! good fellow, what’s that?
if it be not a day fits you, scratch it out of the
calendar, and nobody will look after it.

Per. Nay, see the sea hath cast upon your
coast,

—

2 Fish. What a drunken knave was the sea
to cast thee in our way. [wind

Per. A man, whom both the waters and the
In that vast tennis-court hath made the ball

For them to play upon, entreats you pity him;
He asks of you that never used to beg.

1 Fish. No, fnend, cannot you beg? here’s
them in our country of Greece gets more with
begging than we can do with working.

2 Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, then?
Per. I never practised it.

2 Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure;

for here’s nothing to be got now-a-days unless
fiiou canst fish for’t.

Per. What I have been I have forgot to know;
But what I am want teaches me to think on:

A man throng’d up with, cold; my veins are
chiU,

And have no more life than may suflSice

To give my tongue that heat to ask your help;

Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead,
For that I am a man, pray see me buried.

1 Fish. Die quoth-a? Now gods forbid! I
have a gown here; come, put it on; keep thee
warm. Now, afore me, a handsome fellow!

Come, thou shalt go home, and we’U have
flesh for holidays, fish for fasting-days, and
moreo’er puddings and flapjacks; and thou
shalt be welcome.

Per. I thank you, sir.

2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you
could not beg.

Per. I did but crave.

2 Fish. But crave! Then FU turn craver

too, and so I shall scape whipping.
Per. Why, are all your beggars whipped,

then?
2 Fish. 0, not all, my friend, not all; for if

all your beggars were whipped, I would wish
no better office than to be beadle. But, master,

I’ll go draw up the net.

[Exeunt with Third Fisherman.
Per. [Aside.] How well this honest mirth

becomes their labour!

I Fish. Hark you, sir, do you know where
ye are?

Per. Not well.

I Fish. Why, I’ll tell you: this is called

Pentapolis, and our king &e good Simonides.

Per. The good King Simonides, do you call

him?
I Fish. Ay, sir; and he deserves so to be

called for his peaceable reign and good govern-

ment.
Per. He is a happy king, since he gains from

his subjects the name of good by his govern-

ment. How far is his court distant from this

shore?
I Fish. Marry, sir, half a day’s journey: and

I’ll teU you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-

morrow is her birthday; and there are princes

and knights come from aU parts of the world

to joust and tourney for her love.

Per. Were but my fortunes equal my desires

I could wish to make one there.

G G

1 Fish. 0 , sir, things must be as they may;
and what a man cannot get he may lawfully
deal for—^his wife’s soul.

Re-enter Second and Third Fishermen, drato-

ing up a net.

2 Fish. Help, master, help! here’s a fish

hangs in the net like a poor man’s right in th*’

law; ’twill hardly come out. Ha! bots on’t,

’tis come at last, and *tis turned to a rusty
armour.

Per. An armour, friends! I pray you, letme
see it.

—

Thanks, fortune, yet, that after all my crosses
Thou giv’st me somewhat to repair myself;
And though it was mine own, part of my heri-

Which my dead father did bequeath to me.
With this strict charge, even as he left Ms

Hfe,

Keep itf my Pericles; it hath been a shield
^Twixt me and death;—and pointed to tMs

brace;

—

For that it sav^d me, keep it; in like necessity,

—

The which gods protect thee from!—may defend
thee.

It kept where I kept, I so dearly lov’d it;

Till the rough seas, that spare not any man.
Took it in rage, though calm’d have given’t

again:
I thank thee for’t: my shipwreck now’s no

iU;

Since I have here my father’s gift in’s will.

I Fish. What mean you, sir?

Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat
of worth,

For it was sometime target to a king;
I know it by this mark. He lov’d me dearly.
And for his sake I wish the having of it;

And that you’d guide me to your sovereign’s
court.

Where with it I may appear a gentleman;
And if that ever my low fortunes better,

I’ll pay your bounties; till then rest your debtor.

1 Fish. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady?

Per. I’ll show the virtue I have borne in arms.

1 Fish. Why, do you take it, and the gods
give thee good on’tl

2 Fish. Ay, but hark you, my friend; ’twas
we that made up this garment through the
rough seams of the waters: there are certain
condolements, certain vails. I hope, sir, if you
thrive, you’ll remember from whence you had
it.

Per. Believe’t, I will.

By your furtherance I am cloth’d in steel;

And spite of all the rupture of the sea
This jewel holds his building on my arm:
Unto thy value I will mount myself
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.—
Only, my friends, I yet am unprovided
Of a pair of bases.

2 Fish. We’ll sure provide: thou shalt have
my best gown to make thee a pair; and PH
bring thee to the court myself.

Per. Then honour be but a goal to my will;

TMs day I’ll rise, or else add ill to ill. [Fjceunf.
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SCHSTE n,—

P

entapolis. A puUk Way^ or

Platform leading to the Lists. A Pavilion

bg ike side of it for the reception of the King,

P^cess, Lords, &c.

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, and
Attendants.

Sim* Are the knights ready to begin the

triumph?

1

lord. They axe, my liege;

At>d stay your coming to present themselves.

Sim, Return them, we are ready; and our

daughter,

In honour of whose birth these triumphs are.

Sits here, like beauty’s child, whom nature gat

For men to see, and seemg wonder at.

[Exit a Lord.

Thai. It pleaseth you, my royal father, to

express

My commendations great, whose merit’s less.

Sim. It’s fit it should be so; for princes are

A model which heaven makes like to itself:

As jewels lose their glory if neglected,

So princes their renown if not respected.^

’Tis now your labour, daughter, to explain

The honour of each knight in his device.

Thai. Which, to preserve mine honour,

I’ll perform.

Enter a Knight; he passeth over, and his Squire

presents his shield to the Princess.

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer himself?

Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned
father;

And the device he bears upon his shield

Is a black iSthiop reaching at the sun;

The word, Lux tua vita mihi.

Sim. He loves you well that holds his life of

you. [The Second Knight passes.

Who is the second that presents himself?

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father;

And the device he bears upon his shield

Is an arm’d knight that’s conquer’d by a lady;

The motto thus, in Spanish, Piu par dulzura

quepor fuerza.
[The Third Knight passes.

Sim. And what’s the third?

Thai. The third of Antioch;

And his device a wreath of chivalry;

The word. Mepompse provexit apex,

[The Fourth Knight passes.

Sim. What is the fourth?

Thai. A burning torch that’s turned upside
down;

The word. Quod me alii, me extmguit.

Sim. Which shows that beauty hath his

power and will,

Which can as well inflame as it can Mil.

[The Fifth Knight pusses.
Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with

clouds, [tried;

Holding out gold that’s by the touchstone
The motto thus, Sic spectanda fides.

[The Sixth Knight (Pericles) passes.

Sim. And what’s the sixth and last, the
which the knight himself

With such graceful courtesy deliver’d?

Thai. He seems to be a stranger; but his

present is

A wither’d branch, that’s only green at top;
The motto, In hac spe vivo,

Sim. A pretty moral;
From the dejected state wherein he is,

He hopes by you Ms fortunes yet may flourish.
1 Lord. He had need mean better Ms

outward show
Can any way speak in his just commend;
For, by Ms rusty outside, he appears [lance.
To have practis’d more the wMpstock than the
2 Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he

comes
To an honour’d triumph strangely furnished.

3 Lord. And on set purpose let his armour
rust

Until tMs day, to scour it in the dust.

Sim. Opinion’s but a fool, that makes us scan
The outward habit by the inward man.
But stay, the knights are coming: we will

withdraw
Into the gallery. [Exeunt.

[Great shouts within, all crying, “The
mean knight!”

Scene III.—Pentapolis. A Hall of State:
A Banquet prepared.

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, Knights
and Attendants.

S«72. Knights,
To say you are welcome were superfluous.
To place upon the volume of your deeds,
As m a title-page, your worth in arms
Were more than you expect, or more than’s fit,

Since every worth in show commends itself.

Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast:

You are princes and my guests.

Thai. But you my knight and guest;
To whom tMs wreath of victory I give,

And crown you king of tMs day’s happiness.
Per. ’Tis more by fortune, lady, than by

merit. [yours;

Sim, Call it by what you wiU, the day is

And here I hope is none that envies it.

In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed,
To make some good, but others to exceed,
And you’re her labour’d scholar.—Come,

queen o’ the feast,— [place;

For, daughter, so you are,—here take your
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace.
Kmghts. We are honour’d much by good

Simonides. [we love;

Sim. Your presence glads our days: honour
For who hates honour hates the gods above.
Marshal. Sir, yonder is your place.

Per. Some other is more fit.

I Knight. Contend not, sir; for we are
gentlemen

That neither m our hearts nor outward eyes
Envy the great, nor do the low despise.

Per. You are nght courteous knights.
Sim. Sit, sir, sit.

Per. By Jove, I wonder, that is king of

thoughts,
These cates resist me, she but thought upon,

Thai. By Juno, that is queen
Of marriage, all viands that I eat
Do seem unsavoury, wisMng him my meat.
Sure he’s a gallant gentleman.
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Sim. He’s but a country gentlemanj
Has done no more than other knights have done;
Has broken a staff or so; so let it pass.

Thai. To me he seems like diamond to glass.

Feu Yon king’s to me Hke to my father’s

picture,

Which tells me m that glory once he was;
Had princes sit, iilre stars, about his throne,

And he the sun, for them to reverence;
Hone that beheld him but, like lesser hghts,
Hid vail their crowns to his supremacy:
Where now his son’s like a glowworm in the

night,

The which hath fire in darkness, none in light:

Whereby I see that Time’s the king of men.
For he’s their parent, and he is their grave,

And gives them what he will, not what they
crave.

Sim, What, are you merry, knights?

I Knight. Who can be other in this royal

presence?
Sim. Here, with a cup that’s stor’d unto the

bnm,

—

As you do love, fill to your mistress’ lips.

—

We drink this health to you.

Kmghts. We thank your grace.

Sim. Yet pause awhile:

Yon knight, methinks, doth sit too melancholy,

As if the entertainment in our court

Had not a show might countervail his worth.

Note it not you, Thaisa!

Thai. What is it

To me, my father?

Sim. 0
,
attend, my daughter:

Princes, in this, should live like gods above,
Who freely give to every one that comes
To honour them:
And prmces not doing so are like to gnats, [at.

Which make a sound, but lull’d are wonder’d
Therefore to make his entrance more sweet.

Here, say we drink this standing-bowl of wine
to him.

Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not me
Unto a stranger kmght to be so bold:

He may my proffer take for an offence,

Since men take women’s gifts for impudence.
Sm. How!

Do as I bid you, or you’ll move me else.

Thai. [Aside.] Now, by the gods, he could

not please me better.

Sim. And furthermore tell him, we desire to

know of him
Of whence he is, his name and parentage.

Thai. The king my father, sir, has drunk
to you.

Per. I thank him.
Thai Wishing it so much blood unto your

hfe. [him freely.

Per. I thank both him and you, and pledge

Thai. And further he desires to know of you
Of whence you are, your name and parentage.

Per. A gentlemen of Tyre,—my name,
Pericles;

My education been in arts and arms;—
Who, looking for adventures in the world,

Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men,
And after shipwreck driven upon this shore.

Thai He thanks your grace; names himself

Pericles,

A gentleman of Tyre,

Who only by misfortune of the seas,
Bereft of ships and men, cast on this shore.

Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune,
And will awake him from his melancholy.

—

Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles,

And waste the tune which looks for other revels.
Even in your armours, as you axe address’d,
Will very well become a soldier’s dance.
I will not have excuse, with saying this
Loud music is too harsh for ladies’ heads,
Since they love men in arms as well as beds.

[The Elnights dance.
So, thiswaswell ask’d, ’twas so well perform’d.

—

Come, sir;

Here is a lady that wants breathing too:
And I have often heard you knights of Tyre
Are excellent m making ladies trip;

And that their measures are as excellent.

—

Per. In those that practise them they are,

my lord. [denied
Sim. O, that’s as much as you would be

Of your fair courtesy. [The Kmghts and
Ladies dance.]—Unclasp, unclasp:

Thanks, gentlemen, to all; all have done well,

But you the best. [To Pericles.]—Pages and
Hghts, to conduct [yours, sir,

These kmghts unto their several lodgings!

—

We have given order to be next our own.
Per. I am at your grace’s pleasure.
Sim. Pnnces, it is too late to talk of love,

And that’s the mark I know you level at:

Therefore each one betake him to his rest;

To-morrow all for speeding do their best.

[Exeimt.

Scene IV.—Tyre. A Room in the Governor’s
House.

Enter Helicands and Escanes.

HeL No, Escanes, no; know this of me,

—

Antiochus from incest hv’d not free:

For which, the most high gods not minding
longer [store,

To withhold the vengeance that they had in

Due to this heinous capital offence,

Even in the height and pride of all his glory,

When he was seated in a chanot [Wm,
Of an mestimable value, and his daughter with
A fire from heaven came, and shrivell’d up
Their bodies, even to loathing; for they so stunk
That aH those eyes ador’d them ere their fall

Scorn now their hand should give them burial,

Esca. ’Twas very strange.

HeL And yet but justice; for though
This king were great his greatness was no guard
To bar heaven’s shaft, hut sin had his reward,
Esca. ’Tis very true.

Enter three Lords.

1 Lord. See, not a man in private conference

Or council has respect with him but he.

2 Lord. It shall no longer grieve without
reproof. [second it.

3 Lord. And curs’d be he that will not

I J' ’d. Follow me, then.—Lord Helicane,

a word. [my lords.

Met. With me? and welcome: happy day,

I Lord. Know that our griefs are risen to

the top,

And now at length they overflow their bamks.
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Eel, Yotir griefsl for what? wrong not

youx prince you love. JHelicane;

1 Lord, Wrong not yourself, then, noble

But if the sirince do live, let us salute him.

Or know what ground’s made happy by his

breath.

If in the world he live, we’E seek him out;

If in his grave he rest, we’U, find him there;

And be resolv’d he lives to govern us,

Or dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral.

And leaves us to our free election.

2 Lord, Whose death's indeed the strongest

in our censure:
And knowing this kingdom, if without a head,

Like goodly buildmgs, left without a roof.

Will soon to ruins fall,—^your noble self,

That best know’st how to rule and how to reign.

We thus submit unto,—our sovereign.

All, Live, noble Helicanel [frages:

Eel. For honour’s cause, forbear your suf-

If that you love Prmce Pericles, forbear.

Tdke I your wish, I leap into the seas,

Where’s hourly trouble for a minute’s ease.

A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat you
To forbear the absence of your king;

If in which time expir’d, he not return,

I shall with aged patience bear your yoke.

But if I cannot win you to this love,

Go search like nobles, hke noble subjects.

And in your search spend your adventurous
worth;

Whom if you find, and win imto return.

You shall hke diamonds sit about his crown.

1 Lord. To wisdom he’s a fool that will not

yield;

And since Lord Helicane enjoineth us.

We with our travels will endeavour it.

Eel, Then you love us, we you, and we’M
clasp hands:

When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands.

[Exeunt,

Scene Y.—Pentapolis. A Room in the

Palace,

Enter Simonides, reading a letter; the

Bhughts meet him.

1 Knight Good-morrow to the good Simon-
ides. [you know,

Sim. Knights, from my daughter this I let

That for this twelvemonth she’ll not undertake
A married life.

Her reason to herself is only known,
Which yet from her by no means can I get.

2 Knight May we not get access to her, my
lord? [tied her

Sim. Faith, by no means; she hath so strictly

To her chamber that it is impossible, [livery;

One twelve moon’s more she’ll wear Diana’s
This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow’d,
And on her virgin honour wEl not break it.

3 Knight Loth to bid farewell, we take our
leaves. [Exeunt Knights.

Sim. So, [letter:

They are well despatch’d; now to my daughter’s
She tells me here she’ll wed the stranger knight.
Or never more to view nor day nor hght.
’Tis well, mistress; your choice agrees with

mine;
I like that well; nay, how absolute she’s in’t,

Hot minding whether I di^shke or no!
WeU, I do commend her choice;

And will no longer have it be delay’d.

—

Soft! here he comes; I must dissemble it.

Enter Pericles.

Per, All fortune to the good Simonides!
Sim, To you as much, sir! I am beholden

to you
For your sweet music this last night: I do
Protest my ears were never better fed
With such dehghtfui pleasing harmony.

Per. It is your grace’s pleasure to commend;
Not my desert.

Sim. Sir, you are music’s master.
Per, The worst of all her scholars, my good

lord.

Sim. Let me ask you one thing:

What do you think of my daughter, sir?

Per. A most virtuous princess.

Sim. And she is fair too, is she not?
Per. As a fair day in summer,—wondrous

fair. [you;
Sim. Sir, my daughter thinks very well of

Ay, so well that you must be her master, [it.

And she will be your scholar: therefore look to
Per. I am unworthy for her schoolmaster.
Sim. She thinks not so; peruse this writing

else.

Per. [Aside.] What’s here?
A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre!
’Tis the king’s subtilty to have my life.

—

0
,
seek not to entrap me, gracious lord,

A stranger and distressed gentleman,
That never aim’d so high to love your daughter,
But bent all offices to honour her. [thou art

Sim. Thou hast bewitch’d my daughter, and
A viUain.

Per. By the gods, I have not:

Never did thought of mine levy offence;

Nor never did my actions yet commence
A deed might gain her love or your displeasure.

Sim. Traitor, thou best.

Per. Traitor!

Sim. Ay, traitor.

Per. Even m his throat,—-unless it be the
king,—

That calls me traitor, I return the lie.

Sim. (Aside.) Now, by the gods, I do ap-
plaud his courage.

Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts,
That never relish’d of a base descent.
I came unto your court for honour’s cause.
And not to be a rebel to her state;

And he that otherwise accounts of me,
This sword shall prove he’s honour’s enemy.

Sim. No?
Here comes my daughter, she can witness it.

Enter Thaisa.

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair,

Resolve your angry father if my tongue
Did e’er solicit, or my hand subscribe
To any syllable that made love to you.

Thai. Why, sir, say if you had, [glad?

Who takes offence at ^at would make me
Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory?—

[Aside.) I am glad on’t with all my heart.

—

I’ll tame you; I’ll bring you in subjection.
Will you, not having my consent,
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Bestow your love and your affections

Upon a stranger?—[nsit/e] who, for aught I
Imow,

May he,—nor can I think the contrary,

—

As great in blood as I myself.

—

Therefore, hear you, mistress; either frame
Your will to mine,—and you, sir, hear you.
Either be rul’d by me, or I will make you

—

Man and wife.

Nay, come, your hands and lips must seal it

too: [stroy;

—

And being join’d, I’U thus your hopes de-
And for further grief,—God give you joy!

—

What, are you both pleas’d?
Thai. Yes, if you love me, sir.

Per. Even as my hfe, or blood that fosters it.

Sim. What, are you both agreed?
Both, Yes, if’t please your majesty.
Sim. It pleaseth me so well that I will see

you wed;
And then, with what haste you can, get you to

bed. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Enter Gower.

Gow. Now sleep yslaked hath the rout;

No dm but snores the house about,

Made louder by the o’er-fed breast

Of this most pompous marriage feast.

The cat, with eyne of burning coal.

Now couches fore the mouse’s hole;

And crickets sing at the oven’s mouth,
Aye the blither for their drouth.

Hymen hath brought the bride to bed,
-(Where, by the loss of maidenhead,
A babe is moulded.—Be attent,

And time that is so briefly spent

With your fine fancies quaintly eche:

What’s dumb in show I’ll plain with speech.

Dumb show.

Enter Pericles and Simonides at one side

with Attendants; a Messenger meets them,
kneels, and gives Pericles a letter: he shows
it to Simonides; the Lords kneel to Peri-
cles. Then enter ,Thaisa, with child, and
Lychorida. Simonides shows his daugh-.

ter die letter; she rejoices: she and Pericles
take leave of her father, and depart with
Lychorida and their Attendants. Then
exeunt Simonides, &c.

By many a dem and painful perch
Of Pericles the careful search.

By the four opposing coigns

Which the world together joins,

Is made with all due diligence

That horse and sail and high expense
Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre,—
Fame answering the most strange inquire,

—

To the court of King Simonides
Are letters brought, the tenor these;

—

Antiochus and his daughter’s dead;
The men of Tjtus on ttie head
Of Helicanus would set on
The crown of Tyre, but he will none:

-The mutiny be there hastes t’ oppress;

Says to ’em, if King Pericles

Come not home in twice six moons,
He, obedient to their dooms,
Will take the crown. The sum of this,

Brought hither to Pentapohs,
Y-ravished the regions round,
And every one witib claps can sound.
Out heir-apparent is a king!

Who dream’d, who thought of suck a thingf
Bnef, he must hence depart to Tyre:
His queen with child makes her desire,

—

Which who shall cross?—along to go:

—

Omit we all their dole and woe:

—

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes.
And so to sea. Their vessel shakes
On Neptune’s billow; half the flood
Hath their keel cut; but fortune’s mood
Varies again; the grizzly north
Disgorges such a tempest forth

That, as a duck for life that dives.

So up and down the poor ship drives:

The lady^ shrieks, and, well-a-near,

Does fall in travail with her fear;

And what ensues in this fell storm
Shall for itself itself perform.
I mil relate, action may
Conveniently the rest convey;
Which might not what by me is told.

In your imagination hold
This stage the ship, upon whose deck
The sea-toss’d Pericles appears to speak.

[Exit.

Scene 1.—Enter Pericles, on a ship at sea.

Per. Thou god of this great vast, rebuke
these surges, [that hast

Which wash both heaven and hell; and thou
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass,

Having call’d them from the deep! O, still

Thy deafening, dreadful thunders; gently

quench
Thy nimble, sulphurous flashes!—0, how,

Lychorida, [ously;

How does my queen?—Thou stormest venom-
Wilt thou spit all thyself?—The seaman’s

whistle

Is as a whisper m the ears of death.
Unheard.—Lychorida!—Lucina, O
Divinest patroness, and midwife gentle

To those that cry by night, convey thy deity

Aboard our dancing boat; make s^t the pangs
Of my queen’s travail!

Enter Lychorida, with an Infant.

Now, Lychorida!

Igc. Here is a thing too young for such a
place,

Who, if it had conceit, would die, as I

Am like to do: take in your arms this piece

Of your dead queen.
Per. How, how, Lychorida!

Lyc, Patience, good sir; do not assist the
storm.

Here’s all that is left living of your queen,—
A little daughter: for the sake of it,

Be manly, and take comfort.

Per. 0 you gods!

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts,

And snatch them straight away? We here

below
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Recall not what we give, and therein may
Vie in honour with yon.
Lyc. Patience, good sir,

Even for this charge.

Per. Now, mild may be thy life!

For a more blusterous birth had never babe:
Quiet and gentle thy conditions! for

Thou art the mdeliest welcom’d to this world
That ever was prince’s child. Happy what

follows!

Thou hast as chiding a nativity

As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make,
To herald thee from the womb; even at the first

Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit,

With all thou canst find here.—Now, the good
gods

Throw their best eyes upon’tl

Enter two Sailors.

1 Scdl. What courage, sir? God save you!
Per. Courage enou^: I do not fear the flaw;

It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love
Of this poor infant, this fresh-new seafarer,

I would it would be quiet.

1 Sail. Slack the bolins there!—Thou wilt

not, wilt thou? Blow, and spht thyself.

2 Sail But sea-room, and the brine and
cloudy billow kiss the moon, I care not.

1 Sail Sir, your queen must overboard: the
sea works high, the wind is loud, and will not
He till the ship be cleared of the dead.

Per, That's your superstition.

1 Sail Pardon us, sir; with us at sea it hath
been still observed; and we are strong in
custom. Therefore briefly yield her; for she
must overboard straight. [queen!

Per. As you think meet.—Most wretched
Lyc, Here she hes, sir.

Per. A terrible childbed hast thou had, my
dear;

No light, no fire: the unfriendly elements
Forgot thee utterly; nor have I time
To give thee hallow’d to thy grave, l^t straight
Must cast thee, scarcely coffin’d, in the ooze;
Where, for a monument upon thy bones,
And aye-remaining lamps, the belching whale
And humming water must o’erwhelm thy

corpse,

Lying with simple shells.-—O Lychorida,
Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper,
My casket and my jewels; and bid Nicander
Bring me the satin coffer; lay the babe
Upon the pillow; hie thee, whiles I say
A priestly fareweU to her: suddenly, woman.

[Exit Lychorida.
2 Sail Sir, we have a chest beneath the

hatches, caulked and bitumed ready.
Per. I thank thee.—Maiiner, say what coast

is this?

2 Sail We are near Tharsus.
Per. Thither, gentle marmer,

Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou
reach it?

2 Sait. By break of day, if the wind cease.
Per. 0 , make for Tharsus!

—

There will I visit Cleon, for the babe
Cannot hold out to Tyrus: there I’ll leave it

At careful nursing.—Go thy ways, good mar-
iner:

I’ll bring the body presently, [Exeunt

ScEHE II,—Ephesus. A Room in
Cerimok’s House.

Enter Cerimon, a Servant, and some ^tersons
who have been shipwrecked,

Cer. Philemon, ho!

Enter Philemon.

PhU. Doth my lord call?

Cer, Get fire and meat for these poor men:
It has been a turbulent and stormy night.

Serv. I have been in many; but such a night
as this,

Till now, I ne’er endur’d. [tum;
Cer. Your master will be dead ere you re-

There’s nothing can be minister’d to natoe
That can recover him.—Give this to the ’pothe-

cary,

And tell me how it works. [To Pbolemon.
[Exeunt all but Cerimon.

Enter two Gentlemen.

t Gent. Good-morrow, sir.

2 Gent. Good-morrow to your lordship.
Cer. Gentlemen,

Why do you stir so early?

1 Gent. Sir,

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea,
Shook as the earth did quake;
The very principals did seem to rend,
And all to topple; pure surprise and fear
Made me to quit the house. [early;

2 Gent. That is the cause we trouble you so
’Tis not our husbandry.

Cer. 0 , you say well.
1 Gent. But I much marvel that your lord-

ship, having
Rich tire about you, should at these early hours
Shake off the golden slumber of repose.
It is most strange
Nature should be so conversant with pain,
Being thereto not compell’d.

Ger. I held it ever,
Virtue and cunning were endowments greater
Than nobleness and nches: careless heirs
May the two latter darken and expend;
But immortality attends the former,
Making a man a god. ’Tis known I ever
Have studied physic, through which secret art.
By turning o’er authonties, I have,—
Together with my practice,—made familiar
To me and to my aid the blest infusions
That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones;
And I can speak of the disturbances
That nature works, and of her cures; which

give me
A more content in course of true deHght
Than to be thirsty after tottering honour,
Or tie my treasure up in silken bags,
To please the fool and death, [pour’d forth
2 Gent. Your honour has through Ephesus

Your chanty, and hundreds call themselves
Your creatures, who by you have been restor’d:
And not your knowledge, your personal

but even
Yotm purse, stiU open, hath built Lord Cerimon
Such strong renown as time shall never raze.
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Enter two Senrants with a chest.

I Serv. So; lift there.

Cer. What is that?

1 Serv. Sir, even now
Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest:

’Tis of some wreck.
Cer. Set’t down, let’s look upon’t.

2 Gent. ’Tis like a coffin, sir.

Cer. Whate’er it be,

’Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight:

If the sea’s stomach be o’ercharg’d with gold,

It is a good constramt of fortune that

It belches upon us.

2 Gent. ’Tis so, my lord.

Cer. How close ’tis caulk’d and bitum’d!

—

Did the sea cast it up?
1 Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, sir.

As toss’d it upon shore.

Cer. Wrench it open;
Soft!—it smells most sweetly in my sense.

2 Gent. A delicate odour.

Cer. As ever hit my nostril,—So, up with
it.

—

0 you most potent gods! what’s here? a corse!

1 Gent. Most strange! [entreasur’d

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state; balm’d and
With bags of spices full! A passport too!

—

Apollo, perfect me in the characters!

[Readsfrom a scroll.

Here I give to understand,

—

If e*er this coffin drives a-land,

—

I, King Pericles, have lost

This queen, worth all our mundane cost.

Who finds her, give her burymg;
She was the daughter of a king;
Besides this treasure for a fee,

The gods requite his charity!

If thou liv’st, Pericles, thou hast a heart

That even cracks for woe!—This chanc’d to-

night.

2 Gent. Most likely, sir.

Cer. Nay, certainly to-night;

For look how fresh she looks!—They were too

rough
That threw her in the sea.—Make a fire within:

Fetch hither all my boxes in my closet.

[Exit a Seivant.

Death may usurp on nature many hours,

And yet the fire of life kindle again

The o’erpress’d spirits. I heard of an Egyptian
That had nine hours hen dead,

Who was by good appliances recover’d.

Re-enter a Servant, with boxes, naphinst and
fire.

Well said, well said; the fire and cloths.

—

The rough and woeful music that we have,

Cause it to sound, beseech you. [block!

—

The viol once more:—how thou stirr’st, thou
The music there!—I pray you, give her air.

—

Gentlemen,
This queen win live: nature awakes; a warmth
Breathes out of her: she hath not been en-

tranc’d

Above five hours: see how she ’gins to blow
Into life’s fiower again!

I Gent. The heavens,
Through you, increase our wonder, and set up
Your fame for ever.

Cer. She is alive; behold,

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels
Which Pencles hath lost,

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold;

The diamonds of a most praised water
Do appear, to make the world twice rich.—Live,

And make us weep to hear your fate, fair

creature,

Rare as you seem to be. [She moves.
Thai. O dear Diana,

Where am I? Where’s my lord? What
world is this?

2 Gent. Is not this strange?
1 Gent. Most rare.

Cer. Hush, my gentle neighbours!
Lend me your hands; to the next chamber bear

her.

Get linen: now this matter must be look’d to.

For her relapse is mortal. Come, come;
And .^sculapius guide us!

[Exeunt, carrying out Thaisa.

Scene III.—Thaesus. A Room in Cleon’s
House.

Enter Pericles, Cleon, Dionyza, and Ly-
CHORiDA With Marina in her arms.

Per, Most honour’d Cleon, I must needs be
gone;

My twelve months are expir’d, and Tyxus
stands

In a litigious peace. You and your lady
Take from my heart all thankfulness! The

Make uplhe rest upon you!
Cle. Your shafts of fortune, thoughthey hurt

you mortally,

Yet glance full wandermgly on us.
Dion. 0 your sweet queen I

That the strict fates had pleas’d you had
brought her hither,

To have bless’d mine eyes!
Per. We cannot but obey

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar
As doth the sea she hes in, yet the end
Must be as ’tis. My gentle babe Marina,

—

whom.
For she was bom at sea, I have nam’d so,

—

here
I charge your charity withal, leaving her
The infant of your care; beseeching you
To give her princely training, that she may

be
Manner’d as she is born.

Cle. Fear not, my lord, but think
Your grace, that fed my country with your

corn,

—

For which the people’s prayers still fall upon
you,—

Must in your child be thought on. If neglection
Should therein make me vUe, the common body,
By you rehev’d, would force me to my duty:
But a to that my nature need a spur,

The gods revenge it upon me and mine
To the end of generation!

Per. I believe you;
Your honour and your goodness teach me to’t

Without your vows. Till she be married,
madam,

By bright Diana, whom we honour, all
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TJascissar’d sliaH this hair of mine remam,
Though I show ill in’t. So I take my leave.

Good madam, make me blessed m your care

la brin^g tip my child.

Dion. I have one myself.

Who shall not be more dear to my respect

Than yours, my lord.

Per, Madam, my thanks and prayers.

Cie. We’ll bring your grace e’en to the edge
o’ the shore,

Then give you up to the vast Neptune and
The gentlest winds of heaven.

Per. I will embrace
Your offer. Come, dearest madam.—0, no

tears,

Lychorida, no tears:

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace

You may depend hereafter.—Come, my lord.

[Exeunt.

SCEKE IV.—Ephesus. A Room in Ceri-
MON’s House.

Enter Cerimon and Thaisa

Cer, Madam, this letter, and some certain

jewels,

lay with you in your coffer: which are now
At your command. Know you the character?

Thai. It is my lord’s.

That I was shipp’d at sea I well remember.
Even on my eaniag time; but whether there
Deliver’d, by the holy gods,

I cannot lightly say. But since King Pericles,

My wedded lord, I ne’er shall see again,

A vestal livery will I take me to,

And never more have joy.

Cer, Madam, if this you purpose as you
speak,

Diana’s temple is not distant far,

Where you may abide till your date expire.

Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine
Shall there attend you.

TMi. My recompense is thanks, that’s all;

Yet my good-will is great, though the gift

small. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Enter Gower.

Gow, Imagine Pericles arriv’d at Tyre,
Welcom’d and settled to his own desire.

BQs woeful Queen we leave at Ephesus,
Unto Diana there a votaress.

Now to Marina bend your miud,
Whom our fast growing scene must find
At Tharsus, and by Cleon train’d

in music, letters; who hath gain’d
Of education aU the grace,
Which makes her both the heart and place
Of general wonder. But, alack,
That monster envy, oft the wrack
Of earned praise, Marina’s life

Seeks to t^e off by treason’s knife.
And in this kind hath our Cleon
One daughter, and a wench full grown,
Even ripe for marriage-rite; this maid
Bight Philoten: and it is said
For certain in our story, she
Would ever with Marina be:
Be’t when she weavM the sleided silk

With fingers long, small, white as milk:
Or when she would with sharp needle wound
The cambric, which she made more sound
By hurting it; or when to the lute

She sung, and made the mght-bird mute,
That still records with moan; or when
She would with rich and constant pen
Vail to her mistress Dian; still

This Philoten contends in skill

With absolute Marina: so

With the dove of Paphos might the crow
Vie feathers white. Marina gets

All praises, which are paid as debts.

And not as given. This so darks
In Philoten all graceful marks
That Cleon’s wife, with envy rare,

A present murderer does prepare

For good Marina, that her daughter
Might stand peerless by this slaughter.

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead,

Lychorida, our nurse, is dead:
And cursed Dionyza hath
The pregnant instrument of wrath
Prest for this blow. The unborn event
I do commend to your content;

Only I carry wmged time
Post on the lame feet of my rhyme;
Which never could I so convey
Unless your thoughts went on my way.—

•

Dionyza does appear,

With Leonine, a murderer. [Exit,

Scene I.—Tharsus. An open Place near
the Sea-shore,

Enter Dionyza and Leonine.

Dion, Thy oath remember; thou hast sworn
to do’t.

*Tis but a blow, which never shall be known.
Thou canst not do a thing i’ the world so soon
To yield thee so much profit. Let not con-

science, [bosom,
Which is but cold, inflaming love in thy
Inflame too nicely; nor let pity, which
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be
A soldier to thy purpose.

Leon. I win do’t; but yet she is a goodly
creature. [her.—

Dion. The fitter, then, the gods should have
Here she comes weeping for her only mistress*

death.

Thou art resolv’d?
Leon. I am resolv’d.

Enter Marina with a hasket offlowers.

Mar. No, I wril rob Tellus of her weed.
To strew thy green with flowers: the yellows,

blues,

The purple violets, and marigolds
Shall as a carpet hang upon thy grave [maid,
While summer-days do last. Ay me! poor
Bora in a tempest, when my mother died,
This world to me is like a lasting storm,
Whirrmg me from my friends.

Dion, How now, Marina!, why do you keep
alone?

How chance my daughter is not with you?
Do not [have

Consume your blood with sorrowing; you
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A nurse of me. Lord, how your favour’s

chang’d
With this unprofitable woe! Come,
Give me your flowers ere the sea mar them.
Walk with Leonine, the air is quick there.

And it pierces and sharpens the stomach.

—

Come,
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her.

Mar. No, I pray you;

I’ll not bereave you of your servant.

Dion. Come, come;
I love the king your father, and yourself,

With more than foreign heart. We every day
Expect him here: when he shall come, and find

Our paragon to all reports thus blasted,

He repent the breadth of this great voyage;
Blame both my lord and me that we have taken
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you.

Walk, and be cheerful once again; reserve

That excellent complexion, which did steal

The eyes of young and old. Care not for me
I can go home alone.

Mar. Well, I will go;

But yet I have no desire to it. [you.

—

Dion. Come, come, I know ’tis good for

Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least:

Remember what I have said.

Leon. I warrant you, madam.
Dion. I’ll leave you, my sweet lady, for

awhile:

Pray, walk softly, do not heat your blood:

What! I must have a care of you.

Mar, My thanks, sweet madam.

—

[Exit Dionyza.
Is this wind westerly that blows?

Leon. South-west.

Mar, When I was bom the wind was north.

Leon. Was’t so?

Jkfar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear.

But cried. Good seamen! to the sailors, galhng
His km^y hands with hauling of the ropes;

And, clasping to the mast, endur’d a sea
That almost burst the deck.

Leon. When was this?

Mar. When I was bom:
Never was waves nor wind more violent;

Amd from the ladder-tackle washes off

A canvas-climber: Ha! says one, wilt out?
And with a dropping industry they skip

From stem to stem; the boatswain whistles,

and
The master calls, and trebles their confusion.

Leon. Come, say your prayers.

Mar, What mean you?
Leon. If you require a little space for prayer,

I grant it: pray; but be not tedious,

For the gods axe quick of ear, and I am sworn
To do my work with haste.

Mar. Why will you kill me?
Leon. To satisfy my lady.

Mar. Why would she have me kill’d?

Now, as I can remember, by my troth,

I never did her hurt in all my life:

I never sp^e bad word, nor did ill turn
To any living creature: believe me, la,

I never kill’d a mouse, nor hurt a fly:

I trod upon a worm against my will,

But I wept for it. How have I offended.

Wherein my death might yield her profit,

Or my life imply her danger?

Leon. My commission
Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. [hope.
Mar. You will not do’t for all the world, I

You are well-favour’d, and your looks foreshow
You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately

When you caught hurt in partmg two that
fought:

Good sooth, it show’d well in you: do so now:
Your lady seeks my Hfe; come you between,
And save poor me, the weaker.
Leon. I am sworn,

And will despatch.

Enter Pirates whilst Marina is struggling.

1 Pirate. Hold, villain!

[Leonine runs away.
2 Pirate, A prize! a pnze!

3 Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. Come,
let’s have her aboard suddenly.

[Exeunt Pirates with Marina.

Re-enter Leonine.

Leon. These roving thieves serve the great
pirate Valdes,

And they have seiz’d Manna. Let her go:

There’s no hope she will return. I’ll swear
she’s dead

And thrown into the sea.—But I’ll see further:

Perhaps they will but please themselves upon
her,

Not carry her aboard. If she remain,
Whom they have ravish’d must by me be slain.

[Exit.

Scene II.--Mitylene. A Room in a Brothel.

Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult.

Pond. Boult,

—

Boult. Sir?

Pand. Search the market narrowly; Mity-
lene is full of gallants. We lost too much
money m this mart by being too wencMess.
Bawd. We were never so much out of

creatures. We have but poor three, and they
can do no more than they can do; and they
with continual action are even as good as rotten.

Pand. Therefore let’s have fresh ones,

whate’er we pay for them. If there be not a
conscience to be used in every trade we shall

never prosper.

Bawd. Thou sayest true; ’tis not our bringing
up of poor bastards,—as, I think, I have
brought up some eleven,

—

Boult. Ay, to eleven; and brought them
down again.—But shall I search the market?
Bawd. What else, man? The stuff we have,

a strong wind will blow it to pieces, they axe
so pitifully sodden.
Pond. Thou sayest true; they are too un-

wholesome, o’ conscience. The poor Tran-
sylvanian is dead, that lay with the tittle

baggage.
Boult. Ay, she quicHy pooped him; she

made him roast-meat for worms.—But I’ll go
search the market. [ExiL

Pand. Three or four thousand chequins were
as pretty a proportion to live quietly, and so
give over.

Bawd. Why to give over, I pray you? is it

a shame to get when we axe old?
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Pamf. 0, our credit comes not in like th'

commodity; nor the commodity wages not with

the danger: therefore, if m our youths w«

could pick up some pretty estate, ’twere no

amiss to keep our door hatch’d. Besides, tb

sore terms we stand upon with the gods will b

strong with us for giving over.

Bawd, Come, other sorts offend as well as wi

Band, As well as we! ay, and better too

we offend worse. Neither is our profession an

trade; it’s no calhng.—But here comes Boulf

Re-enter Boult, with Marina and the Pirates,

Boult. [To Marina.] Come your ways.

—

My masters, you say she’s a virgin?

I Pirate. 0, sir, we doubt it not.

Boult. Master, I have gone through for thi

piece, you see; if you hke her, so; if not,

have lost my earnest.

Bawd. Boult, has she any quahties?

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well,

and has excellent good clothes: there’s n^

further necessity of qualities can make her b'

refused.

Bawd. What’s her price, Boult?

Boult. It cannot be bated one doit of a

thousand pieces.

Band. Well, follow me, my masters; you
shall have your money presently. Wife, take

her in; instruct her w'hat she has to do, tha

she may not be raw in her entertainment.

[Exeunt Pander and Pirates.

Bawd. Boult, fake you the marks of her,

—

the colour of her hair, complexion, height, age

with warrant of her virginity; and cry, He that

will give most shall have her first. Such a

maidenhead were no cheap thing, if men were
as they have been. Get this done as I

command you.

Boult. Performance shall follow. [Exit

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so

slow!— [these pirates,

—

He should have struck, not spoke;—or that

Not enough barbarous,-—had not o’erboard
thrown me

For to seek my mother!
Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one?
Mar. That I am pretty. [in you.

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part.

Mar. I accuse them not.

Bawd. You are ht into my hands, where
you are like to live.

Mar. The more my fault

To ’scape his hands where I was like to die.

Bawd. Ay, and you shall hve in pleasure.

Mar. No.
Bawd, Yes, indeed shall you, and taste

gentlemen of all fashions. You shall fare
well: you shall have the difference of all com-
plexions. What! do you stop your ears?

Mar. Are you a woman?
Bawd. What would you have me be, an I

be not a woman?
Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman.
Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling: I think

I shall have something to do with you. Come,
you are a young foohsh sapling, and must be
bowed as I would have you.
Mar. The gods defend me!
Bawd. If it please the gods to defend you by

men, then men must comfort you, men must
feed you, men must stir you up.—Boult’s
returned.

Re-enter Boult.

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the
market?

Boult. I have cried her almost to the number
of her hairs; I have drawn her picture with
my voice.

Bawd, And I pr’ythee tell me, how dost
thou find the inclination of the people, especi-

ally of the younger sort?

Boult. Faith, they listened to me as they
would have hearkened to their father’s testa-

ment. There was a Spaniard’s mouth so

watered that he went to bed to her very
descnption.
Bawd. We shall have him here to-morrow

with his best ruff on.

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, nustress, do
you know the French kmght that cowers 1 ’ the
hams?
Bawd. Who? Monsieur Veroles?
Boult. Ay: he offered to cut a caper at the

proclamation; but he made a groan at it, and
swore he would see her to-morrow.
Bawd. Well, well; as for him, he brought

his disease hither: here he does but repair it.

I know he will come m our shadow to scatter

his crowns in the sun.

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a
traveller, we should lodge them with this

sign.

Bawd. [To Mar.] Pray you, come hither
awhile. You have fortunes coming upon you.
Mark me: you must seem to do that fearfully

which you commit willingly; to despise profit

where you have most gam. To weep that you
‘ive as you do makes pity in your lovers: sel-

dom but that pity begets you a good opinion,
and that opinion a mere profit.

Mar. I understand you not.

Boult. 0, take her home, mistress, take her
home: these blushes of hers must be quenched
with some present practice.

Bawd. Thou sayest true, 1 ’ faith, so they
must; for your bride goes to that with shame
which IS her way to go with warrant.

Boult. Faith, some do, and some do not.
But, mistress, if I had bargained for the
loint,

—

Bawd. Thou mayst cut a morsel off the spit.

Boult. I may so.

Bawd. Who should deny it? Come, young
me, I like the manner of your gaiments well.
Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be

ihanged yet.

Bawd, Boult, spend thou that in the town:
’eport what a sojourner we have; you’ll lose
othmg by custom. When nature framed this
iiece she meant thee a good turn; therefore
ay what a paragon she is, and thou hast the
arvest out of thine own report.

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall
.ot so awake the beds of eels as my giving out
er beauty stir up the lewdly inclined. I’ll

ring home some to-night.

Bawd. Come your ways; follow me.
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Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or water,
deep.

Untied I still my virgin knot will keep,

Diana, aid my purpose!

Bawd. What have we to do with Diana.
Pray you, will you go with us? [Exeunt

Scene III.—'Tharsus. Room in Cleon’s
House,

Enter Cleon and Dionyza.

Dion. Why, are you foolish? Can it be un
done’

Cle. 0 Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter

The sun and moon ne’er look’d upon!
Dion. I think

You’ll turn a child again, [world,

Cle. Were I chief lord of all the spacious

I’d give it to undo the deed. 0 lady,

Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess

To equal any single crown o’ the earth

r the justice of compare I-~0 villain Leonine
Whom thou hast poison’d too; [ness

If thou hadst drunk to him, ’t had been a kind-
Becoming well thy fact: what canst thou say
''^en noble Pericles shall demand his child?

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the
fates,

To foster it, nor ever to preserve. fit?

She died at mght; I’ll say so. Who can cross
Unless you play the pious innocent,

And for an honest attribute cry out,

She died by joul play.

Cle. 0, go to. Well, well.

Of all the faults beneath the heavens the gods
Do hke this worst.

Dion. Be one of those that think

The petty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence,

And open this to Pericles. I do shame
To think of what a noble strain you are,

And of how coward a spirit.

Cle. To such proceeding

Who ever but his approbation added,

Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow

From honourable sources.

Dton. Be it so, then;

Yet none does know, but you. how she came
dead,

Nor none can know, Leonine being gone.

She did distain my child, and stood between
Her and her fortunes; none would look on her,

But cast their gazes on Marina’s face;

Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin,

Not worth the time ot day. It pierc’d me
thorough;

And though j»ou call my course unnatural,

You not your child well lovmg, yet I find

It greets me as an enterprise of kindness

Perform’d to your sole daughter.

Cfe. Heavens forgive iti

Dion. And as for Pericles, hearse,

What should he say? We wept after her
And yet we mourn: her monument
Is almost finish’d, and her epitaphs

In glittering golden characters express

A general praise to her, and care in us
At whose expense ’tis done.
€k* Thou art Hke the harpy,

Wluch, to betray, dost, with thine angel’s face,

Seize with thine eagle’s talons.

Dion. You are like one that superstitiously
Doth swear to the gods that winter Ms the

flies:

But yet I know you’ll do as I advise.

[Exeunt.

Enter Gower, before the Monument of
Marina at Tharsus.

o'oto. Thus time we waste, and longest
leagues make short;

Sail seas in cockles, have an wish but for’t;

Making,—to take your imagmation,

—

From bourn to bourn, region to region.
By you being pardon’d, we commit no crime
To use one language in each several clime,
Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech

you [you
To learn of me, who stand i’ the gaps to teach
The stages of our story. Pericles
Is now again thwartmg the wayward seas,
Attended on by many a lord and knight,
To see his daughter, all his hfe’s dehght.
Old Escanes, whom HeHcanus late

Advanc’d m time to greet and high estate,

Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind.
Old Hehcanus goes along behind, [brought
Well-saihng ships and bounteous winds have
This king to Tharsus,—think his pilot thought;
So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow

on,

—

To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone.
Like motes and shadows see them move awhile;
Your ears unto your eyes I’U reconcile.

Dumb show.

Enter, at one side, Pericles with his Train;

Cleon and DioNyzA at the other. Cleon
shows Pericles the Tomb of Marina,
whereat Pericles makes lamentation, puts
on sackcloth, and in a mighty passion departs.

Then exeunt Cleon and Dionyza,

See how belief may suffer by foul show!
This borrow’d passion stands for true old woe;
And Pericles, in sorrow all devour’d,

With sighs shot through and biggest tears o’er-

shower’d,
Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He

swears
Never to wash his face nor cut his hairs;

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears

A tempest which his mortal vessel tears,

And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit

The epitaph is for Manna writ

By wicked Dionyza.
[i?e<ids the inscription on Marina’s

Monument.

The fairest, swect’st, and best lies here,

Who wither’d in her spring of year.

She was of Tyrus the king’s daughter,

On whom foul death hath made this slaughter;

Manna was she call’d; and at her birth,

Thetis, being proud, swallow’d some part o’ the
earth;

Therefore the earth, fearing to be ov’erflow’d.

Hath Thetis’ birth-child on the heavens bestow’d:

Wherefore she does,—and swears she'll never
stmt,—

Hake ragmg battery upon shores of flint.
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No visard does become black villainy

So well as soft and tender flattery.

Let Pericles believe his daughter’s dead,

And bear his courses to be ordered

By Lady Fortune; while our scene must play

His daugifter’s woe and heavy well-a-day

In her unholy service. Patience, then,

And think you now are all m Mitylene.
[Exit.

Scene IV.—Mitylene. A Street before the

Brothel.

Enterf from the Brothel, two Gentlemen.

1 Gent. Did you ever hear the like?

2 Gent. No, nor never shall do in such a
place as this, she being once gone.

1 Gent. But to have divinity jpreached therel

did you ever dream of such a thing?

2 Gent. No, no. Come, I am for no more
bawdy-houses: shall’s go hear the vestals sing?

1 Gent, I’ll do anythmg now that is virtuous;

but I am out of the road of rutting for ever.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.—Mitylene. A Room m the

Brothel.

Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult.

Pond. Well, I had rather than twice the

worth of her she had ne’er come here.
Bawd. Fie, fie upon herl she is able to

freeze the god Priapus, and undo a whole
generation. We must either get her ravished
or be nd of her. When she should do for

clients her fitment, and do me the kindness of
our profession, she has me her quirks, her
reasons, her master-reasons, her prayers, her
knees; that she would make a puritan of the
devil, if he should cheapen a kiss of her.

Boult. Faith, I must ravish her, or she’ll

disfurmsh us of all our cavaliers, and make all

our swearers priests. [for me!
Fand. Now, the pox upon her green-sickness
Bawd. Faith there’s no way to be rid on’t

but by the way to the pox. Here comes the
Lord Lysimachus disguised.

Boult. We should have both lord and lown
if the peevish baggage would but give way to
customers.

Enter Lysimachus.

lys. How now! How a dozen of virginities'!*

Bawd. Now, the gods to-bless your honour!
Boult. I am glad to see your honour in good

health.

Lys. You may so; ’tis the better for you that
your resorters stand upon sound legs. How
now, wholesome iniquity? Have you that a
man may deal withal, and defy the surgeon?
Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would

—but there never came her like in Mitylene,
Lys. If she’d do the deeds of darkness, thou

wo^dst stay. [well enough.
Bawd. Your honour knows what ’tis to say
^s. Well, call foith, call forth.
Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and

red, you shall see a rose; and she were a rose
indeed, if she had but,—

Lys. What, pr’ythee?

Boult. 0, sir, I can be modest.

Lys. That 6gnifies the renown of a bawd no
less than it gives a good report to a number to

be chaste. [Exit Boult.
Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the

stalk,—never plucked yet, I can assure you.

Re-^nter Boult with Marina.

Is she not a fair creature?

Lys. Faith, she would serve after a long

voyage at sea. Well, there’s for you:—leave
us.

Bawd. I beseech your honour, give me leave;

a word, and I’ll have done presently.

Lys. I beseech you, do.

Bawd. First, I wotfld have you note this is

an honourable man.
[To Mar., whom she takes aside.

Mar. I desire to find him so, that I may
worthily note him.
Bawd. Next, he’s the governor of this

country, and a man whom I am bound to.

Mar. If he govern the country you are bound
to him mdeed; but how honourable he is in

that 1 know not.

Bawd. Pray you, without any more virginal

fencing, will you use him kmdly? He will line

your apron with gold.

Afar. What he will do graciously I will

thankfully receive.

Lys. Ha’ you done?
Bawd. My lord, she’s not paced yet: you

must take some pains to work her to your
manage. Come, we will leave his honour and
her together."Go thy ways.

—

[Exeunt Bawd, Pander, and Boult.
Lys. Now, pretty one, how long have you

been at this trade?

Afar. What trade, sir?

Lys. What I cannot name but I shall offend.

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade.

Please you to name It. (sion?

Lys. How long have you been of this profes-

Afar. E’er since I can remember.
Lys. Did you go to’t so young? Were you

a gamester at five or at seven?
Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one.

Lys. Why, the house you dwell m proclaims
you to be a creature of sale.

Afar. Do you know this house to be a place
of such resort, and will come into’t? I hear
say you are of honourable parts, and are the
governor of this place.

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known
unto you who I am?

Afor. Who IS my principal?

Lys. Why, your herb-woman; she that sets
seeds and roots of shame and iniquity. O, you
have heard something of my power, and so
stand aloof for more serious woomg. But I

protest to thee, pretty one, my authority shall

not see thee, or else look friendly upon thee.
Come, bring me to some private place: come,
come. [now;

Afar. If you were born to honour, show it

If put upon you, make the judgment good
That thought you worthy of it.

Lys. How’s this? how’s this? - Some more;—
be sage
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Mar. For me,
That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune

Hath plac’d me in this sty,

Where, since I came.
Diseases have been sold dearer than physic,

—

0 that the good gods
Would set me free from this unhallow’d place,

Though they did change me to the meanest bird

That flies i’ the purer air!

Lps. I did not think

Thou couldst have spoke so well; ne’er dream’d
thou couldst.

Had I brought hither a corrupted mind,

Thy speech had alter’d it. Hold, here’s gold

for thee:

Persever in that clear way thou goest,

And the gods strengthen thee!

Mar. The good gods preserve you!

Lps, For me, be you thoughten
That I came with no ill intent; for to me
The very doors and windows savour vilely.

Fare thee well. Thou art a piece of virtue, and
1 doubt not but thy training hath been noble.—
Hold, here’s more gold for thee.

—

A curse upon him, die he hke a thief,

That robs thee of thy goodness! If thou dost
hear from me

It shall be for thy good.

Re^-enter Boult as Lysimaciius is putting up
his purse.

Boult I beseech your honour, one piece for

me. (house,

Lys. Avaunt, thou damned doorkeeper! Your
But for this virgin that doth prop it,

Would sink and overwhelm you. Away!
[Exit

Boult How’s this? We must take another
course with you. If your peevish chastity,

which is not worth a breakfast m the cheapest
country under the cope, shall undo a whole
household, let me be gelded like a spaniel.

Come your ways.
Mar, Whither would you have me?
Boult, I must have your maidenhead taken

off, or the common hangman shall execute it.

Come your ways. We’ll have no more gentle-

men driven away. Come your ways, I say.

Re-enter Bawd.

Bawd. How now! What’s the matter?
Boult Worse and worse, mistress; she has

here spoken holy words to the Lord Lysima-
chus.

Bawd. 0 abominable!
Boult She makes our profession as it were

to stink afore the face of the gods.
Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever!

Boult The nobleman would have dealt with
her like a nobleman, and she sent him away
as cold as a snowball; saying his prayers too.

Bawd. Boult, take her away; use her at thy
pleasure: crack the glass of her virginity, and
make the rest malleable.
Boult An if she were a thornier piece of

ground than she is, she shall be ploughed.
iWar. Hark, hark, you gods!
Bawd. She con|urcs; away with her! Would

she had never come within my doowl Marry,
hang you!—She’s boin to undo u».—Will you

not go the way of womenkind? Marry, come
up, my dish of chastity with rosemary and
hays!

^
[Exit.

Boult Come, mistress; come your ways with
me.
Mar. Whither wilt thou have me? [so dear.
Boult To take from you the jewel you hold
Mar. Pr’ythee, tell me one thing first.

Boult Come now, your one thmg. (be?
Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to
Boult Why, I could wish him to be my

master, or, rather, my mistress.

^

Mar. Neither of these are so had as thou art,

Since they do better thee in their command.
Thou hold’st a place for which the pamed’st

fiend
Of hell would not in reputation change:
Thou’rt the damn’d doorkeeper to every
Coistrel that comes inquiring for his tib;

To the choleric fisting of every rogue
Thy ear is liable; thy very food is such
As hath been belch’d on by infected lungs.
Boult What would you have me do? go to

the wars, would you? where a man may serve
seven years for the loss of a leg, and have not
money enough in the end to buy him a wooden
one? [Empty
Mar. Do anything but this thou doest.

Old receptacles, or common sewers, of filth;

Serve by indenture to the common hangman;
Any of these ways are yet better than this;

For what thou professest, a baboon, could he
speak,

Would own a name too dear.—0 that the gods
Would safely dehver me from this place!—
Here, here’s gold for thee.

If that thy master would gain by me, [dance,

Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and
With other virtues which I’ll keep from boast;
And I will undertake all these to teach.

I doubt not but this populous city vJ^iU

Yield many scholars. [of?

Boult But can you teach all this you speak
Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home

again,

And prostitute me to the basest groom
That doth frequent your house.
Boult Well, I Mil see what I can do for

thee: if I can place thee, I will.

Mar. But amongst honest women?
Boult. Faith, my acquaintance lies little

amongst them. But since my master and mis-
tress have bought you, there’s no going but by
their consent: therefore I will make mem ac-

quainted with your purpose, and I doubt not
but I shall find them tractable enough. Come,
I’ll do for thee what 1 can; come your ways.

[Exeunt

ACT V.

Enter Gower.

Cow. Marina thus the brothel scapes, and
chances

Into an honest house, our story says.

She sings like one immortal, and she dances

As goddess-like to her admired lays;

Deep clerks she dumbs; and with her needle

composes [berry,

Nature’s own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or
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That even her art sisters the natural roses;

Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cheiry:

That pupils lacks she none of noble race.

Who pour their bounty on her; and her gain

She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place;

And to her father turn our thoughts again,

Where we left him, on the sea. We there him
lost;

Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv’d

Here where his daughter dwells; and on this

coast

Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv’d

God Neptune’s annual feast to keep: from
whence

Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies.

His banners sable, trimm’d with rich expense;

And to him in his barge with fervour hies.

In your supposing once more put your sight

Of heavy Pericles; think this his bark:

Where what is done in action, more, if might,

Shall be discover’d; please you, sit, and hark.
[Exit

Scene I.—On board Pericles’ ship, off Mity-

lene. A Pavilion on deck with a curtain

before it; Pericles within it, reclining on
a couch, A barge lying beside the ^Tyrian

vessel.

Enter two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian

vessel, the other to the barge; to them Heli-
CANUS.

Tyr, Sail. Where is lord Helicanus? he
can resolve you.

[To the Sailor of Mitylene.

O, here he is.

—

Sir, there’s a barge put off from Mitylene,

And in it is Lysimachus the governor, [will?

Who craves to come aboard. What is your
HeU That he have his. Call up some

gentlemen.
Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen! my lord calls.

Enter two or three Gentlemen.

1 Gent Doth your lordship call?

Hel. Gentlemen, [pray,

Therfe is some of worth would come aboard; I

Greet them fairly.

[The Gentlemen and the two Sailors

descend, and go on board the barge.

Enter, from thence, Lysimachus and Lords,
loffh the Gentlemen and the two Sailors.

Tyr. Sail Sir,

This is the man that can, in aught you would,
Resolve you. [you!

Lys, Hail, reverend sir! The gods preserve
HeU And you, sir, to outlive the age T am,

And die as I would do.
Lys. You wish me well.

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune’s tri-

umphs,
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us,
I made to it, to Imow of whence you are.
Hel. First, what is your place?
lys. I am the governor

Of this place you lie before.
Hel Sir,

Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the Mug; [spken
A man who for this three months ham not

To any one, nor taken sustenance,

But to prorogue his grief. [ture’

Lys. Upon what ground is his distempera-
Hel, ’Twould be too tedious to repeat;

But the main gnef springs from the loss

Of a beloved daughter and a wife.

Lys. May we not see him?
Hel, You may;

But bootless is your sight;—^he will not speak
To any.

Lys. Yet let me obtain my wish.

Hel. Behold him [Pericles discovered].

This was a goodly person
Till the disaster that one mortal mght
Drove him to this.

Lys. Sir king, all hail! the gods preserve
you!

Hail, royal sir!

Hel, It is in vain; he will not speak to you.
I Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Mitylene, I

durst wager,
Would win some words of him.

Lys. ’Tis well bethought.
She, questionless, with her sweet harmony
And other choice attractions, would allure,

And make a battery through his deafen’d parts,

Which now are midway stopp’d:

She IS all happy as the fairest of all,

And, with her fellow maids, is now upon
The leafy shelter that abuts against

The island’s side.

[He whispers first Lord, who goes off
in the barge of Lysimachus.

Hel. Sure, all’s effectless; yet nothing we’ll
omit (kindness

That bears recovery’s name. But, since your
We have stretch’d thus far, let us beseech you
That for our gold we may provision have,
Wlierein we are not destitute for want,
But weary for the staleness.

Lys. 0, sir, a courtesy
Which if we should deny, the most just gods
For everv graff would send a caterpillar,

And so afBict our province.—Yet once more
Let me entreat to know at large the cause
Of your king’s sorrow.
Hel Sit, sir, I will recount it to you:—

But, see, 1 am prevented.

Re-enter, from the barge, First Lord, with
Marina and a young Lady,

Lys. O, here is

The lady that I sent for.—Welcome, fair onel—
Is’t not a goodly presence?

Hel. She’s a gallant lady.
Lys. She’s such a one that, were I well

assur’d
Came of gentle kind and noble stock, fwed.-~
I’d^ wish no better choice, and think me rarely
Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient:
If that thy prosperous and artificial feat
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught,
Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay
As thy desires cau wish.
Mar.

^
Sir, I will use

My utmost sMU in his recovery.
Provided
That none but I and my companion maid
Be suffer’d to come near him.
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lys. Come, let tis leave her;

And the gods make her prosperous!
[Mariua sings.

Lis. Mark’d he your music?
Mur. No, nor look’d on us.
Lys. See, she will speak to him.
Mat. Hail, sir! my lord, lend ear.

Per. Hum, ha!

Mar. I am a maid.

My lord, that ne’er before invited eyes,

But hath been gaz’d on like a comet: she
speaks,

My lord, that, may be, hath endur’d a grief

Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh’d.
Though wayward fortune did malign my state,

My derivation was from ancestors
Who stood equivalent with mighty kings:
But time hath rooted out my parentage,
And to the world and awkward casualties
Bound me in servitude.~-(AsK/e.] I will desist;
But there is something glows upon my cheek.
And whispers in mine ear, Go not till he speak.

Per. My fortunes—parentage -good parent-
age— [you?

To equal mine!—was it not thus? what say
Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my

parentage
You would not do me violence.

Per. I do think so.

—

I pray you, turn your eyes upon me. [woman?
You are like something that—What country-
Here of these shores?
Mar. No, nor of any shores:

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am
No other than I appear. [weeping.

Poi. I am great with woe, and shall deliver
My dearest wife was hke this maid, and such

a one [square brows;
My daughter might have been: my queen’s
Her stature to an inch; as wand-like straight;
As silver-voic’d, her eyes as jewel-like,
And cas’d as nchly; in pace another Juno;
Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes

them hungry [you live?
The more she gives them speech.— Where do
Mar. Where I am but a stranger: from the

deck
You may discern the place,

•Per. Where were you bred?
And how achiev’d you these endowments,

which
You make more rich to owe? [seem

Afar. If I should toll my history, it would
Like lies, disdain’d in the reporting.

Per. Pr’ythee, speak:
Falseness cannot come from thee; for thou

look’st

Modest as Justice, and thou seem’st a palace
For the crown’d Truth to dwell in; I will

bt‘!ieve thee,
And make my senses credit thy relation
To points that seem impossible; for thou look’st
Like one Ilov’d indeed. What were thy friends?
Didst thou not say, when I did push thee

.
back, -

• [cam’st
Which was when 1 perceiv’d thee,"—that thou
From good descending?
Mat, So indeed I did*
Per. Report thy parentage. 1 think thou saidl’st

Thou hadst been toss’d from wrong to injury,

8s7

And that thou thought’st thy griefs might
equal mine,

K both were open’d.
Mar. Some such thing

I said, and said no more but what my thoughts
Did warrant me was likely.

Per. Tell thy story;
If thine consider’d prove thy thousandth part
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I
Have suffer’d hke a girl: yet thou dost look
Like Patience gazing on kings’ graves, and

smiling
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends?
How lost thou them? Thy name, my most

kind virgin?

Recount, I do beseech thee: come, sit by me.
Afar. My name is Marina.
Per. 0, 1 am mock’d.

And thou by some incensed god sent hither
To make the world to laugh at me.

Afar. Patience, good sir,

Or here I’D cease.
Per. Nay, I’ll be pabent.

Thou little know’st how thou dost startle me,
To call thyself Manna.

Afar. The name
Was given me by one that had some power,

—

My father, and a king. /

Per. Howl a king’s daughter?
And call’d Marina?
Mar. You said you would believe me;

But, not to be a troubler of your peace,
I will end here.

Per. But are you flesh and blood?
Have you a working pulse? and are no fairy?
Motion 1—Well; speak on. Where were you

born?
And wherefore call’d Marina?
Mar. Call’d Marina

For I was born at sea.

Per. At sea! what mother?
Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king;

Who died the minute I was born,
As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft

Deliver’d weeping.
Per, 0, stop there a little!

—

U.«de.] This is the rarest dream that e’er duU
sleep

Didmock sad fools withal: this caimotbe; [bred?
My daughter’s buried—Well;—where were you
I’ll hear you more, to the bottom of your story.

And never interrupt you. [did give o’er.

Afar. You’ll scarce believe me: ’twere best I
Per, I will believe you by the syllable

Of what you shall deliver. Yet give me leave,

—

How came you in these parts? where were you
bred? [leave me;

Afar. The king my father did in Tharsus
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife,

Did seek to murder me: and having woo’d
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn to do’t,

A crew of pirates came and rescu’d me;
Brought me to Mitylene. But, good sir,

Whither wiD you have me? Why do you weep?
It may be

You think me an imposter; no, good faith;

I am the dauAter to King Pericles,

If good King Pericles be.

Per. Ho, Helicanusl
Hel. Calls my lord?
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Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor,

Most wise in general: tell me, if thou canst,

What this maid is, or what is hke to be,

That thus hath*made me weep?
Hel. I know not; but

Here is the regent, sir, of Mitylene
Speaks nobly of her.

Lys. She would never tell

Her parentage; bemg demanded that.

She would sit still and weep.
Per. 0 Helicanus, strike me, honour^ sir;

Give me a gash, put me to present pain;

Test this great sea of joys rushing upon me
O’erbear the shores of my mortahty, [hither,

And drown me with their sweetness.—0, come
Thou that begett’st him that did thee beget;

Thou that was bom at sea, buried at Tharsus,

And found at sea again!—O Hehcanus,
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods as loud

As thunder threatens us: this is Marina.

—

What was thy mother’s name? tell me but that,

For truth can never be confirm’d enough.

Though doubts did ever sleep.

Mar. First, sir, I pray,

What IS your title?

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre: but tell me now
My drown’d queen’s name,—as in the rest you

said [of kingdoms,
Thou’st been godhke perfect,—thou’rt the heir

And another life to Pencles thy father.

Afar. Is it no more to be your daughter than
To say my mother’s name was Thaisa?
Thaisa was my mother, who did end
The minute I began. [my child.

—

Per. Now, blessing on thee I rise, thou art

Give me fresh garments.—Mine own Heh-
canus,— [been

She is not dead at Tharsus, as she should have
By savage Cleon: she shall tell thee all; [edge

^en thou shalt kneel, and justify in knowl-
She IS thy very pyincess.—Who is this?

Hel. Sir, ’tis the governor of Mitylene,
Who, hearing of your melancholy state.

Did come to see you.
Per. I embrace pu.

—

Give me my robes.—I am wild in my behold-
ing.— [music?

—

O heavens bless my girl!—But, hark, what
Tell Helicanus, my Manna, tell him
O’er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt.

How sure you are my daughter.—But, what
music?

Hel. My lord, I hear none.
Per. None!

The music of the spheres!—List, my Marina.
Lys. It is not good to cross him; give him way.
Per. Rarest sounds! Do ye not hear?
Lys. My lord, I hear. [Music.
Per. Most heavenly music!

It nips me into listening, and thick slumber
Hangs upon mine eyes: let me rest. [Sleeps.

Lys. A pillow for Ms head:— [friends,

So, leave Mm all—WeU, my companion-
If this but answer to my just belief,

ru well remember you.
[Exeunt all but Pericles,

Diana appears to Pericles as in a vision.

Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus: hie thee
tMther,

And do upon mine altar sacrifice. [gether,

There, when my maiden priests are met to-

Before the people all,

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife:

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter’s, call,

And give them repetition to the hfe.

Or perform my bidding or thou hv’st m woe;
Do it, and happy; by my silver bow!
Awake and tell thy dream. [Disappears.

Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentme,
I will obey thee.—HeUcanusI

Re-enter Helicanus, Lysimaceus,
Marina, &c.

Hel. Sir? [strike

Per. My purpose was for Tharsus, there to
The inhospitable Cleon; but I am
For other service first: toward Ephesus
Turn our blown sails; eftsoons I’ll tell thee

why.— [To Helicanus.
Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore,

[To Lysimachus
And give you gold for such provision

As our intents will need?
Lys. Sir,

With all my heart; and when you come ashore
I have another suit.

Per. You shall prevail.

Were it to woo my daughter; for it seems
You have been noble towards her.

Lys. Sir, lend me your arm.
Per. Come, my Marina. [Exeunt.

Enter Gower, before the Temple of Diana at

Ephesus.

Gow. Now our sands are almost run;
More a little, and then done.
TMs, my last boon, give me,

—

For such kindness must relieve me,

—

That you aptly will suppose
What pageantry, what feats, what shows,
What minstrelsy, and pretty din,

The regent made in Mityhn,
To greet the king. So he thriv’d,

That he is promis’d to be wiv’d
To fair Marina; but in no wise
Till he had done Ms sacrifice,

As Dian bade: whereto being bound
The interim, pray you, all confound.
In feather’d briefness sails are fill’d,

And wishes fall out as they’re will’d.

At Ephesus the temple see,
Our king, and all Ms company.
That he can Mther come so soon,
Is by your fancy’s thankful boon. [Exit.

Scene II.—The Temple of Diana at Ephesus;
Thaisa standing near the altar as high
priestess; a number of Virgins on each side;

Cerimon and other Inhabitants of Ephesus
attending.

Enter Pfricles, with his Train; Lysima-
chus, Helicanus, Marina, andf a Lady.

Per. Had, Dian! to perform thy jMst com-
mand,

I here confess myself the King of Tyre;
Who, frighted from my country, did wed
At Pentapolis the fair Thaisa.
At sea in cMIdbed died she, but brought forth
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A maid-child, call’d Manna; who, 0 goddess,

Wears yet thy silver hvery. She at Tharsus

Was nurs’d with Cleon; who at fourteen years

He sought to murder: but her better stars

Brought her to Mitylene; ’gainst whose shore

Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard

us, [she

Where, by her own most clear remembrance,

Made known herself my daughter.

Thau Voice and favour!

—

You are, you are—0 royal Pericles!

—

Per. What means the woman? she dies!

help, gentlemen!

Cer. Noble sir,

If you have told Diana’s altar true,

This is your wife.

Per. Reverend appearer, no;

I threw her o’erboard with these very arms.

Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you.

Per. ’Tis most certain.

Cer. Look to the lady;—0, she’s but o’er-

joy’d.—
Early in blustering mom this lady was
Thrown upon this shore. I op’d the cofl9n.

Found there rich jewels; recover’d her, and
plac’d her

Here in Diana’s temple.

Per. May we see them?
Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to

my house,
Whither I invite you.—Look, Thaisa is

Recover’d.

Thai. 0, let me look!

If he be none of mine, my sanctity

Will to my sense bend no licentious ear,

But curb it, spite of seeing.—0, my lord,

Are you not Pericles? Like him you speak,

Like him you are: did you not name a tempest,

A birth and death?
Per. The voice of dead Thaisa!

Thai. That Thaisa am I, supposed dead
And drown’d.

Per. Immortal Dian!
Thai. Now I know you better.—

When we with tears parted Pentapolis,

The king my father gave you such a ring.

a ting.

Per. This, this: no more, you gods! your

present kindness [well,

Makes my past miseries sport: you shall do
That on the touching of her lips I may
Melt, and no more be seen. 0, come, be bari'»d

A second time within these arms.

Mar. My heart

Leaps to be gone into my mother’s bosom,
[Kneels to Thaisa.

Per. Look, who kneels here! Flesh of thy

flesh, Thaisa;

Thy burden at the sea, and call’d Marina
For she was yielded there,

Thai, Bless’d, and mine owni

Mel Hail, madam, and my queen!

Thai ! know you not
Per. You have heard me sty, when I did By

from Tyre,
1 left behind m ancient substitute;

Can you remember what I call’d the man?
I have nam’d him oft.

Thai. ’Twas Helicanus then.

Per. Still confirmation:

Embrace Mm, dear Thaisa; this is he.
Now do I long to hear how you were found;
How possibly preserv’d; and who to thank.

Besides the gods, for this great miracle.

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord; tMs man,
through whom

The gods have shown their power; ’tis he
That can from first to last resolve you.

Per. Reverend sir

The gods can have no mortal officer

More like a god than you. Will you deliver

How this dead queen re-lives?

Cer. I will, my lord.

Beseech you, first go with me to my house,
Where shall be shown you all was found with

her;

How she came placed here in the temple;
No needful thing omitted. [I

Per. Pure Dian bless thee for thy vision!
Win offer mght-oblations to thee.—Thaisa,
This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter,
Shall marry her at Pentapolis.—And now,
This ornament
Makes me look dismal will I clip to form;
And what tMs fourteen years no razor touch’d,
To grace thy mamage-day I’ll beautify.

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good
credit, sir,

My father’s dead.
Per. Heavens make a star of Mm! Yet there,

my queen,
We’U celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves
Will in that kingdom spend our following days:
Our son and daughter shall m Tyrus reign.—
Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay

To hear the rest untold: sir, lead’s the way.
\Exemt

Enter Gower.

Gow. In Antiochus and Ms daughter you
have heard

Of monstrous lust the due and just reward:
In Pericles, Ms queen and daughter, seen,

—

Although assail’d with fortune fierce and
keen,

—

Virtue preserv’d from fell destruction’s blast,

Led on by heaven, and crown’d with joy at last:

In Helicanus may you weU descry
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty:

In reverend Cerimon there well appears
The worth that learned charity aye wears;
For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame
Had spread their cursed deed, and honour’d

name
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn,

That him and Ms they in Ms palace bum;
The gods for murder seemed so content

To punish them,—although not done, but

meant.
So, on your patience evermore attending,

New joy wait on you! Here our play has end-

ing. [Exit.
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Scene.—Britain.

ACT I.

Scene I.—A Room of State in King Lear’s
Palace.

Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmund.

Kent I thought the king had more affected

the Duke of Albany than Cornwall.

Glo. It did always seem so to us: but now,
in the division of the kingdom, it appears not
which of the dukes he values most; for equah-
ties are so weighed that curiosity in neither can
make choice of either’s moiety.

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord?

Glo. His breeding, sir, hath been at my
charge: I have so often blushed to acknow-
ledge him that now I am brazed to it.

Kent I cannot conceive you.

Glo. Sir, this young feUow’s mother could:
whereupon she grew round-wombed, and had
indeed, sir, a son for her cradle ere she had a
husband for her bed. Do you smell a fault?

Kent I cannot wish the fault undone, the
issue of it being so proper.

Glo. But I have a son, sir, by order of law,
some year elder than this, who yet is no dearer
in my account: though this knave came some-
thing saucily into the world before he was sent
for, yet was his mother fair; there was good
sport at his making, and the whoreson must be
acknowledged.—Do you know this noble gentle
man, Edmund?
Edm. No, my lord.

Glo. My lord of Kent: remember him here-
after as my honourable friend.
Edm. My services to your lordship.
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Kent. 1 must love you, and sue to know you
better.

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving.

Glo. He hath been out mne years, and away
he shall again.—The lung is coining.

\Sennef within.

Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril,

Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants.

Lear. Attend the Lords of France and Bur-
gundy,

Gloster.

Glo. I shall, my liege.

[Exeunt Glo. and Edm.
Lear. Meantime we shall express our darker

purpose.— [divided

Give me the map there.—Know that we have
In three our kingdom: and 'tis our fast intent

To shake all cares and business from our age;

Conferring them on younger strengths, while we
Unburden’d crawl toward death.—Our son of

Cornwall,

And you, our no less loving son of Albany,

We have this hour a constant will to publish

Our daughters’ several dowers, that future

strife

May he prevented now. The princes, France
and Burgundy,

Great rivals in our youngest daughter’s love,

Long in our court have made their amorous
sojourn, [daughters,

—

And here are to be answer’d.—Tell me, my
Since now we will divest us both of rule,

Interest of terntory, cares of state,

—

Which of you shall we say doth love us most?
That we our largest bounty may extend

Where nature doth with ment challenge.

—

Gonenl,
Our eldest-born, speak first.

Gon. Sir, I love you more than words can
wield the matter;

Dearer than eyesight, space and liberty,

Beyond what can be valu’d, rich or rare;

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty,

honour;
As much as child e’er lov’d, or father found;

A love that makes breath poor and speech un-
able;

Beyond all manner of so much I love you.

Cor. [Aside. 1
What shall Cordelia do? Love,

and be silent. [to this,

Lem Of all these bounds, even from this line

With shadowy forests and with champains
rich’d,

With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads,
We make thee lady; to thme and Albany’s issue

Be this perpetual—What says our second
daughter,

Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak.
Reg. I am mad© of that seif metal as my

sister,

And prize we at her worth. In my true heart
I find she names my very deed of love;

Only she comes too short,- -that I profess

Myself an enemy to all other joys [possesses;

Which the most precious square of sense
And find I am alone felicitate

In your dea** highness’s love.

Cor. [Aside.] Then poor Cordelia!
And yet not so; since, I am sure, my love’s
More ponderous than my tongue.

Lear. To thee and thine herediatry ever
Remains this ample third of our fair kingdom;
No less in space, validity, and pleasure
Than that conferr’d on Goneril.—Now, our joy,
Although tlie last, not least; to whose young

love

The vines of France and milk of Burgundy
Strive to be interess’d; what can you say to

draw [Speak.
A third more opulent than your sisters?

Cor. Nothing, my lord.

Lear. Nothing!
Cor. Nothing. [again.
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing; speak
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave

My heart into my mouth: I love your majesty
According to my bond; nor more nor less.

Lear. How, how, Cordelia! mend your
speech a little,

Lest you may mar your fortunes.
Cor. Good my lord,

You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me: f
Return those duties back as are nght fit,

Obey you, love you, and most honour you.
Why have my sisters husbands if they say
They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed,
That lord whose hand must take my plight

shall carry

Half my love with him, half my care and duty:
Sure I shall never m-arry hke my sisters,

To love my father all.

Lear. But goes thy heart with this?
Cor. Ay, good my loxd.

Lear. So young and so untender?
Cor. So young, my lord, and true.

Lear. Let it be so,—thy truth, then, be thy
dower:

For by the sacred radiance of the sun,

The mysteries of Hecate, and the mght;
By all the operation of the orbs,

From whom we do exist and cease to be;
Here I disclaim all my paternal care.

Propinquity, and property of blood,

And as a stranger to my heart and me
Hold thee, from this for ever. The harbarous

Scythian,

Or be that makes his generation messes
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom
Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and reliev’d.

As thou my sometime daughter.
Kent. Good my liege,

—

Lear. Peace, Kent!
Come not between the dragon and his wrath.
I lov’d her most, and thought to set my rest

On her kind nursery.—Hence, and avoid my
Sight!— [To Cordelia.

So be my grave my peace, as here I give

Her father’s heart from her1—Call France;—
who stirs?

Call Burgundy.—Cornwall and Albany,

With my two daughters’ dowers digest the
third:

Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her.

I do invest you jointly with my power,
Pre-eminence, and all the large effects

That troop with majesty.—Ourself, by monthly
course,
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With reservation of an hundred kn^hts>
By you to he sustain’d, shall our abode
Make with you by due turns. Only we still

retain

The name, and all the additions to a Mng;
The sway,
Revenue, execution of the rest,

Beloved sons, be yours: which to confirm.

This coronet part between you.
[Giving the crown.

Kent Royal Lear,

Whom I have ever honour’d as my king,

Lov’d as my father, as my master follow’d.

Asmy great patron thought on in my prayers.

—

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make
from the shaft.

Kent Let it fall lather, though the fork in-

vade
The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly
When Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do,

old man? [speak

Think’st thou that duty shall have dread to

When power to flattery bows? To plainness

honour’s bound
When majesty falls to folly. Reserve thy state;

And in thy best consideration check
This hideous rashness: answer my life my

judgment,
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least;

Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sound
Reverbs no hollowness.

Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more.
Kent My life I never held but as a pawn

To wage against thine enemies; nor fear to

lose it,

Thy safety being the motive.

Lear. Out of my sight!

Kent See better, Lear; and let me still

remain
The true blank of thine eye.

Lear. Now, by Apollo,—
Kent Now, by Apollo, long,

Thou swear’st thy gods in vain.

Lear. 0, vassal! miscreant!
[Laying his hand on his sword.

Alb. and Corn. Dear sir, forbear.

Kent Do;
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift;

Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat.

I’ll tell thee thou dost evil.

Lear. Hear me, recreant!
On thine allegiance, hear me!

—

Smce thou hast sought to make us break our
vow,—

Which we durst never yet,—and with strain’d

pride

To come betwixt our sentence and our power,

—

Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,

—

Our potency made good, take thy reward.
Five days we do allot thee for provision
To shield thee from disasters of the world;
And on the sixth to turn thy hated back
Upon our kingdom: if, on the tenth day follow-

ing.

Thy banish’d trunk be found in our domimons.
The moment is thy death. Away! by Jupiter,
This shall not be revok’d.
Kent Fare thee well, king: sith thus thou

wilt appear,

Freedom hves hence, and banishment is here.

—

The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,
[To CORDBLIA.

That justly think’st, and hast most rightly said;

And your large speeches may your deeds
approve, [To Regan and Goneril.

That good effects may spring from words of

love.

—

Thus Kent, 0 princes, bids you all adieu;

He’ll shape his old course in a country new.
[Exit

Flourish. Re-enter Gloster, with France,
Burgundy, ami Attendants.

Glo. Here’s France and Burgundy, my
noble lord.

Lear. My lord of Burgundy,
We first address toward you, who with this king
Hath nvaU’d for our daughter: what in the least

Will you require in present dower with her.

Or cease your quest of love?

Bur. Most royal majesty,

I crave no more than hath your highness offer’d

Nor will you tender less.

Lear. Right noble Burgundy,
When she was dear to us we did hold her so;

But now her price is fall’n. Sir, there she

If aught within that httle seeming substance.

Or all of it, with our displeasure piec’d,

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace,

She’s there, and she is yours.

Bur. I know no answer.
Lear. Will you, with those infirmities she

owes,
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, [oath,

Dower’d with our curse, and stranger’d with our
Take her or leave her?
Bur. Pardon me, royal sir;

Election makes not up on such conditions.

Lear. Then leave her, sir; for, by the power
that made me,

I tell you all her wealth.—For you, great Mng,
[To France.

I would not from your love make such a stray.

To match you where I hate; therefore beseech
you

To avert your liking a more worthier way
Than on a wretch whom nature is asham’d
Almost to acknowledge hers.

France. This is most strange.
That she, who even but now was your best

object,

The argument of your praise, balm of your age.
Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of

time
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle
So many folds of favour. Sure her offence
Must be of such unnatural degree
That monsters it, or your fore»vouch’d affection

Fall into taint: which to believe of her
Must be a faith that reason without miracle
Could never plant in me.

Cor. I yet beseech your majes^,

—

If for I want that glib and oily art [intend.
To speak and purpose not; since what I weU
I’ll do’t before 1 speak,—that you make known
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness,
No unchaste action or dishonour’d step,
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Timt hath depriv’d me of your grace and
favour; [richer,

—

But even for want of that for which I am
A still-sohcitmg eye, and such a tongue [it

That I am glad I have not, though not to have
Hath lost me in your liking.

tear. Better thou

Hadst not been born than not to have pleas’d

me better.

France. Is it but this,—a tardiness in nature,

Which often leaves the history unspoke
That it intends to do!—My lord of Burgundy,

What say you to the lady? Love’s not love

When It IS mingled with regards that stand

Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her?

She is herself a dowry.

But. Royal king,

Give but that portion which yourself propos’d.

And here I take Cordelia by the hand,

Duchess of Burgundy.
Lear. Nothing: I have sworn; I am firm.

Bur. I am sorry, then, you have so lost a
father

That you must lose a husband.
Cor. Peace be with Burgundy!

Since that respects of fortune are his love

I shall not be his wife. [being poor;

France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich.

Most choice, forsaken; and most lov’d, despis’d

Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon:

Be it lawful, I take up what’s cast away.
Gods, gods! ’tis strange that from their cold’st

neglect

My love should kindle to inflam’d respect

—

riiy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my
chance,

Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France:

Not ail the dukes of watensh Burgundy
Can buy this unpnz’d precious maid of me.—
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind:
Thou losest here, a better where to find.

Lear. Thou hast her, France: let her be
thine; for we

Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see

That face of hers again.—Therefore be gone
Without our grace, our love, our benison.—
Come, noble Burgundy.
[Flourish. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, Corn-
wall, Albany, Glorter, and Attendants.

France. Bid farewell to your sisters-

Cor. Ye jewels of our father, with wash’d
eyes

Cordelia leaves you: I know you what you are;

And, like a sister, am most loth to call

Your faults as they are nam’d. Love well our
father:

To your professed bosoms I commit him:
But yet, alas, stood I witHn his grace,

I would prefer him to a better place.

So, farewell to you both.

Beg. Prescribe not us our duty.

Gon. let your study
Be to content your lord, who hath receiv’d you
At fortune’s alms. You have obedience scanted

And well are worth the want that you have
wanted, [hides;

Cor. Time shah unfoM what plighted cunning
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides.

Weh may you prosper!
France. Come, my fair Cordelia.

[Exeunt France and Cordelia.
Gon. Sister, it is not little I have to say of

what most nearly appertains to us both. I
think our father will hence to-mght.
Reg That’s most certain, and with you;

next month with us.

Gon. You see how full of changes his age is;

the observation we have made of it hath not
been httle: he always loved our sister most;
and with yrhat poor judgment he hath now cast
her off appears too grossly.

Reg. ’Tis the mfirmity of his age: yet he
hath ever but slenderly known himself.

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath
been but rash; then must we look to receive
from his age not alone the imperfections of
long engrailed condition, but therewithal the
unruly waywardness that infirm and choleric
years bring with them.
Reg Such unconstant starts are we like to

have from him as this of Kent’s hanishraent.
Gon. There is further compliment of leave-

taking between France and him. Pray you, let

us hit together: if our father carry authority
with such dispositions as he bears, this last

surrender of his will but offend us.
Reg We shall further think of it.

Gon. We must do something, and i’the heat.

[Exeunt.

Scene IL—A Hall in the Ear! of
Gloster’s Castle.

Enter Edmund with a letter.

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy
law

My services are bound. Wherefore should I

Stand in the plague of custom, and permit
The curiosity of nations to deprive me.
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-

shines (base?
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore
When my dimensions are as well compact,
My mind as generous, and my shape as true
As honest madam’s issue? Why brand they us
With base? with baseness? bastardy? base,

base?
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take
More composition and fierce quality

Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed,
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops
Got ’tween asleep and wake?—^Well, then,
Legitimate Edgar, I musf have your land:

Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund.
As to the legitimate: fine word,—legitimate!
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed,

And my invention thrive, Edmund the base
Shall top the legitimate. I grow; I prosper.

—

Now, gods, stand up for bastards!

Enter Gloster.

Glo. Kent banish’d thus! and France in

choler parted! (power!

And the king gone to-night! subscrib’d his

Confin’d to exhibitionl All tHs done
Upon the gadI—Edmund, how now! what

news?
Edm. So please your lordship, none.

[FuHing up the letter.
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Glo. Why so earnestly seek you to put up
that letter?

Edm. I know no news, my lord.

Glo. WTiat paper were you reading?

Edm. Nothing, my lord;

Glo. No? What needed, then, that terrible

despatch of it into your pocket? the quality of

nothing hath not such need to hide itself. Let’s

see: come, if it be nothing, 1 shall not need
spectacles.

Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me: it is a

letter from my brother that I have not all o’er-

read; and for so much as I have perused, I

find it not fit for your over-looking.

Glo. Give me the letter, sir.

Edm. I shall offend either to detain or give

it. The contents, as in part I understand them,

are to blame.
Glo. Let’s see, let’s see.

Edm. I hope, for my brother’s justification,

he wrote this but as an essay or taste of my
virtue.

Glo. [fiends.] This policy and reverence of

age makes the world bitter to the best of our

times; keeps our fortunes from us till our old--

ness cannot relish them. I begin to find an idle

and fond bondage in the oppression of aged

tyranny, who sways, not as it hath power, but

as it IS suffered. Come to me, that of this I

may speak more. If our father would sleep till

I waked him, you should enjoy half hts revenue

for ever, and live the beloved of your brother,

Edgar.
Hum—Conspiracy!

—

Sleep till 1 waked him,

—

you should enjoy half his revenue,—My son

Edgar! Had he a hand to write this? a heart

and a brain to breed it in? When came this to

you? who brought it?

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord,

there’s the cunning of it; I found it thrown in

at the casement of my closet. [brother’s?

Glo. You know the character to be your
Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I

durst swear it were his; but m respect of that,

I would faimthink it were not.

Glo. It is his.

Edm. It is his hand, my lord; but I hope
his heart is not in the contents, [this business?

Glo. Hath he never before sounded you in

Edm. Never, my lord: but I have heard
him oft maintam it to be fit that sons at perfect

age and fathers declined, the father should be
as ward to the son, and the son manage his

revenue.
Glo. 0 villain, villain!—His very opinion

in the letterI—Abhorred villain! Unnatural,
detested, brutish villaml worse than brutish!

—Go, sirrah, seek him; I’ll apprehend him.—
Abominable villain!—Where is he?
Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it

shall please you to suspend your indignation
against my brother till you can derive from him
better testimony of his intent, you shall run a
certain course; where, if you violently proceed
against him, mistaking Ms purpose, it would
make a great gap in your own honour, and
shake in pieces the heart of his obedience. I

dare pawn down my life for Mm that he hath
writ this to feel my affection to your honour,
and to no other pretence of danger-

Glo. TMnk you so?

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will

place you where you shall hear us confer of

this, and by an auricular assurance have your
satisfaction; and that without any further de-
lay than tMs very evening.

Glo. He cannot be such a monster.
Edm. Nor is not, sure.

Glo. To Ms father, that so tenderly and
entirely loves Mm.—^Heaven and earth!

—

Edmund, seek Mm out; wind me into Mm, I

pray you: frame the business after your own
wisdom. I would unstate my self to be in a
due resolution.

Edm. I will seek Mm, sir, presently; convey
the business as I shall find means, and acquaint
you withal.

Glo. These late eclipses in the sun and moon
portend no good to us: though the wisdom of

nature can reason it thus and thus, yet nature
finds itself scourged by the sequent effects: love
cools, friendsMp falls off, brothers divide: in
cities, mutinies; in countries, discord; in
palaces, treason; and the bond cracked ’twist

son and father. TMs villain of mine comes
under the prediction; there’s son against
father: the king falls from bias of nature;
there’s father against cMld. We have seen
the best of our time: macMnations, hollow-
ness, treachery, and all ruinous disorders, fol-

low us disquietly to our graves.—Find out tMs
villain, Edmund; it shall lose thee nothing;

do it carefully.—And the noble and true-

hearted Kent banished! Ms offence, honesty!—’Tis strange. [E;czf.

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the
world, that, when we are sick in fortune,—
often the surfeit of our own behaviour,—we
make guilty of our disasters the sun, the moon,
and the stars: as if we weie villains by neces-
sity; fools by heavenly compulsion; knaves,
tMeves, and trenchers by spherical predomin-
ance; drunkards, bars, and adulterers by an
enforced obedience of planetary influence; and
all that we are evil in, by a divine thnisting
on: an adnnrable evasion of whoremaster man,
to lay Ms goatish disposition to the charge of a
star! My father compounded with my mother
under the dragon’s tail, and my nativity was
under ursa major; so that it follows I am
rough and lecherous.—Tut, I should have been
that I am, had the maidenliest star in the
firmament twinkled on my bastardizing.

Enter Edgar.

Pat!—he comes like the catastrophe of the old
comedy: my cue is villainous melancholy, with
a sigh like Tom o* Bedlam.—0, these eclipses
do protend these divisions! fa, sol, la, mi.
Edg. How now, brother Edmund! what

senous contemplation are you m?
Edm. I am tfdnMng, brother, of a prediction

I read tMs other day, what should foUow these
eclipses.

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that?
Edm. 1 promise you, the effects he writes of

succeed unhappily, as of unnaturalness between
the cMld and the parent; death, dearth, dis*
soiwtions of ancient amities; divisions ia state,
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menaces and male^ctions against king and
nobles; needless diffidences, banishment of

friends, dissipation of cohorts, nuptial breaches
and I know not what.

Edg* How long have you been a sectary
astronomical? [father last?

Edm. Come, come; when saw you my
Edg. The mght gone by.

Edm. Spake you with him I

Edg. Ay, two hours together.

Edm. Parted you in good terms? Found
you no displeasure in him by word nor coun-
tenance?
Edg None at all.

Edm. Bethink yourself wherein you may
have offended him; and at my entreaty forbear

his presence till some little time hath qualified

the heat of his displeasure; which at this in-

stant so rageth in him that with the mischief of

your person it would scarcely allay.

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong.
Edm. That’s my fear. I pray you, have a

continent forbearance till the speed of his rage
goes slower; and, as I say, retire with me to

my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you
to hear my lord speak: pray you, go; there’s

my key.—If you do stir abroad, go armed.
Edg. Armed, brother!

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best; I

am no honest man if there be any good mean-
ing toward you: 1 have told you what I have
seen and heard but faintly; nothing like the
image and horror of it: pray you, away.
Edg, Shall I hear from you anon?
Edm. I do serve you m this business.

[Exit Edgar.
A credulous father! and a brother noble.

Whose nature is so far from doing harms
That he suspects none; on whose foolish

honesty
My practices ride easy!—I see the business.

—

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit:

All with me’s meet that I can fashion fit.

[Exri.

Scene III.—A Room in the Duke of
Albany’s Palace.

Enter Goneril and Oswald.

Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman
for chiding of his fool?

Osw. Ay, madam. [every hour
Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me;

He flashes into one gross crime or other,

That sets us all at odds: I’ll not endure it:

His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids

us [ing

On every trifle.—When he returns from hunt-

I will not speak with him; say I am sick.—
If you come slack of former services

You shall do well; the fault of it I'll answer.

Osw. He’s coming, madam; I hear him.
[JYorms within.

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you
please, [question:

You and your fellows; Pd have it come to

If he distaste it, let Mm to my sister,

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one,

Not to be overruled. Idle old man,
That sfiE would manage those authorities

That he hath given away!—Now, by my life,

Old fools are babes again; and must be us’d
With checks as flatteries,—^when they are seen

abus’d.
Remember what I have said.

Osw. Well, madam.
Gon. And let his knights have colder looks

among you; [so:

What grows of it, no matter; advise your fellows
I would breed from hence occasions, and I

shall, [sister
That I may speak.—I’ll write straight to my
To hold my course.—Prepare for dinner.

Exeunt.

Scene IV.—A Hall in Albany’s Palace.

Enter Kent, disguised.

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow
That can my speech diffuse, my good intent
May carry through itself to that full issue
For which I rais’d my likeness.—Now, ban-

ish’d Kent, [demn’d,
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand con-
So may it come, thy master, whom thou lov’st.

Shall find thee full of labours.

Horns within. Enter King Lear, Knights,
and Attendants.

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner; go
get it ready. [Exit an Attendant.] How nowl
what art thou!

Kent. A man, sir.

Lear. What dost thou profess? What
wouldst thou with me?

Kent. I do profess to be no less than I seem;
to serve him truly that will put me m trust; to
love Mm that is honest; to converse with Mm
that is wise and says little; to fear judgment;
to fight when I cannot choose; and to eat no
fish.

Lear. What art thou?
Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as

poor as the king.

Lear. If thou he’st as poor for a subject as
he’s for a king, thou art poor enough. What
wouldst thou?

Kent. Service.

Lear. Who wouldst thou serve?
Kent. You.
Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow?

Kent. No, sir; but you have that in your
countenance which I would fain call master.

Lear. What’s that?

Kent. Authonty.
Lear. What services canst thou do?
Kent I can keep honest counsel, ride, run,

mar a curious tele in telling it, and deliver a

plain message bluntly: that wMch ordinary men
are fit for, I am qualified in: and the best of

me is diligence.

Lear. How old art thou?

Kent Not so young, sir, to love a woman
for ringing; nor so old to dote on her for any-

tMng: I have years on my back forty-eight.

Lear. Follow me; thou shalt serve me: if I

like thee no worse after dinner, I will not pait

from thee yet,—Dinner, ho, dinnerl—Where’s
my knave? my fool?—Go you and call my fool

hither. [Exit an Attend.
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Enter Oswald.

You» yoti, sirrah, where’s my daughter?

Osw. So please you,-— [.£«7.

Lear. What says the fellow there? Call the

clotpoU back. [Exit a Knight.)—Where’s my
fool, ho?—I think the world’s asleep.

Re-enter Knight.

How nowl where’s that mongrel?
Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is

not well.

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me
when I called him?

Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest

manner, he would not.

Lear. He would not!

Knight. My lord, I know not what the

matter is; but, to my judgment, your highness

is not entertained with that ceremomous affec-

tion as you were wont; there’s a great abate-

ment of kindness appears as well in the general

dependents as in the duke himself also and
your daughter.

Lear. Hal sayest thou so?

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord,

if I be mistaken; for my duty cannot be silent

when I think your highness wronged.
Lear. Thou but rememberest me of mine

own conception: I have perceived a most famt
neglect of late; which I have rather blamed as

mine own jealous curiosity than as a very pre-

tence and purpose of unkindness: I will look

further into’t.—But where’s my fool? I have
not seen him this two days.

Knight. Since my young lady’s going into

France, sir, the fool hath much pined away.
Lear. No more of that; I have noted it

well.—Go you and tell my daughter I would
speak with her. [Exit an Attendant.]—Go
you, call hither my fool.

[Exit another Attendant.

Re-enter Oswald.

0, you sir, you, come you hither, sir: who am
1, sir?

Osw. My lady’s father.

Lear. My lady’s father! my lord's knave:
you whoreson dog! you slave! you cur!

Osw. I am none of these, my lord; I be-
seech your pardon.

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you
rascal? [Striking him.

Osw. I’ll not be struck, my lord.

Kent. Nor tripped neither, you base football

player. [Tripping up his heels.

Lear. 1 thank thee, fellow; thou servest
me, and I’ll love thee.

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away I I’ll teach
you differences: away, away! If you will

measure your lubber’s length again, tarry: but
away! go to; have you wisdom? so.

[jPushes Oswald out.
Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee:

there’s earnest of thy service.

[Giving Kent money.

Enter Pool.

Fool. Let me hire him too; here’s my cox-
conib. [Giofnp' Kent Ms cap.

IiEAR [act I.

Lear. How now, my pretty knave! how dost

thou?
Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my cox-

comb.
Kent. Why, fool?

Fool. Why, for taking one’s part that’s out
of favour. Nay, an thou canst not smile as the
wind sits, thou’lt catch cold shortly, there,

take my coxcomb: why, this fehow has ban-
ish’d two on’s daughters, and did the third a
blessing against his will, if thou follow him,
thou must needs wear my coxcomb.—How now,
nuncle! Would I had two coxcombs and two
daughters!

Lear. Why, my boy?
Fool. If I gave them all my living, I’d keep

my coxcombs myself. There’s mine; beg
another of thy daughters.

Lear. Take heed, sirrah,—the whip.

Fool. Truth’s a dog must to kennel; he
must be whipped out, when the lady brach may
stand by the fire and stink.

Lear. A pestilent gall to me!
Fool. Sirrah, I’ll teach thee a speech.
Lear. Do.
Fool. Mark it, nuncle:

—

Have more than thou showest,
Speak less than thou knowest,
Lend less than thou owest,

Ride more than thou goest,

Learn more than thou trowest,

Set less than thou throwest;

Leave thy dnnk and thy whore,
And keep in-a-door,

And thou shalt have more
Than two tens to a score.

Kent. This is nothing, fool.

Fool. Then ’tis hke the breath of an unfee’d
lawyer,—you gave me nothing for’t.—Can you
make no use of nothing, nuncle?

Lear. Why, no, boy; nothing can be made
out of nothing.

Fool. Pr’ythee, tell him, so much the rent of

his land comes to; he will not believe a fool.

[To Kent.
Lear, A bitter fool!

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my
boy, between a bitter fool and a sweet one?

Lear. No, lad, teach me.
Fool. That lord that counsell’d thee

To give away thy land,
Come place him here by me ,

—

Do thou for him stand:
The sweet and bitter fool

Will presently appear;
The one in motley here,
The other found out there.

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy?
Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given

away; that thou wast bom with.
Kent This is not altogether fool, my lord*
Fool. No, faith, lords and great men will not

let me; if I had a monopoly out, they would
have part on’t, and loads too: they will not let

me have all fool to myself; they'll be snatch-
ing.—Nuncle, give me an egg, and I’ll giwe
thee two crowns.

Lear, What two crowns shall they be?
‘ Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i* the
middle, and eat up the meat, the two crowns
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of the egg. When thou clovest thy crown i*

the middle, and gavest away both parts, thou

borest thine ass on thy back o’er the dirt: thou

hadst little wit m thy bald crown when thou

gavest thy golden one away. If I speak hke
myself in this, let him be whipped that first

finds it so.

Pools had ne’er less grace m a year; [Singing.

For wise men are grown foppish,

And know not how their wits to wear,
Their manners are so apish.

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of

songs, sirrah?

Fool. I have used it, nuncle, e’er since thou

madest thy daughters thy mothers: for when
thou gavest them the rod, and puttest down
thine own breeches,

Then they for sudden joy did weep. {Sinpinp.

And I for sorrow sung,

That such a kmg should play bo-peep,

And go the fools among-

Pr’ythee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can

teach thy fool to lie: I would fain learn to

he. [whipped.

Lear. An you he, sirrah, we’ll have you
Fool. I marvel what kin thou and thy

daughters are: they’ll have me whipped for

speaking true, thou’lt have me whipped for ly-

ing; and somefames I am whipped for holding

my peace. I had rather be any kind 0’ thing

than a fool: and yet I would not be thee,

nuncle; thou hast pared thy wit 0’ both sides,

and left nothing i’ the middle:—here comes
one 0’ the parings.

Enter Gokeril.

Lear. How now, daughter! what makes
that frontlet on? Methinks you are too much
of late i’ the frown.

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow when thou
hadst no need to care for her frowning; now
thou art an 0 without a figure: I am better

than thou art; I am a fool, thou art nothing.—
Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue; so your
face [to GoN.j bids me, though you say nothing.

Mum, mum,
He that keeps nor crust nor crumb,
Weary of all, shall want some.—

That’s a shealed peascod. [Fomfmp to Lear.
Gon, Not only, sir, this your all-hcens’d fool,

But other of your insolent retinue

Do hourly carp and quarrel; breaking forth

In rank and noMo-be-endured riots. Sir,

I had thought, by making this well known unto

you, (fearful,

To have found a safe redress; but now grow
By what yourself too late have spoke and done,

That you protect this course, and put it on
By your allowance; which if you should, the

fault

Would not scape censure, nor the redresses

sleep,

Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal,

Might in their working do you that offence,

Which else were shame, that then necessity

WiU call discreet proceeding.
Fool Tor, you know, nuncle,

The hedge-spairow fed the cuckoo so long

That it had its head hit off by its young.
So, out went the candle, and we were left

darkhng.
Lear. Are you our daughter?
Gon. I would you would make use of your

good wisdom,
Whereof I know you are fraught; and put away
These dispositions, which of late transport you
From what you rightly are.

Fool May not an ass know when the cart
draws the horse?—^Whoop, Jug! I love thee.

Lear. Does any here know me?—Tlus is not

_ ,
Lear: [his eyes?

Does Lem walk thus? speak thus? Where are
Either his notion weakens, his discernings
Are lethargied.—Ha! waking? ’tis not so.—
Who is It that can tell me who I am?
Fool Lear’s shadow. [of sovereignty,
Lear. I would leam that; for, by the marirff

Knowledge, and reason,
I should be false persuaded I had daughters.

Fool. Which they will make an obedient
father.

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman?
Goru This admiration, sir, is much 0* the

favour
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you
To understand my purposes aright:
As you are old and reverend, should be wise.
Here do you keep a hundred kmghts and

squires;

Men so disorder’d, so debosh’d and bold,
That this our court, infected with their man-

ners,

Shows like a riotous inn: epicurism and lust
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel
Than a grac’d palace. The shame itself doth

speak
For instant remedy: be, then, desir’d
By her that else will take the things she begs,
A little to disquantity your train;

And the remainder, that shall still depend,
To be such men as may hesort your age.
Which know themselves and you.

Lear. Darkness and devils!

—

Saddle my horses; call my train together.

—

Degenerate bastard! I’ll not trouble thee:
Yet have I left a daughter.
Gon. You stnke my people; and your dis-

order’d rabble
Make servants of their betters.

Enter Albany.

Lear. Woe, that too late repents,—[fo Alb.]

0, sir, are you come? [horses.

—

Is it your will? Speak, sir.—Prepare my
Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend,

More hideous when thou show’st thee in a child

Than the sea-monster!
Alb. Pray, sir, be patient.

tear. Detested kite! thou best:

[To Goneril.
My train are men of choice and rarest parts,

That all particulars of duty know;
And in the most exact regard support [fault,

The worshi|i8 of their name,—O most small
How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show!
Which, iifce an engine, wrench’d my frame of

nature
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From the fix’d place; drew from my heart all

love,

And added to the gall. 0 Lear, Lear, Lear!

Beat at this gate, that let thy foUy in

[Striking his head.

And thy dear judgment out!~Go, go, my
people. [ignorant

Alh. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am
Of what hath mov’d you.

Lear. It may be so, my lord.

Hear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear
Suspend thy purpose if thou did’st mtend
To make thus creature frmtful!

Into her womb convey stenlity!

Dry up in her the organs of increase;

And from her derogate body never spring

A babe to honour her! If she must teem.
Create her child of spleen, that it may Uve
And be a thwart disnatur’d torment to her!

Let it stamp wnnkles in her brow of youth;

With cadent tears fret chaimels in her cheeks;

Turn aU her mother’s pains and benefits

To laughter and contempt; that she may feel

How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is

To have a thankless child!—Away, away!
[Exit.

Alb. Now, gods that we adore, whereof
comes this? [it;

Gon. Never afflict yourself to know more of

But let his disposition have that scope
That dotage gives it.

Re-enter Lear.

Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap!

Within a fortnight!

Alh. What’s the matter, sir?

Lear. I’ll tell thee,—Life and death!—I am
asham’d [To Goneril.

That thou hast power to shake my manhood
thus;

That these hot tears, which break from me
perforce,

Should make thee worth them.—Blasts and
fogs upon thee!

The untented woundings of a father’s curse,

Kerce every sense about thee!—Old fond eyes,

Beweep this cause again, I'll pluck you out,

And cast you, with the waters that you lose,

To temper clay.—Ha!
Let It be so: I have another daughter.
Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable:
When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails

She’ll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find

That I’ll resume the shape which thou dost
think

I have cast off for ever.

Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendants.
Gon. Do you mark that?
Alb. I cannot be so partial, Gonenl,

To the great love I bear you,— [ho!

Gon. Pray you, content.—What, Oswald,
You, sir, more knave than fool, after your

master. [To the Fool.
Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry,—take

the fool with thee. —
A fox, when one has caught her.
And such a daughter,
Should sure to the slaughter,
If my cap would Buy a halter;

So the fool follows after. [jSxif.

LEAR [act I.

Gon. This man hath had good counsel.—

A

hundred kmghts!
’Tis politic and safe to let him keep [dream,
At point a hundred kmghts: yes, that on every
Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike,

He may enguard his dotage with their powers,
And hold our hves in mercy.—Oswald, I say!—

Alb. WeU, you may fear too far.

Gon. Safer than trust too far:

Let me stiU take away the harms I fear,

Not fear still to be taken: I know his heart.

What he hath utter’d I have writ my sister:

If she sustain him and his hundred knights,

When I have show’d the unfitness,

—

Re-enter Oswald,

How now, Oswald!
What, have you writ that letter to my sister?

Osw, Ay, madam. [horse:

Gon. Take you some company, and away to

Inform her full of my particular fear;

And thereto add such reasons of your own
As may compact it more. Get you gone;

And hasten your return. [Exit Oswald.
No, no, my lord.

This milky gentleness and course of yours,

Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon,

You are much more attask’d for want of

wisdom
Than prais’d for harmful mildness. [tell:

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce I cannot
Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well.

Gon. Nay, then,

—

Alb. Well, well; the event. [Exeunt.

Scene V.—Court before the Duke of
Albany’s Palace.

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these
letters: acquaint my daughter no further with
anything you know than comes from her de-
mand out of the letter. If your diligence be not
speedy, I shall be there afore you.

Kent. I wiH not sleep, my lord, tiH I have
delivered your letter. [Exit.

Fool. If a man’s brams were in’s heels,
were’t not in danger of kibes?

Lear. Ay, boy.
Fool. Then, I pr’srthee, be merry, thy wit

shall not go slipshod.

Lear. Ha, ha, ha!
Fool. Shalt see thy other daughter will use

thee kindly; for though she’s as like this as a
crab’s like an apple, yet I can tell what I can
tell.

Lear. What canst tell, hoy?
Fool, She will taste as hke this as a crab does

to a crab. Thou canst tell* why one's nose
stands i’ the middle on’s face?

Lear. No.
Fool. Why to keep one’s eyes of either side’s

nose, that what a man cannot smell out, he may
spy into.

Lear. I did her wrong,—
Fool. Canst tell how an oyster makes his

shell?

Lear. No.
Fool. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a

snail has a house.
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Lear. Why?
Fool. Why, to put his head in; not to give

it away to his daughters, and leave his horns

without a case.

Lear. I will forget my nature. So kind a
father!—Be my horses ready?

Fool Thy asses are gone about ’em. The
reason why the seven stars are no more than
seven is a pretty reason.

Lear Because they are not eight?

Fool. Yes, indeed, thou wouldst make a
good fool.

Lear. To take’t again perforce!—Monster
ingratitude!

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, Pd have
thee beaten for being old before thy time.

Lear How’s that?

Fool Thou shouidst not have been old till

thou hadst been wise. [heaven!

Lear 0, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet
Keep me in temper. I would not be mad!

—

Enter Gentlemen.

How now! are the horses ready?

Gent. Ready, my lord.

Lear Come, boy. [my departure,

Fool. She that’s a maid now, and laughs at

Shall not be a maid long, unless tiungs be cut

shorter, [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I .—A CouU within the Castle of the

Earl op Glos>ier.

Enter Edmund and Curan, meeting.

Edm. Save thee, Curan.

Cur. And you, sir. I have been with your
father, and given him notice that the Duke of

Cornwall and Regan his duchess will be here
with him this night.

Edm. How comes that?

Cur. Nay, I know not, --You have heard of

the news abroad, I mean, the whispered ones,

for they are yet but ear-kissing aiguments?
Edm. Not I: pray you, what are they?

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars
toward, 'twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and
Albany?
Edm. Not a word.
Cur. You may, then, in time. Fare you

well, sir. [Exit.

Edm, The duke be here to-night? The
bettei! best!

This weaves itself perforce into my business.
My father hath set guard to take my brother,

And I have one thing, of a queasy question,

Which I must act: briefness and fortune
work!

Brother, a word; -descend:—brother, I sayl

Enter Edgar.

My father watches: 0 sir, fly this place;

Intelligence is given where you are hid;

You have now the good advantage of the
night,” - [wall?

Have you not spoken ’gainst the Duke of Corn-
He’s coming hither; now, j’ the night, i’ the

haste,

And Regan with him: have you nothing said
Upon his party ’gainst the Duke of Albany?
Advise yourself.

Edg. 1 am sure on’t, not a word.
Edm. I hear my father coming:—pardon me;

In cunmng I must draw my sword upon you:

—

Draw: seem to defend yourself: now quit you
well.— [here I

Yield:—come before my father.—Light, ho,
Fly, brother.—Torches, torches!—So, farewell.

[Exjf Edgar.
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion

[ Wounds his arm.
Of my more fierce endeavour: I have seen

drunkards
Do more than this in sport.—Father, father!
Stop, stop! No help?

Enter Gloster, and Servants with torches.

Glo. Now, Edmund, where’s the villain?

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp
sword out, [moon

Mumbhng of wicked charms, conjuring the
To stand auspicious mistress,

—

Glo. But where is he?
Edm. Look sir, I bleed.
Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund?
Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means

he could,—
Glo. Pursue him, ho!—Go after. [Exeunt

Servants.1—By no means what?
Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your

lordship;

But that I told him the revenging gods
’Gainst pamcides did all their thunders bend;
Spoke with how manifold and strong a bond
The child was bound to the father:-sir,m fine.

Seeing how loathly opposite I stood

To his unnatural purpose, m fell motion,
With his prepared sword, he charges home
My unprovided body, lanc’d mine arm:
But when he saw my best alarura’d spirits,

Bold in the quarrel’s nght, rous’d to the en-
counter,

Of whethex gasted by the noise I made,
Full suddenly he fled.

Glo. Let him fly far:

Not m this land shall he remain uncaught;
And found despatch’d.—The noble duke my

master,
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night:

By his authority I will proclaim it, [thanks,

That he which finds him shall deserve our

Bnnging the murderous coward to the stake:

He that conceals him, death.

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent,

And found him pight to do it, with curst speech

I threaten’d to discover him: he replied,

Thou tmpossessing bastard! dost thou think,

If / would stand against thee, would the reposal

Of ang trust, virtue or worth, in thee [deny,—

-

Make thg words faith'd? No: what / should

As this / would; ay, though thou didst produce

My very character, -Pd turn it all

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice:

And thou must make a dullard of the world.

If they not thought the profits of my death

Were very pregnant and potential spurs

To make thee seek it.
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Glo. 0 strong and fasten’d villain!

Would he deny his letter?—I never got him.^

[Trumpets within.

Hark, the duke’s trumpets! I know not why
he comes.

—

All ports I’ll bar; the villain shall not ’scape;

The duke must grant me that: besides, his

picture

I will send far and near, that all the kingdom
May have due note of him; and of my land,

Loyal and natural boy, I’ll work the means
To make thee capable.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants.

Corn. How now, my noble friend! since I

came hither,—
Which I can call but now,—I have heard

strange news.
’ Reg. If It be true, all vengeance comes too

short

Which can pursue the offender. How dost,

my lord?

Glo. 0, madam, my old heart is crack’d,—

it’s crack’d! [hfe’

Reff. What, did my father’s godson seek your

He whom my father nam’d"^ your Edgar?

Glo. 0 lady, lady, shame would have it hid!

Reg. Was he not compamon with the riotous

kmghts
That tend upon my father?

Glo. I know not, madam:—
It IS too bad, too bad.
Edm. Yes, madam, he was of that consort.

Reg. No marvel, then, though he were ill

affected:

’Tis they have put him on the old man’s death.

To have the expense and waste of his revenues.

I have this present evemng from my sister

Been well inform’d of them, and with such

cautions,

That if they come to sojourn at my house,

m not be there.

Corn. Nor I, assure thee, Regan.—
Edmund, I hear that you have shown your

father

A child-like office.

Edm. ’Twas my duty, sir.

Glo. He did bewray his practice; and receiv’d

This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him.

Corn. Is he pursu’d"^

Glo. Ay, my good lord.

Corn. If he be taken he shall never more
Be fear’d of doing harm: make your own

purpose, [Edmund,
How in my strength you please.—For you,

Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant

So much commend itself, you shall be ours:

Natures of such deep trust we shall much need;
You we first seize on.
Edm. I shall serve you, sir.

Truly, however else.

Glo For him I thank your grace.
Corn. You know not why we came to visit

you.— [night:
Reg. Thus out of season, threading dark-ey’d

Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poise,
Wherein we must have use of your advice:

—

Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister,
Of differences, which I best thought it fit

To answer from our home; the several mes-
sengers [friend,

From hence attend despatch. Our good old

Lay comforts to your bosom, and bestow
Your needful counsel to our businesses,

Which crave the instant use.

Glo. I serve you, madam:
Your graces are right welcome. [Exeunt.

Scene U.—Before Gloster’s Castle.

Enter Kent and Oswald severally.

Osw. Good dawning to thee, fnend: art of

this house?
Kent. Ay.
Osw. Where may we set our horses?
Kent. I’ the mire.

Osw. Pr’ythee, if thou lovest me, tell me.
Kent I love thee not.

Osw. Why, then, I care not for thee.

Kent If I had thee m Lipsbury pinfold I

would make thee care for me. [thee not.

Osw. Why dost thou use me thus? I know
Kent Fellow, I know thee.

Osw. What dost thou know me for?

Kent A knave, a rascal, an eater of broken
meats; a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-

suited, hundred-pound, filthy, worsted-stocking
knave; a hly-hvered, action-taking whoreson,
glass-gazing, supersenmceable, finical rogue;
one-trunk-inhenting slave; one that wouldst be
a bawd, m way of good service, and art nothing
but the composition of a knave, beggar, coward,
pander, and the son and heir of a mongrel
bitch: one whom I will beat into clamorous
whimng, if thou denyest the least syllable of

thy addition.

Osw. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou,
thus to rail on one that is neither known of

thee nor knows thee'^

Kent What a brazen-faced variet art thou,
to deny thou knowest me! Is it two days since

I tripped up thy heels and beat thee before the
king? Draw, you rogue: for, though it be
mght, yet the moon shines; I’ll make a sop 0’

the moonshine of you: draw, you whoreson
cuUionly barber-monger, draw,

[Drawing his sword.
Osw. Away! I have nothing to do with thee.
Kent Draw, you rascal’ you come with

letters against the king; and take vanity the
puppet’s part against the royalty of her father:
draw, you rogue, or IT! so carbonado your
shanks:—draw, you rascal; come your ways.
Osw. Help, ho! murder! help.

Kent Strike, you slave; stand, rogue, stand;
you neat slave, strike. [Beating him.

Osw. Help, ho! murder! murder!

Enter Edmund, Cornwali, Rixjan,
Gloster, and Servants.

Edm. How now! What’s the matter?
Kent With you, goodman boy, if you please;

come, I’ll flesh you; come on, young master.
Glo. Weapons! arras' What’s the matter

here?
Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives;

He dies that strikes again. What is the
matter? [king.

Reg. The messengers from our sister and the
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Corn. What is your difference? speak.

Osw. I am scarce m breath, my lord.

Kent No marvel, you have so bestirr’d your

valour. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims

in thee: a tailor made thee.

Corn. Thou art a strange fellow: a tailor

make a man?
Kent Ay, a tailor, sir; a stone-cutter or a

painter could not have made him so ill, though

they had been but two hours at the trade.

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel?

Osw. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose hfe I

have spared at suit of his gray beard,

—

Kent Thou whoreson zed ! thou unnecessary
letter!—My lord, if you will give me leave, I

will tread this unbolted villain into mortar, and
daub the wall of a jakes with him.—Spare my
gray beard, you wagtail?

Corn. Peace, sirrah!

You beastly knave, know you no reverence?
Kent Yes, sir; but anger hath a privilege.

Corn. Why art thou angry?
Kent That such a slave as this should wear

a sword, [as these,

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues
tike rats, oft bite the holy cords a-twain

Which are too intrinset’ unloose; smooth every
passion

That in the natures of their lords rebel;

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods;
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks
With every gale and vary of their masters.
Knowing naught, like dogs, but following.

—

A plague upon your epileptic visage!

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool?

Goose, if I had you upon Samm plain

I’d dnve ye cacWxng home to Caraelot.

Corn. What, art thou mad, old fellow?

Glo. How fell you out?

Say that.

Kent No contraries hold more antipathy

Than I and such a knave. [is his fault?

Corn. Why dost thou call him knave? What
Kent His countenance likes me not.

Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, nor
his, nor hers.

Kent Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plain:

I have seen better faces in my time
Than stands on any shoulder that I see
Before me at this instant.

Corn. This is some fellow

Who, having been prais’d for bluntness, doth
affect

A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb
Quite from his nature: he cannot flatter, he,—
hx honest imnd and plain,—he must speak

truth!

An they will take it, so; if not, he’s plain.

These Mnd of knaves I know, which in this

plainness
Harbour more craft and more corrupter ends
Than twenty silly ducMng observants
That stretch their duties nicely,

Kent. Sir, in good faith, m sincere verity.

Under the allowance of your great aspect,

Whose influence, hka the wreath of radiant fire

On flickering Phosbut’ front,—
,

Com. What meanest by this?

Kent To go out of my dialect, which you
discommend so mnch. I know, sir, I am no

flatterer: he that beguiled you m a plain accent
was a plain knave; which, for my part, I virill

not be, though I should win your displeasure to
entreat me to’t.

Corn. What was the offence you gave him?
Osw. I never gave him any:

It pleas’d the king his master very late

To stake at me, upon his misconstruction;
When he, compact, and flattering his displeas-

ure, [raiPd,

Tripp’d me behind; being down, insulted,

And put upon him such a deal of man,
That worthied him, got praises of the Mng
For him attempting who was self-subdu’d;
And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit,

Drew on me here again.

Kent None of these rogues and. cowards
But Ajax is their fool.

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks!

—

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend
braggart.

We’ll teach you,—
Kent Sir, I am too old to learn:

Call not your stocks for me: I serve the king;

On whose employment I was sent to you:
You shall do small respect, show too bold malice
Against the grace and person of my master,
Stocking his messenger.

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks!

—

As I have hfe and honour, there shall he sit

till noon. [mght too.

Reg. Till noon! till night, my lord; and all

Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father’s

dog
You should not use me so,

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will.

Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour

Our sister speaks of.—Come, bring away the
Stocks! [Sfocfta brought out,

Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do
so:

His fault 15 much, and the good king his

master [rection

Will check him for’t; your purpos’d low cor-

Is such as basest and contemned’st wretches,

For pilferings and most common trespasses,

Are punish’d with: the king must take it ill

That he, so slightly valu’d in his messenger,
Should have him thus restrain’d.

Com. FH answer that.

Reg. My sister may receive it much more
worse

To have her gentleman abus’d, assaulted,

For following her affairs.—Put in his legs.—
[Kent is put in the stocks.

Come, my lord, away.
[Exeunt all hut Gloster and Kent,

Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend; ’tis the

duke’s pleasure,

Whose disposition, all the world well knows,
Will not be rubb’d nor stopp’d: Fll entreat

for thee.

Kent Pray, do not, sir: t have watch’d,

and travell’d hard;

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest PH
whistle.

A good man's fortune may pow out at heels:

Give you good-morrow!
Glo. The duke's to blame in this; ’twill be

iU taken. [Exit
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Kent. Good king, that must approve the

common saw,

—

Thou out of heaven’s benediction com’st

To the warm sun!

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe,

That by thy comfortable beams I may
Peruse this letter!—Nothing almost sees

miracles
But misery:—I know ’tis from Cordelia,

Who hath most fortunately been inform’d

Of my obscured course; and shall find time

From this enormous state,—seelang to give

Losses their remedies,—AU weary and o’er-

watch’d,

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold

This shameful lodging.

Fortune, good-mght: smile once more; turn

thy wheel! [He sleeps.

Scene III,—The open Country

.

Enter Edgar.

Bdg. I heard myself proclaim’d;

And by the happy hollow of a tree

Escap’d the hunt. No port is free; no place.

That guard and most unusual vigilance

Does not attend my taking. While I may scape

I wiU preserve myself; and am bethought

To take the basest and most poorest shape

That ever penury, in contempt of man, [filth;

Brought near to beast: my face I’ll grime with

Blanket my loms; elf all my hair in knots;

And with presented nakedness outface

The winds and persecutions of the sky.

The country gives me proof and precedent

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roanng voices.

Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare arms
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary;

And with this horrible object, from low farms,

Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and nulls,

Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with

prayers, [Tom!
Enforce their charity.—Poor Turiygod! poor

That’s something yet:—Edgar I nothing am.
[Exit

Scene IV.—Be/orc Gloster’s Castle, Kent
in the Stocks.

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman.

Lear. ’Tis strange that they should so depart
from home,

And not send back my messenger.
Gent. As I leam’d,

The lught before there was no purpose in them
Of this remove.

Kent. Hail to thee, noble master!
Lear. Ha!

Mak’st thou this shame thy pastime?
Kent No, my lord.

Fool. Ha, hal he wears cruel garters. Horses
are tied by the head; dogs and bears by the
neck, monkeys by the loins, and men by the
legs: when a man is over-lusty at legs, then he
wears wooden nether-stocks.

Lear. What’s he that hath so much thy place
mistook

To set thee here?
Kent It is both he and she,

,

Your son and daughter, i

Lear. No.
Kent Yes.
Lear. No, I say,

Kent. I say, yea.

Lear. No, no; they would not.

Kent Yes, they have.

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear, no.

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay.

Lear. They durst not do’t.

They could not, would not do’t; ’tis worse
than murder,

To do upon respect such violent outrage:
Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way
Thou might’ St deserve or they impose this

usage,

Coming from us.

Kent My lord, when at their home
I did commend your highness’ letters to them,
Ere I was risen from the place that show’d
My duty kneehng, came there a reeking post,

Stew’d m his haste, half breathless, panting
forth

From Gonenl his mistress salutations;

Dehver’d letters, spite of intermission,

Which presently they read: on whose contents
They summon’d up their meiny, straight took

horse;

Commanded me to follow, and attend
The leisure of their answer; gave me cold looks;
And meeting here the other messenger,
Whose welcome I perceiv’d had poison’d

mine,

—

Being the very fellow which of late

Display’d so saucily against your highness,

—

Having more man than wit about me, drew:
He rais’d the house with loud and coward cries.

Your son and daughter found this trespass
worth

The shame which here it suffers.

Fool. Winter’s not gone yet, if the wild-
geese fiy that way.

Fathers that wear rags
Do make their children blind;

But fathers that bear bags
Shall see their children Mnd.

Fortune, that arrant whore,
Ne’er turns the key to the poor.

—

But, for all this, thou shalt have as many do-
lours

For thy daughters as thou const tell in a year,
Lear. 0, how this mother swells up toward

my heart!

Hysterica passio,—down, thou climbing sorrow,
Thy element’s below!—Where is this daughter?
Kent With the earl, sir, here within.
Lear, Follow me not;

Stay here. [Exit
Gent Made you no more offence but what

you speak of?

Kent. None, [number?
How chance the king comes with so small a
Foot An thou hadst been sot i’ the stocks for

that question, thou hadst well deserved it,

Kent Why, fool?

Fool, We’ll set thee to school to an ant, to

teach thee there’s no labouring in the winter.
AU that follow their noses are led by their eyes
but bUnd men; and there’s not a nose among
twenty but can smell him that’s stiaking. Let
go thy hold when a great wheel runs down a
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hill, lest it break thy neck with following it;

but the great one that goes up the hill, lethim

draw thee after. When a wise man gives thee

better counsel, give me mine again: I would

have none but knaves follow it, since a fool

gives it.

Thai sir which serves and seeks for gain,

And follows but for form,

Will pack when it begins to rain.

And leave thee m the storm.

But I will tarry; the fool will stay,

And let the wise man fly:

The knave turns fool that runs away;
The fool no knave, perdy.

Kent Where learn’d you this, fool?

Fool. Not i’ the stocks, fool.

Re-enter Lear, with Gloster.

Lear. Deny to speak with me? They are
sick? they are weary?

They have travell’d all the mght? Mere fetches;

The images of revolt and flying off.

Fetch me a better answer.

Glo. My dear lord.

You know the fiery quality of the duke;

How unremovable and fix’d he is

Bi his own course. ffusionl—
Lear. Vengeancel plague! deathi con-

Fiery? what quality? why, Gloster, Gloster,

I’d speak with the Duke of Cornwall and his
wife.

Glo. Well, my good lord, I have inform'd
them so.

Lear. Inform’d them! Dost thou understand
me, man?

Glo. Ay, my good lord,

Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall;
the dear father [service:

Would with his daughter speak, commands her
Axe they inform’d of this?—My breath and

blood!— [that

—

Fiery? the fiery duke?~~TeU the hot duke
Ho, but not yet'.—raay be he is not well:

Infirmity doth still neglect all office

Whereto our health is bound; we are not our-
selves {mind

When nature, being oppress’d, commands the
To suffer with the body; I’ll forbear;

And am fall’n out with my more headier will

To take the indispos’d and sickly fit

For the sound man.—Death on my state!

wherefore
I
Looking on Kent.

Should he sit here? This act persuades me
That this remotion of the duke and her
Is practice only. Give me ray servant forth.

Go tell the duke and’s wife I’d speak with
them,

Now, presently: bid them come forth and hear
me,

Or at their chamber door I’ll beat the drum
Till it cry Sleep to death.

Glo. I would have all well betwixt you.
[JExif.

Lear. 0 me, my heart, my rising hearti—
but, down!

Foot Cry to it, nunde, as the cockney did
to the eels when she put them i’ the paste
alive; she knapped ’em o’ the coxcombs with
a stick, and cried, Hown, wantons^ down!

873

’Twas her brother that, in pure kindaess to his
horse, buttered his hay.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, and
Servants.

Lear, Good-morrow to you both.
Corn. Hail to your grace!

[Kent is set at liberfv
Reg. I am glad to see your highness.
Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what

reason
I have to think so: if thou shouldst not be glad,
I would divorce me from thy mother’s tomb,
Sepulchring an adultress.—0, axe you free?

[To Kent.
Some other time for that.—Beloved Regan,
Thy sister’s naught: 0 Regan, she hath tied
Sharp-tooth’d unfcindness, like a vulture,

here,— [Fomfs to his heart
I can scarce speak to thee; thou’lt not beHeve
With how deprav’d a quality—0 Regan! [hope

Reg, I pray you sir, take patience: I have
You less know how to value her desert
Than she to scant her duty.

Lear. Say, how is that?
Reg. I cannot think my sister in the least

Would fail her obligation: if, sir, perchance
She have restrain’d the nots of your followers,

’Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome
end,

As clears her from all blame.
Lear. My curses on her!
Reg. 0, sir, you are old;

Nature in you stands on the very verge
Of her confine: you should be rul’d and led
By some discretion, that discerns your state

Better than you yourself. Therefore, I pray
you,

That to our sister you do make return;

Say you have wrong’d her, sir.

Lear. Ask her forgiveness?
Do you but mark how this becomes the house:
Dear daughter, / confess that I am old;

[Kneeling.

Age is unnecessary: on my knees 1 beg
Tluit youHl vouchsafe me raiment, bed andfood.
Reg. Good sir, no more; these are unsightly

tricks:

Return you to my sister.

Lear. [Rising.] Never, Regan:
She hath abated me of half my train;

Look’d black upon me; struck me with her
tongue,

Most serpent-hke, upon the very heart:

—

All the stor’d vengeances of heaven fall

On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones,

You taking airs, with lameness!^

Corn. Ke, sir, fiel

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your
blinding flames

Into her scoriiful eyes I Infect her beauty,

You fen-suck’d fogs, drawn by the powerful

sun,

To fall and blast her pride!

Reg. 0 the blest gods!
^

So wUl you wish on me when the rash mood is

on.

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have ray

curse:
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Thy tenderrhefted nature shall not give

Thee o*er to harshness: her eyes arc fierce;

but thine

Do comfort, and not bum. ’Tis not in thee

To grudge my pleasures, to cut oS my train.

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes,

And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt

Against my coming in: &ou better inow’st

The offices of nattne, bond of childhood.

Effects of courtesy, dues of gratutude:

Thy half o* the kingdom hast thou not forgot.

Wherein I thee endowed.

Reg. Good sir, to the purpose.

Lear. Who put my man i’ the stocks?
[Tucket within.

Com. What trumpets that?

Reg. I know’t,—my aster’s: this approves

her letter.

That she would soon be here.

Enter Oswald.

Is your lady come?
Lear. This is a slave whose easy-borrow’d

pride

Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows.—

Out, varlet, from my sight!

Corn. What means your grace?

Lear. Who stock’d my servant? Regan, I

have good hope [0 heavens,

Thou didst not know on’t.—Who comes here?

Enter Goneril.

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway
Allow obedience, if yourselves are old, [part!—

Make it your cause; send down, and take my
Art not asham’d to look upon this beard?

—

[To Gonerel.
0 Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand?

Gon, Why not by the hand, sir? How have
I offended?

All’s not offence that indiscretion finds,

And dotage terms so.

Lear. O sides, you are too tough!

Will you yet hold?—How came my man i’ the

stocks?
^

[orders

Corn. I set him there, sir; but his own dis-

Deserv’d much less advancement.
Lear. You I did you?
Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, seem so.

If, till the expiration of your mouth,
You will return and sojourn with my sister,

Dismissing half your train, come then to me:
1 am now from home, and out of that provision

Which shall be needful for your entertainment.
Lgar. Return to her, and fifty men dismiss’d?

Ho, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose
To wage against the enmity o’ the air;

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl,

—

necessity’s sharp pinch!—Return with her?
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless

took
Our youngest horn, I could as well be brought
To fcneo his throne, and, squire-like, pension

beg
To keep base life a-foot.—Return with her?
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter
To this detested groom. IPoiniing to Oswaud.

Gon. At your choice, sir.

Leer. I pr’ythee, daughter, do not make me
mad:

I will not trouble thee, my child; farewell:
We’ll nomore meet, no more see one another:—
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my

daughter;
Or rather a disease that’s in my flesh,

Which I must needs call mine: thou art a boil,

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle
In my corrupted blood. But I’ll not cMde thee;
Let shame come when it wiH, I do not call it:

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot,

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove:
Mend when thou canst; be better at thy leisure;

I can he patient; I can stay with Regan,
I and my hundred knights.

Reg. -Not altogether so:

I look’d not for you yet, nor am provided
For your fit welcome. Give ear, sir, to my

sister;

For those that mingle reason with your passion
Must be content to think you old, and so

—

But she knows what she does.
Lear. Is this well spoken?
Reg. 1 dare avouch it, sir: what, fifty

followers?

Is it not well? What should you need of more?
Yea, or so many, sith that both charge and

danger
Speak ’gainst so great a number? How in one

house
Should many people under two commands
Hold amity? ’Tis hard; almost impossible.

Gon, Why might not you, my lord, receive
attendance [mine?

From those that she calls servants, or from
Reg. Why not, my lord? If then they

chanc’d to slack you, [me,—
We could control them. If you will come to

For now 1 spy a danger,—I entreat you
To bnng but five-and-twenty: to no more
Will I give place oi notice.

Lear. 1 gave you all,—
Reg. And in good time you gave it.

Lear. Made you my guardians, my deposi-
taries;

But kept a reservation to be follow’d [you
With such a number. What, must I come to
With five-and-twenty, Regan? said you so?

Reg. And speak’t again, my lord; no more
with me. [weU-favour’d

Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look
When others are more wicked; not being the

worst [thee:

Stands in some rank of praise.—PE go with
[Yo Gomm.,

Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty,
And thou art twice her love.

Gon. Hear me, my lord:
What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or five,

To follow in a house where twice so many
Have a command to tend you?

Reg. What need one?
Lear. 0, reason not the need; our basest

beggars
Are in the poorest thing superfluous:
Allow not nature more than nature needs,
Man’s life is cheap as beast’s: thou art a lady;
If only to go warm were gorgeous, [wear’st,
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous
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Whicii scarcely keeps thee warm.—-But, for

true need,— [needl

You heavens, give me that patience, patience I

You see me here, you gods, a poor old man,

As full of grief as age; wretched in both!

If it be you that stir these daughters’ hearts

Against their father, fool me not so much
To bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger,

And let not women’s weapons, water-drops,

Stain my man’s cheeksI—No, you unnatural

hags,

I will have such revenges on you both

That all the world shall,—I will do such
things,— [be

What they are yet I know not; but they shall

The terrors of the earth. You think I’ll weep;
No, I’ll not weep:—
I have full cause of weeping; but this heart

Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws

Or ere I’ll weep.—0 fool, I shall go mad!
[Exeunt Lear, Gloster, Kent, and Fool.

Storm heard at a distance.

Corn. Let us withdraw; ’twill be a storm.

Reg. This house is little: the old man and
his people

Cannot be well bestow’d. [from rest,

Gon. ’Tis his own blame; hath put himself

And must needs taste his folly. [gladly,

Reg. For his particular, I’ll receive him
But not one follower.

Gon. So am I purpos’d.

Where is my lord of Gloster? [turn’d.

Corn. Follow’d the old man forth:—he is re-

Re-enter Gloster.

Glo. The king is in high rage.

Corn. Whither is he going?

Glo. He calls to horse; but will I know not

whither. [himself.

Corn. ’Tis best to give him way; he leads

Gon, My lord, entreat him by no means to

stay. [winds.

Glo. Alack, the night comes on, andjthe high

Do sorely ruffle; for many miles about
There’s scarce a bush.
Reg. 0, sir, to wilful men

The injuries that they themselves procure

Must be their schoolmasters. Shut up your
doors:

He is attended with a desperate tram;

And what they may incense him to, being apt

To have his ear abus’d, wisdom bids fear.

Com, Shut up your doors, my lord; ’tis a
wild night:

My Regan counsels well: come out 0’ the storm.
[Exeunt.

ACT m.

Scene I.—A Heath.

A storm, with thunder and lightning. Enter
Kent and a Gentleman, meeting.

Kent, who’s there, besides foul weather?
Gent. One mdaded like the weather, most

unquietly.
Kent I know you. Where’s the king?
Gent Contending with the fretful elements;

Bids the wind blow the earth into the set,

KH

Or swell the curled waters ’bove the main.
That things might change or cease; tears his

white hair,

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage,
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of;

Staves in his little world of,man to out-scom
The to-and-fro conflicting wind and rain.

This night, wherein the cuh-drawn bear would
couch.

The lion and the belly-pinched wolf
Keep their fur d:^, unbonneted he runs,
And bids what wiU take all.

Kent But who is with him?
Gent None but the fool; who labours to

out-jest

His heart-struck injuries.

Kent ’ Sir, I do know you;
And dare, upon the warrant of my note,
Commend a dear thing to you. There is di-

vision,

Although as yet the face of it be cover’d
With mutual cunning, ’twist Albany and Corn-

wall; [stars

Who have,—as who have not, that their great
Throne and set high?—servants who seem no

less,

Which are to France the spies and speculations
Intelligent of our state; what hath been seen.
Either in snufls and packings of the dukes;
Or the hard rein which both of them have borne
Against the old kind king; or something deeper.
Whereof perchance these are but furnishings;

—

But true it is, from France there comes a power
Into this scatter’d kingdom; who already,
Wise in our negligence, have secret feet

In some of our best ports, and are at point
To show their open banner.—Now to you:
If on my credit you dare bmld so far

To make your speed to Dover, you shall find
Some that will thank you matong just report
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow
The king hath cause to plain.

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding;
And from some knowledge and assurance offer

This oflGlce to you.
Gent I will talk further with you.
Kent No, do not.

For confirmation that I am much more
Than my out wall, open this purse, and take
What it contains. If you shall see Cordelia,—
As fear not hut you shah,—show her this ring;

And she will tell you who your feUow is

That yet you do not know. Fie on this storml
I will go seek the king, [to say?
Gent Give me your hand: have you no more
Kent Few words, but, to effect, more than

all yet,— [your pain
That when we have found the king,—in wMch
That way, I’ll this,—he that first hghts on him
HoOa the other, [Exeunt severally/.

Scene II.—Another part of the Heath.
Storm continues.

Enter Lear and Fool.

Lear. Blow, winds, and crack your cheeksi
rage! blow!

You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout
Till you have drench’d our steeples, drown’d

the cocks!
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You sulphtuious and thought-executing fires,

Vaunt cotttieis of oak-clea'viiig thunderbolts,

Singe my white headi And thou, all-shaMug
thunder,

Strike flat the thick rotundity 0* the worldl

Crack nature’s mi^ulds, all gennens spill at

once,

That make ingrateful man!
Fool. 0 nuncle, court holy water in a dry

house IS better than this ram-water out 0’ door.

Good nuncle, in; ask thy daughters’ blessing:

here’s a night pities neither wise men nor fools,

Lear. JRumble thy bellyful! Spit, fire!

spout, rain!

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, aremy daughters;

I tax not you, you elements, with unMndness;
I never gave you kingdom, call’d you children;

You owe me no subscription: then let fall

Your horrible pleasure; here I stand, your
slave,

A poor, infirm, weak, and despis’d old man:—
But yet I call you servile ministers,

That will with two pernicious daughters join

Your high-engender’d battles ’gainst a head
So old and white as this. 0! 0! tis foul! ’

Fool. He that has a house to put’s head in

has a good head-piece.
The cod-piece that will house

Before the head has any,
The head and he shall louse;

So beggars marry many.
The man that makes his toe

What he his heart should make
Shall of a com cry woe,
And turn his sleep to wake.

—for there was never yet fair woman but she

made mouths m a glass.

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all pa-

tience; I will say nothing.

Enter Kent.

KeMt Who’s there’

Fool. Marry, here’s grace and a cod-piece;

that’s a wise man and a fool. [love night

Kent. Alas, sir, are you here? things ttiat

Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark,

And make them keep their caves: smce I was
man,

Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thun-
der,

Such groans of roanng wind and rain I never
Remember to have heard: man’s nature cannot

carry

The afl^ction nor the fear.

Lear. Let the great gods,
That keep this dreadful pother o’er our heads,
Rind out their enemies now. Tremble, thou

wretch,
That hast within thee undivulged crimes,
Unwhipp’d of justice: hide thee, thou bloody

hand;
Thou perjur’d, and thou simular of virtue
That art incestuous: caitiff, to pieces shake,
That under covert and convenient seeming
Hast practis’d on man’s life: close pent-up

guilts.

Rive your concealing continents, and cry
These dreadful summoners grace.—I am a man
More sinn’d against than sinning.

Kent. Alack, bare-headed!
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel;
Some friendship will it lend you ’gainst the

tempest:

Repose you there, while I to this hard house,—
More harder than the stones whereof ’tis rais’d;

WWch even but now, demanding after you,
Demed me to come in,—return, and force

Their scanted courtesy.

Lear. My wits begin to turn.—
Come on, my boy: how dost, my boy? art cold?

[fellow?

I am cold myself.—^Where is this straw, my
The art of our necessities is strange,

That can make vile tbrngs precious. Come,
your hovel.— [heart

Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my
That’s sorry yet for thee.

Fool. He that has and a little tiny wit,— [Siwgrinfl'.

With, heigh, ho, the wind and the ram,—
Must make content with his fortunes fit,

Though the ram it raineth every day,

Lear. True, boy.—Come, bring us to this

hovel. [Exeunt Lear and Kent.
Fool. This IS a brave night to cool a courte-

zan.

—

I’ll speak a prophecy ere I go:—
When pnests are more in word than matter;
When brewers mar their malt with water;
When nobles are their tailors’ tutors;

No heretics burn’d, but wenches’ suitors;

When every case m law is right;

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight;
When slanders do not hve m tongues;
Nor cutpurses come not to throngs;

When userers tell their gold 1 ’ the field;

And bawds and whores do churches build;—
Then shall the realm of Albion
Come to great confusion:

Then comes the time, who lives to see’t,

That going shall be us’d with feet.

This prophecy Merlin shall make; for I liVe

before his time.

Scene HI,—A Room in Gloster’s Castle.

Enter Gloster and Edmund.

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this

unnatural deahng. When I desired their leave

that I might pity him, they took from me the
use of mine own house; charged me, on pam
of perpetual displeasure, neither to speak of

him, entreat for him, nor any way sustain him.
Edm. Most savage and unnatural!
Glo. Go to; say you nothing. There is

division between the dukes; and a worse mat-
ter than that: I have received a letter this

mght;—^’tis dangerous to be spoken;- 1 have
locked the letter in my closet: these injuries

the king now bears will be revenged home;
there is part of a power already footed; we
must incline to the Mng. I will seek him, and
pnvily reheve him; go you and maintain talk

with the duke, that my dhanty be not of him
perceived: if he ask for me, I am ill, and gone
to bed. If I die for it, as no less is threatened
me, the king my old master must be relieved.

There is strange things toward, Edmund; pray
you, be careful. [Exit
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Edm. Tius courtesy, forbid thee, shall the
duke *

Instantly know; and of that letter too:

—

This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me
That which my father loses,—no less than all:

The younger nses when the old doth fall.

[EidL

Scene IV.—A part of the Heath with a Hovel.
Storm continues.

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

Kent. Here is the place, my lord; good my
lord, enter:

The tyranny of the open night’s too rough
For nature to endure.

Lear. Let me alone.

Kent. Good my lord, enter here.

Lear. Wilt break my heart?
Kent. I had rather break mine own. Good

ray lord, enter. [tentious storm
Lear. Thou think’st ’tis much that this con-

Invades us to the skin: so 'tis to thee

But where the greater malady is fix’d, [bear;

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou’dst shun a
But if thy flight lay toward the roaring sea,

Thou’dst meet the bear i’ the mouth. When
the mind’s free

The body’s dehcate: the tempest in my mind
Doth from my senses take all feeling else

Save what beats there.—Filial ingratitudel

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand
For lifting food to’t?—But I will punish home;

—

No, I will weep no more.—In Such a mght
To shut me out!—Pour on; I will endure:

—

In such a night as this! 0 Regan, Gonenll—
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave

all,—

0, that way madness lies; let me shun that;

No more of that.

Kent. Good my lord, enter here.

Lear. Pr’ythee, go in thyself; seek thine

own ease;

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder
On things would hurt me more.—But I’ll go

in.— [poverty,

—

In, boy; go first \ to the Foolj.—You houseless
Nay, get thee in. I’ll pray, and then I’ll

sleep.— [Fool goes m.
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are,

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm,

How shall your houseless heads and unfed
sides, [you

Your loop’d and window’d raggedness, defend
From seasons such as these? 0, I have ta’en

Too little care of this! Take physic, pomp;
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel,

That thou mayst shake the superflux to them,
And show the heavens more just.

Edg. fWi7hm.l Fathom and half, fathom
and half! Poor Tom!

[The Fool runs out from the hovel.

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here’s a
spirit.

Help me, help mel
Kent Give me thy hand.—-Who’s there?
Foot A spirit, a spirit: he says Ms name’s

poor Toou [F the straw?
Kent what irt thou that dost grumble there

Come forth.

Enter Edgar, disguised as a madman.

Edg. Awayl the foul fiend follows mel—
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold

wind.

—

Hum! go to thy cold bed and warm thee.
Lear. Didst thou give all to thy daugditers?

And art thou come to thus?

Edg. Who gives anything to poor Tom?
whom the foul fiend hath led through fire and
through flame, through ford and whirlpool, o'er

bog and quagmire; that hath laid knives under
his pillow, and halters in his pew; set ratsbane
by his porridge; made him proud of heart, to

ride on a bay trotfing-horse over four-inched
bridges, to course Ms own shadow for a traitor.

—Bless thy five wits!—Tom’s a-cold.—0, do
de, do de, do de.—Bless thee from wMrlwinds,
star-blasting, and taking! Do poor Tom some
chanty, whom the foul fiend vexes:—there
could I have Mm now,—and there,—and there,
—and there again, and there.

[Sform continues.
Lear. What, have Ms daughters brought him

to tMs pass?— ~ [’em all?

Couldst thou save nothing? Didst thou give
Fool. Hay, he reserved a blanket, else we

had been all shamed.
Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendu-

lous air [daughters!
Hang fated o’er men’s faults light on thy

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir.

Lear. Death, traitor! notMng could have
subdu’d nature

To such a lowness but Ms unkind daughters.—
Is it the fasMon that discarded fathers
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh?

Judicious punishment! ’twas this flesh begot
Those pelican daughters.

Edg. Pilhcock sat on Pillicock-Mll:—
Halloo, halloo, loo loo!

Fool. TMs cold mght will turn us all to fools

and madmen.
Edg. Take heed o’ the foul fiend ; obey thy

parents; keep thy word justly; swear not;

commit not with maws sworn spouse; set not
thy sweet heart on proud array. Tom’s a-cold.

Lear. What hast thou been?
Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and

mind; that curled my hair; wore gloves in my
cap; served the lust of my mistress’s heart, and
did the act of darkness with her; swore as
many oaths as I spake words, and broke them
m the sweet face of heaven; one that slept in

the contnving of lust, and waked to do it;

wine loved I deeply, dice dearly; and in women
out-pararaoured the Turk: false of heart, light

of ear, bloody of hand; hog m sloth, fox in

stealth, wolf m greediness, dog m madness,
hon in prey. Let not the creaking of shoes nor
the rustling of silks betray thy poor heart to

woman: keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand
out of plackets, thy pen from lenders’ books,
and defy the foul fiend.—Still through the

hawthorn blows the cold wind: says suum,
mua, nonny. DolpMn my boy, boy, sessal

lot Mm trot by. [Storm still continues.

Lear. Why, thou wert better in thy grave

tiian to answer with thy uncoveied body this

extremity of the skies.—Is man no more than
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this? Consider Mm well. Thott owest the
worm no silk, the beast no hide, the sheep no
wool, the cat no perfume---HaI here’s three

on’s are sopMsticated'—Thou art the tMng
itself: unaccommodated man is no more but
such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou art.

—

Off, off, you lendings!—Come, unbutton here.

[Tearing off his clothes.

Fool. Pr’ythee, nuncle, be contented; ’tis a
naughty night to swim in.—Now a httle fire in

a wild field were like an old lecher’s heart,—^a

small spark, all the rest on’s body cold.—
Look, here comes a walking fire.

Edg. TMs is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet:

he begins at curfew, and walks till the first

cock; he gives the web and the pin, squints

the eye, and makes the hare-hp; mildews the

wMte wheat, and hurts the poor creature of

earth.

Swithold footed thrice the old;

He met the nightmare and her nine-fold;

Bid her ahght,
And her troth plight,

And aroint thee, witch, aroint thee I

Kent. How fares your grace?

Enter Gloster with a torch,

Lear. What’s he?
Kent. Who’s there? What is’t you seek?

Glo. What are you there? Your names?
Edg. Poor Tom; that eats the swimming

frog, the toad, the tad-pole, the waU-newt, and
the water; that in the fury of Ms heart, when
the foul fiend rages, eats cow-dung for sallets;

swallows the old rat and the ditch-dog; drinks

the green mantle of the standing pool; who is

wMpped from tithing to titMng, and stocked,

punished, and imprisoned; who hath had three

suits to Ms bach, six sMrts to Ms body, horse
to ride, and weapon to wear;

—

But mice and rats, and such small deer,

Have been Tom’s food for seven long year.

Beware my follower.—Peace, SmuUrin; peace,
thou fiend! [pany?

Glo.' What, hath your grace no better com-
Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman:

Mpdo he’s called, and Mahu- fso vile

Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown
That it doth hate what gets it.

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold.

Glo. Go in with me: my duty cannot suffer

To obey in all your daughters’ hard commands:
Though their mjunction be to bar my doors.
And let tMs tyrannous night take hold upon you.
Yet have I ventur’d to come seek you out,

And bnng you where both fire and food is

ready.

Lear. First let me talk with tMs pMloso-
pher.—

What is the cause of thunder?
Kent Good my lord, take Ms offer;

Go into the house. [Theban.—
Lear. I’ll talk a word with tMs same learned

What is your study? " [vermin.
Edg. How to prevent the fiend and to kill

Lear. Let me ask you one word in private.

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my
lord;

His wits begin to unsettle.
Glo. Canst thou blame Mm?

His daughters seek Ms death:—ah, that good
Kent!

—

He said it would be thus,—poor, banish’d
man!— [friend.

Thou say’st the king grows mad; I’ll tell thee,
I am almost mad myself: I had a son, [life

Now outlaw’d from my blood; he sought my
But lately, very late: I lov’d Mm, fnend,—
No father Ms son dearer: true to tell thee,

[S/orm continues.
The grief hath craz’d my wits.—What a night’s

tMs!

—

I do beseech your grace,

—

Lear. 0, cry you mercy, sir.

—

Noble philosopher, your company.
Edg. Tom’s a-cold. [thee warm.
Glo. In, fellow, there, into the hovel: keep
Lear. Come, let’s in all.

Kent. TMs way, my lord.

Lear. With him;
I will keep still with my pMlosopher.
Kent. Good my lord, soothe Mm; let him

take the fellow.

Glo. Take Mm you on.

Kent. Sirrah, come on; go along with us.

Lear. Come, good Athenian.
Glo. No words, no words:

Hush.
Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came,

His word was still,—Fie, foh, and fum,
I smell the blood of a Bntish man.

[Exeunt

Scene V.—A Room in Gloster’s Castle.

Enter Cornwall and Edmund.

Com. I will have my revenge ere I depart
Ms house.

Edm, How my lord, I may be censured,
that nature thus gives way to loyalty, something
fears me to tMnk of.

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether
your brother’s evil disposition made Mm seek
Ms death; but a provoking merit, set a-work
by a reprovable badness in Mmself.
Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I

must repent to be just! TMs is the letter he
spoke of, wMch approves Mm an intelligent

parly to the advantages of France. 0 heavens!
that tMs treason were not, or not I the de-
tector!

Corn. Go with me to the duchess.
Edm. If the matter of this paper be certaitt,

you have mighty business in hand.
Corn. True or false, it hath made thee earl

of Gloster, Seek out where thy father is, that
he may be ready for our apprehension.
Edm. [Asidfe.] If I find Mm comforting the

king, it will stuff Ms suspicion more fully.—I
will persevere in my course of loyalty, though
the conflict he sore between that and my blood.

Com. I Will lay trust upon thee; and thou
Shalt find a dearer father in my love. fExewnt.

Scene VI.—A Chamber in a Farm'-kome
adjoining the Castle.

Enter Gloster, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edcar.

Glo, Here is better than the open air; take

it thankfully. I will piece out the comfort with
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what addition I can: I will not be long from
you.
Kent All the power of his wits have given

way to his impatience:—the gods reward your

kindness! [Exit Gloster.
Mg. Frateretto calls me; and tells me Nero

is an angler in the lake of darkness.-—Pray,

innocent, and beware the foul fiend.

Fool. Pr’ythee, nuncle, tell me whether a
madman be a gentleman or a yeoman?

Lear. A king, a king!

Fool. No; he’s a yeoman that has a gentle-

man to his son; for he’s a mad yeoman that

sees his son a gentleman before him. [spits

Lewr. To have a thousand with red burning

Come hissing m upon ’em,

—

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back.

Fool. He’s mad that trusts in the tameness
of a wolf, a horse’s health, a boy’s love, or a
whore’s oath. [straight.—

Lear. It shall be done; I will arraign them
Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer;

—

[To Edgar.
Thou, sapient sir, sit here [To the Fool].—Now,

you she-foxesi

—

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares!

—

Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam?
Come o’er the bourn, Bessy, to me,

—

Fool. Her boat hath a leak,

And she must not speak
Why she dares not come over to thee.

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the
voice ofamghtingale. Hopdance cries inTom’s
belly for two wifite herring. Croak not, black
angel; I have no food for thee. [amaz’d:
Kent. How do you, sir? Stand you not so

Win you he down and rest upon the cushions?
Lear. I’ll see their trial first.—Bring in the

evidence.—
Thou robed man of justice, take thy place;

—

[To Edgar.
And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity,

[ To the Pool.

Bench by Ms side: —you are 0’ the commission,
Sit you too. [To Kent.
Edg. Let us deal Justly.

Sleepest or wakest thou, jolly shepherd?
Thy sheep be in the corn;

And for one blast of thy mimldn mouth
Thy sheep shall take no harm.

Pur! the cat is gray.

Lem. Arraign her first; ’tis Gonoril. I here
take my oath before this honourable assembly,
she kicked the poor Mng her father.

Fool. Come hither, mistress. Is your name
Goneiil?

Lear. She cannot deny it. [stool.

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-

jtear. And here’s another, whose warp’d
looks proclaim [there!

What store her heart is made on.—Stop her
Arms, aimj, sword* fire!—Corruption m the

place
False justicer, why hast thou let her ’scape?
Edg. Bless thy five wits! (now
Kent O pityl—Sir, where is the patience

That you so oft have boasted to retain?

Edg. [Aside,] My tears begin to take his

part so much,
They’ll mar my counterfeiting.

Lear. The little dogs and all, [at nae.

Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart, see, they bark
Edg. Tom will throw Ms head at them.

—

Avaunt, you curs!

Be thy mouth or black or wMte,
Tooth that poisons if it bite;

Mastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim,
Hound or spaniel, brach or lym.
Or bobtail tike or trundle-tail,

—

Tom will make them weep and wail:

For, with throwing thus my head,
Bogs leap the hatch, and all are fled.

Do, de, de, de. Sessa! Come, march to

wakes and fairs and market-towns.—Poor Tom,
thy horn is dry.

Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan; see
what breeds about her heart. Is there any
cause in nature that makes these hard hearts?—
[To Edgar.) You, sir, I entertain you for one
of my hundred; only J do not like the fasMon
of your garments: you will say they are Per-
sian; but let them be changed. [awhile.

Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here and rest

Lear. Make no noise, make no noise; draw
the curtains:

So, so. We’ll go to supper i’ the mormng.
Fool. And I’ll go to bed at noon.

Re-enter Gloster.

Glo. Come hither, fnend: where is the king
my master? [wits are gone.

Kent Here, sir; but trouble him not,—his
Glo. Good friend, I pr'ythee, take him in

tliy arms;
I have o’erheard a plot of death upon him:
There is a litter ready; layMm in’t,

And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou
Shalt meet [master:

Both welcome and protection. Take up thy
If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life,

With thine, and all that offer to defend him,
Stand m assured loss: take up, take up;
And follow me, that will to some provision

Give thee quick conduct.

Kent. Oppress’d nature sleeps:—
This rest might yet have balm’d thy broken

sinews.

Which, if convenience will not allow

Stand in hard cure.—Come, help to bear thy
master;

Thou must not stay behind. [To the Fool.

Glo. Come, come, away.
[Exeunt Kent, Gloster, and the Fool,

bearing of Lear.
Edg. When we our betters see bearing our

woes,
We scarcely think our miseries our foes.

T^ho alone suffers, suffers most i’ the mipd,
Leaving free things and happy shows behind:

But then the mind much sufferance doth o’er-

slup

When grief hath mates and bearing fellowsHp.

How light and portable my pain seems now,
When that which makes me bend makes the

king bow;
He t.mlded as I father’d!—Tom, away!
Mark the high noises; and thyself bewray,
When false opinion, whose wrong thought

defiles thee,

la thy just proof repeals and reconciles thee.
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What -will hap more to-night, safe ^scape the

kmgl
Lurk, lurk. [Exit.

Scene VII.-~A Room in Gixjster’s Castle.

Enter Cornwell, Regan, Gonerdl,
Edmund, and Servants.

Com. Post speedily to my lord your hus-

band; show hhtn this letter;—the army of

France is landed.—Seek out the traitor Gloster.

[Exeunt some of the Servants.

Reff. Hang him instantly.

Gon. Pluck out his eyes.

Com. Leave him to my displeasure.—Ed-
mund, keep you our sister company: the re-

venges we are bound to take upon your traitor-

ous father are not fit for your beholding. Advise

duke, where you are going, to a most
festinate preparation: we are bound to the Kke.

Our posts shall be swift and intelligent betwixt

us. Farewell, dear sister:-r-Farewell, my lord

of Gloster.

Enter Oswald.

How now I where’s the king? [hence:

Osw. My lord of Gloster hath convey’d him
Some five or six and thirty of his kmghts.
Hot Questrists after him, met him at gate;

Who, with some other of the lord’s dependents.

Are gone with him toward Dover; where they
boast

To have well-armed fnends.
Com. Get horses for your mistress.

Gon. Farewell, sweet lord and sister.

Corn, Edmund, farewell.

[Exeunt Gon., Edm., and Osw.
Go seek the traitor Gloster,

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us.

[Exeunt other Servants.

Though well we may not pass upon his hfe

Wiftout the form of justice, yet our power
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men
May blame, but not control.—Who’s there?

the traitor?

Re-enter Servants, with Gloster.

Reg. In^ateful fox! ’tis he.

Com. Bind fast his corky arms.
Glo. What mean your graces?—Good my

friends, consider
You are my guests: do me no foul play, friends.

Corn. Bind him, I say. [Servants bind him.
Reg. Hard, hard.—0 filthy traitorl

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are, I’m none.
Corn. To this chair bind him.—Villain, thou

shalt find,—[Regan plucks his beard.

Glo. By the Idnd gods, ’tis most ignobly done
To pluck me by the beard.
Reg. So white, and such a traitorl

Glo. Naughty lady.
These hairs which thou dost ravish from my

chin
Will quicken, and accuse thee: I am your host:

With robbers’ hands my hospitable favours
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do?
Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you late

from France? [tmth.
Reg. Be simple-answer’d, for We jknow the

[Acrm.

Com. And what confederacy have you with
the traitors

Late footed in the kingdom? [lunatic king?
Reg. To whose hands have you sent the

Speak.
Glo. I have a letter guessingly set down,

Which came from one that’s of a neutral heart,

And not from one oppos’d.

Corni Cunning.
Reg. And false.

Corn. Where hast thou sent the king?

Glo. To Dover.
Reg. Wherefore to Dover? West thou not

charg’d at peril,

—

Corn. Wherefore to Dover? Let him answer
that. [the course.

Glo. I am tied to the stake, and 1 must stand
Reg. Wherefore to Dover?
Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails

Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce sister

In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs.

The sea, which such a storm as his bare head
Jn hell-black night endur’d, would have buoy’d

up,

And quench’d the stelled fires: yet, poor old
heart,

He holp the heavens to rain.

If wolves had at thy gate howl’d that stern
time [the key,

Thou shouldst have said, Good porter, turn
All cruels else subscnb’d:—^but I shall see
The winged vengeance overtake such children.

Corn. See’t shalt thou never.—Fellows,
hold the chair.—

Upon these eyes of thine I’ll set my foot.

[Gloster is held down in his chair,

while Cornwall plucks out one
of kis eyes and sets his foot on it.

Glo. He that will think to live till he be old

Give me some help!—0 cruel!—0 you gods!
Reg. One side will mock another; the other

too.

Corn. If you see vengeance,—
1 Serv. Hold your hand, my lord:

I have serv’d you ever since I was a child;

But better service have I never done you
Than now to bid you hold.

Reg. How now, you dog!
1 Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your

chin, [mean?
I’d shake it on this quarrel. What do you

Corn. My villain! [Drams, and runs at him.
1 Serv. Nay, then, come on, and take the

chance of anger.
[El^raws. They fight Corn, is wounded

Reg. Give me thy sword [to another Servant,]

—A peasant stand up thus!
[Snatches asword, comes behind^ andstabs him.

j Serv. 0, I am slain! —My lord, you have
one eye left

To see some mischief on them.—0! [Dies.

Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it.—Out,
vile jelly!

Where is thy lustre now?
[Years out Glostkr’s other eye, and

throws it on the ground.
Glo. All dark and comfortless, - -Where’s

my son Edmund?
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature.
To quit this horrid act.
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Out, treacherous villaml

Thou call’st on him that hates thee: it was he

That made the overture of thy treasons to us;

Who is too good to pity thee,

Glo. 0 my follies 1

Then Edgar was abus’d,—
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper himl

Reg, Go thrust Mm out at gates, and let him
smell [look you?

His way to Dover.—How is’t, my lord? How
Com, I have receiv’d a hurt:—follow me,

lady,—
Turn out that eyeless villain;—throw this slave

Upon the dunghill.—Regan, I bleed apace;

Untimely comes tMs hurt: give me your arm.

[Exit Cornwall, led hy Regan; Servants

unbind Gloster and lead him out
2 Serv, I’ll never care what wickedness I do

If this man come to good,

3 Serv, If she live long,

And in ^e end meet the old course of death.

Women wiU all turn monsters.

2 Serv, Let’s follow the old earl, and get

the Bedlam [ness

To lead him where he would; his roguish mad-
AUows itself to anything.

3 Serv, Go thou: I’ll fetch some flax and
wMtes of eggs

To apply to his bleedmg face. Now, heaven,

help him! [Exeunt severally.

ACT IV.

Scene l.—The Heath,

Enter Edgar.

Edg. Yet better thus, and known to be con-

temn’d,
Thau still contemn’d and flatter’d. To be

worst,

The lowest and most dejected thing of fortune,

Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear:

The lamentable change is from the best;

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then,

Thou unsubstantial air that I embrace 1

The wretch that thou hast blown unto the worst

Owes nothing to thy blasts.—But who comes
hero?

Enter Gloster, led by an Old Man.

My father, poorly led?—World, world, O
world! [thee,

But that thy strange mutations make us hate
Life would not yield to age.

Old Man, 0, my good lord, I have been
your tenant, and your father’s tenant, these
fourscore years, [gone:

Gto. Away, get thee away; good friend, he
Thy comforts can do me no good at all.

Thee they may hurt.

Old Man, You cannot see your way. [eyes;

Glo, I have no way, and therefore want no
I stumbled when 1 saw; full oft ’tis seen
Our means secure us, and our mere defects
Prove our commodifaes.—O dear son Edgar,
The food of thy abused father’s .wrath!

Might I but live to see thee in my touch,
I’d say I had eyes again!
Old Man, How now! Who’s there?

Edg.' [Asiltie.] 0 gods! Who is’t can say,
I am at the worst?

I am worse than e’er I was.
Old Man, *Tis poor mad Tom.
Edg, [Aside.] And worse I may be yet:

the worst is not
So long as we can say, This is the worst

Old Man. Fellow, where goest?
Glo. Is it a beggar-man?
Old Man. Madman and beggar too.

Glo. He has some reasons, else he could not
beg.

F the last mght’s storm I such a fellow saw;
Which made me think a man a worm: my son
Came then into my mind; and yet my mind
Was then scarce friends with Mm: I have

heard more since.

As flies to wanton boys are we to the gods,

—

They kill us for their sport.

Edg. [Aside.] How should this be?

—

Bad as the trade that must play fool to sorrow,
Angering itself and others.—Bless thee, master!

Glo. Is that the naked fellow?
0/d Man. Ay, my lord.

Glo. Then, pr’ythee, get thee gone: if, for

my sake,

Thou wilt o’ertake us, hence a mile or twain,

I’ the way toward Dover, do it for ancient love;

And bring some covering for this naked soul.

Which I’U entreat to lead me.
Old Man. Alack, sir, he is mad.
Glo. ’Tis the times’ plague when madmen

lead the blind.

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure;
Above the rest, be gone. [I have,
Old Man. I’ll bringMm the best 'parel that

Come on’t what will. [Exit.

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow,—
Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold.—[Aside ] I can-

not daub it further.

Glo. Come Mther, fellow.

Edg. [Aside.] And yet I must.—Bless thy
sweet eyes, they bleed,

Glo. Know’st thou the way to Dover?
Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and

footpath. Poor Tom hath been scared out of

Ms good wits:—bless thee, good man’s son, from
the foul fiend!—five fiends have been in poor
Tom at once; of lust, as Obidtcut, Hobbidi-
dance, prince of dumbness; Mahu^ of stealing;

Afodo, of murder; Elibbertigibbet, of mopping
and mowing,—who since possesses chamber-
maids and waiting-women. So, bless thee,
master!

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the
heavens’ plagues [wretched

Have humbled to all strokes: that 1 am
Makes thee the happier;—heavens, deal so still!

Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man,
That slaves your ordinance, that will not see
Because he doth not feel, feel your power

quickly;

So distribution should undo excess, [Dover?
And each man have enough.—Dost thou know
Edg. Ay, master. [head

Glo, There is a cliff whose high and bending
Looks fearfully in the confined deep:
Bring me but to the very brim of it,

And I’E repair the misery thou dost bear
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With something rich about me. from that place

I shall no leadmg need.

Edg. Give me thy arm:
Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt,

Scene 11,—Before the Duke of Albany s
Palace.

Enter Gonerh. and Edmund; Oswald
meeting them.

Con. Welcome, my lord; I marvel our mild

husband [master?

Not met us on the way.—Now, where’s your

Osw. Madam, within; but never man so

chang’d.

I told him of the army hat was landed;

He smil’d at it: I told him you were coming;

His answer was, The worse: of Gloster’s

treachery,

And of the loyal service of his son.

When I enform’d him, then he call’d me sot,

And told me I had turn’d the wrong side out:

—

What most he should dishke seems pleasant to

him;
What like offensive.

Gon. Then shall you go no further.

[To Edmund.
It is the cowish terror of his spirit,

That dares not undertake: he’ll not feel wrongs,

Which tie him to an answer. Our wishes on
the way [brother;

May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my
Hasten his musters and conduct his powers:

I must change arms at home, and give the

distaff

Into my husband’s hands. This trusty servant

Shall pass between us: ere long you are like to
|

hear, '

If you dare venture in your own behalf,

A mistress’s command. Wear this; spare

speech; [Giving a favour.

Decline your head: this kiss, if it durst speak,

Would stretch thy spints up into the air:

—

Conceive, and fare thee well.

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death.

Gon. My most dear Gloster.

[Exit Edmund.
0, the difference of man and man!
To thee a woman’s services are due:
My fool usurps my body.
Osw. Madam, here comes my lord.

[Exit

Enter Albany.

Gon. I have been worth the whistle.

Alb. 0 Gonenl!
You are not worth the dust which the rude wind
Blows in your face. I fear your disposition:

That nature which contemns its origin

Cannot be border’d certain in itself;

She that herself will silver and disbranch
From her matenal sap, perforce must wither
And come to deadly use.
Gon. No more; the text is foolish.

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem
vile: [done?

Filths savour but themselves. What have you
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform’d?
A father, and a gracious aged man.
Whose reverence the head-Iugg’d bear would"

lick, [madded.
Most barbarous, most degenerate! have you
Could my good brother suffer you to do it?

A man, a prince, by him so benefited!

If that the heavens do not their visible spirits

Send qmckly down to tame these vile offences,

It will come,
Humanity must perforce prey on itself,

Like monsters of the deep.

Gon. Milk-liver’d man!
That bear’st a cheek for blows, a head for

wrongs;
Who hast not m thy brows an eye discerning

Thine honour from thy suffering; that not
know’st

Fools do those villains pity who are pumsh’d
Ere they have done their mischief. Where’s

thy drum?
France spreads his banners in our noiseless

land;

With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats;

Whiles thou, a moral fool, sitt’st still, and criest,

Mack, why does he so?

Alb. See thyself, devil!

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend

So horrid is m woman.
Gon. O vain fool!

Alb. Thou changed and self-cover’d thing,

for shame,
Be-monster not thy feature. W ere’t my fitness

To let these hands obey my blood.

They are apt enough to dislocate and tear

Thy flesh and bones*—howe’er thou art a fiend,

A woman’s shape doth shield thee.

Gon. Marry, your manhood now!

Enter a Messenger.

Alb. What new’s? [wall’s dead;
Mess. 0, my good lord, the Duke of Com-

Slain by his servant, going to put out
The other eye of Gloster.

Alb. Gloster’s eyes!
Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill’d with

remorse,
Oppos’d against the act, bending his sword
To his great master; who, thereat enrag’d.

Flew on him, and amongst them fell’d him
dead; [since

But not without that harmful stroke which
Hath pluck’d him after.

Alb. This shows you are above.
You justicers, that these our nether crimes
So speedily can venge!—But, 0 poor Gloster!
Lost he his other eye?
Mess. Both, both, my lord.—

This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer;
’Tis from your sister.

Gon. [Aside.] One way I like this well;

But being widow, and my Gloster with her,
May all the building in my fancy pluck
Upon luy hateful hfe: another way
The news is not so tart.—FIl read, and

answer.
Alb. Where was Ms son when they did take

Ms eyes?
Mess. Come with my lady hither.

Alb. Ho is not here.
Mess. No, my good lord; I met Hm back

again.

Alb. Knows he the wickedness?
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Mess. Ay, my good lord, 'twas he inform’d
against him;

|
pumshment

And quit the house on purpose that their

Might have the freer course.

Alb. Gloster, I hve
To thank thee for the love thou show’dst the

king, {friend*

And to revenge thine eyes.—Come hither.

Tell me what more thou knowest. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—The French Camp near Dover.

Enter Kent and a Gentleman.

Kent Why the King of France is so sud-
denly gone back know you the reason?

Gent Something he left imperfect in the
state, which since his coming forth is thought
of; which imports to the kingdom so much
fear and danger that his personal return was
most required and necessary.

Kent Who hath he left behind him general?
Gent, The Mareschal of France, Monsieur la

Far.

Kent Did your letters pierce the queen to

any demonstration of grief? [ray presence;
Gent Ay, sir; she took them, read them in

And now and then an ample tear trill’d down
Her deUcate cheek, it seem’d she was a queen
Over her passion; who, most rebel-like,

Sought to be king o'er her.

Kent 0, then it mov’d her.

Gent. Not to a rage: patience and sorrow
strove [seen

Who should express her goodliest. You have
Sunshine and ram at once: her smiles and tears

Were hke a better day; those happy smilets

That play’d on her ripe lip seem’d not to know
What guests were in her eyes; which parted

thence [sorrow
As pearls from diamonds dropp’d. --In brief,

Would be a rarity most belov’d if all

Could so become it,

Kent Made she no verbal question?
Gent Faith, once or twice she heav’d the

name of father
Pantingly forth, as if it press’d her heart;

Cned, Sisters! sisters! —Shame of ladies!

sisters! |i’ the night?

Kent! father! sisters' What, V the storm?
Lei pitg not be believed!- There she shook
The holy water from her heavenly eyes.

And clamour moisten’d: then away she started

To deal with grief alone,

Kent. It IS the stars,

The stars above us, govern our conditions;

Else one self mate and mate could not beget
Such different issues. You sjKike not with her

since?

Gent No.
Kent. Was this before the king return’d?

Gent No, since.

Kent Well, sir, the poor distressed Lear’s

i’ the town;
Who sometime, in Ms better tune, remembers
What we are come about, and by no means
Will yield to see his daughter,
Gent Why, good sir?

Kent A sovereipi shame ao elbows him; his

own unMndness, [her

That stripp’d her from his benediction, turn’d

To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights
To his dog-hearted daughters,—the.se things

sting

His nund so venomously that burmng shame
Detains him from Cordeha.

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman

'

Kent. Of Albany’s and Cornwall’s powers
you heard nof!*

Gent. ’Tis so they are a-foot.

Kent. Well, sir. I’ll bring you to our master
Lear,

And leave you to attend him. some dear cause
Will in concealment wrap me up awhile;
When I am known aright, you shall not grieve
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you,

go
Along with me. [Exeunt.

Scene IV —The French Camp. A Tent.

Enter Cordelia, Physician, and Soldiers.

Cor. Alack, ’tis he: why, he was met even
now

As mad as the vex’d sea, singing aloud,
Crown’d with rank fumiter and furrow weeds.
With harlocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-

flowers.

Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow
In our sustaining corn.—A century send forth;
Search every acre in the high-grown field,

And bnng'him to our eye. [Exit an Officer.]—
What can man’s wisdom

In the restoring his bereaved sense?
He that helps him take all my outward worth.
Phys There is means, madam;

Our foster-nurse of nature is repose,

The which he lacks, that to provoke m him
Are many simples operative, whose power
Will close the eye of anguish.

Cot. All bless’d secrets,

All you unpublish’d virtues of the earth,

Spring with my tears 1 be aidant and remediate
In the good man’s distress!— Seek, seek for

him;
Lest his ungovera’d'rage dissolve the hfe
That wants the means to lead it.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. News, madam;
The British powers are marching hitherward,

Cor. ’Tis known before; our preparation
stands

In expectation of them.—0 dear father,

It is thy business that I go about;
Therefore great France
My mourning and important tears hath pitied.

No blown ambition doth our arms incite,

But love, dear love, and our ag’d father’s

right:

Soon may I hear and see him! [Exeunt

Scene V.—A Room in Gloster’s Castle,

Enter Regan and Oswald.

Reg. But are my brother’s powers set forth?

Osw. Ay, madam.
Reg. Himself in person there?

Osw. Madam, with much ado:

Your sister is the better soldier, [at home?
Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord
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Osw. No, madam. [him?

Reg. WTiat might import my sister’s letter to

Osw. I know not, lady. [matter.

Reg. Faith, he is posted hence on serious

It was great ignorance, Gloster’s eyes being

out.

To let him live: where he arrives he moves
AH hearts against us: Edmund, I think, is gone,

In pity of his misery, to despatch

His nighted life; moreover, to descry

The strength o’ the enemy.
Osw. I must needs after him, madam, with

my letter. [with us;

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow; stay

The ways are dangerous.

Osw. I may not, madam:
My lady charg’d my duty in this business.

Reg. Why should she wnte to Edmund?
Might not you

Transport her purposes by word? Belike

Somethmg,—I know not what:—I’ll love thee

much—
Let me unseal the letter.

Osw. Madam, I had rather,-
Reg. 1 know your lady does not love her

husband;
1 am sure of that: and at her late being here

She gave strange eyehads and most speaking

looks [bosom.

To noble Edmund. I know you are of her
Osw. I, madam? [know’t:

Reg. I speak in understanding; you are, I

Therefore f do advise you, take this note:

My lord is dead; Edmund and 1 have talk’d;

And more convenient is he for my hand
Than for your lady’s.—You may gather more.
If you do find him, pray you, give him this;

And when your mistress hears thus much from
you,

I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her.

So, fare you well.

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor,

Preferment falls on him that cuts him off.

Osw. Would I could meet him, madam! I

should show
What party I do follow.

Reg. Fare thee well.

[Exeunt.

Scene VI.—The Country near Dover.

Enter Gloster and Edgar dressed like a
peasant.

Glo. When shall I come to the top of that
same hill? [labour.

Edg. You do climb up it now: look, how we
Glo. Methinks the ground is even.
Edg. Horrible steep.

Hark, do you hear the sea?
Glo. No, truly.

Edg. Why, then, your other senses grow
imperfect

By your eyes’ anguish.
Glo. So may it be indeed:

Methinks thy voice is alter’d; and thou speak’st
In better phrase and matter than thou didst.

Edg. You are much deceiv’d: in nothing
am I chang’d

But in my garments.
Glo. Methinks you’re better spoken.

LEAK [act IV.

Edg. Come on, sir; here’s the place:—stand
still.—How fearful

And dizzy ’tis to cast one’s eyes so low! [air

The crows and choughs that wing the midway
Show scarce so gross as beetles; half way down
Hangs one that gathers samphire,—dreadful

trade!

Methinks he seems no bigger than his head:
The fishermen that walk upon the beach
Appear like mice; and yond tall anchoring bark
Diminish’d to her cock; her cock a buoy
Almost too small for sight: the murmuring

surge,

That on the unnumber’d idle pebbles chafes.

Cannot be heard so high.—I’ll look no more;
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight

Topple down headlong.
Glo. Set me where you stand.
Edg. Give me your hand:—you are now

within a foot [moon
Of the extreme verge: for all beneath the
Would I not leap upright.

Clo. Let go my hand.
Here, fnend, ’s another purse; m it a jewel
Well worth a poor man’s taking; faines and

gods
Prosper it with thee! Go thou further off;

Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going.
Edg. Now, fare you weU, good sir.

[Seems to go.
Glo. With all my heart.
Edg. Why I do tnfle thus with his despair

Is done to cure it.

Glo. 0 you mighty gods!
This world I do renoimce, and in your sights

Shake patiently my great affliction off:

If I could bear it longer, and not fall

To quarrel with your great opposeless wills,

My snuff and loathed part of nature should
Bum itself out. If Edgar live, O bless him!

—

Now, fellow, fare thee well.

Edg. Gone, sir:—farewell,—
[Gloster leaps, and falls along.

And yet I know not how conceit may rob
The treasury of life, when life itself [thought,
Yieldjj to the theft: had he been where he
By this had thought been past.—AHve or dead?
Ho, you sir! fnend!—Hear you, sir! speak!
Thus might he pass indeed:—^yet he revives.

—

What are you, sir?

Glo. Away, and let me die.

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but gossamer,
feathers, air,

So many fathom down precipitating,

Thou’dst shiver’d like an egg; but thou dost
breathe; [art sound.

Hast heavy substance; bleed’st not; speak’st;
Ten masts at each make not the altitude
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell:

Thy life’s a miracle.—Speak yet again.

Glo. But have I fall’n, or no? [boum.
Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky

Look up a-height;—the shrill-gorg’d lark so far
Cannot be seen or heard: do but look up.

Glo. Alack, I have no eyes.—
Is wretchedness depriv’d that benefit, [fort,

To end itself by death? ’Twas yet some com-
When misery could beguile the tyrant’s rage
And frastrate his proud wiU.
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Give me your arm:

Up:”So,—How is’t? Feel you your legs?

You stand.

Glo, Too well, too well.
j

]£dg. This is above all strangeness.

'

Upon the crown o' the cliff what thing was that
j

Which parted from you?
|

Glo, A poor unfortunate beggar.
|

Edg» As I stood here below, methought his

eyes

Were two full moons; he had a thousand noses,

Homs whelk’d and wav'd like the emidged sea:

It was some fiend; therefore, thou happy father,

Think that the clearest gods, who make them
honours

Of men’s impossibilities, have preserv'd thee.

Glo, X do remember now: henceforth I'll

bear
Affliction till it do cry out itself, [speak of,

Enough, enough, and die. That thing you
I took it for a man; often 'twould say,

The fiend, the fiend: he led me to that place.

Edg, Bear free and patient thoughts.—But
who comes here?

Enter Lear, fantastically dressed up with
flowers.

The safer sense will ne'er accommodate
His master thus.

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coin-

ing; I am the king himself.

Edg. 0 thou side-piercing mghti
Lear. Nature’s above art in that respect.

—

There’s your press-money. That fellow handles
his bow hke a crow-keeper: draw me a
clothier's yard.—Look, look, a mouse! Peace,
peace;—this piece of toasted cheese will do't.

—There's my gauntlet; I’ll prove it on a
giant,—Bring up the brown bills.—0, well
flown, bhrdl—i' the clout, i’ the clout: hewgh!
—Give the word.
Edg. Sweet marjoram.
Lear. Pass.
Glo. I know that voice.

Lear. Hal Goneril, with a white beardl

—

They flattered me like a dog; and told me I

had white hairs in my beard ere the black ones
were there. To say ay and no to everything I

said!— and no, too, was no good divinity.

When the rain came to wet me once, and the
wind to make me chatter; when the thunder
would not peace at my bidding; there I found
'em, there I smelt 'em out- Go to, they are
not men 0’ their words: they told me I was
everything; 'fis a lie,—I am not ague-proof.

Glo. The trick of that voice I do well re-

member:
Is't not the Mng?

Lear. Ay, every inch a Mng;
When I do stare, see how the subject quakes,
I pardon that man’s life.—What was thy

cause?—
Adultery?—
Thou Shalt not die: die for idtdtery! No:
The wren goes to't, and the small ipldedfly
Hoes lecher in my sight.

Let copulation thrive; for Glostex’s bastard son
Was Mnder to his father than my daughters
Got 'tween the lawful sheets*
To't, luxury, pell-mell, for 1 lack soldiers#—

Behold yond simpering dame,
Whose face between her forks presages snow;
That ounces virtue, and does shake the head
To hear of pleasure’s name;

—

The fitchew nor the soiled horse goes to't

With a more notous appetite.
Down from the waist tiiey are centaurs,
Though women aU above:
But to the girdle do the gods inherit.

Beneath is all the fiends’; there's hell, there’s
darkness.

There is the sulphurous pit, burmng, scalding,
stench, consumption;—fie, fie, fie I pah, pah!
Give me an ounce of civit, good apothecary,
to sweeten my imagination: there’s money for
thee.

Glo. 0, let me Mss that hand! [tality.

Lear. Let me wipe it first; it smells of mor-
Glo. O ruin’d piece of naturel This great

world |me?
Shall so wear out to naught.—Dost thou know

Lear. 1 remember thine eyes well enough.
Dost thou squint at me? No, do thy worst,
bhnd Cupid; I’ll not love.—Read thou tins
challenge; mark but the penning of it. [one.

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see
Edg. I would not take this from report;—

it is.

And my heart breaks at it.

Lear. Read.
Glo. What, with the case of eyes?
Lear. 0, ho, are you there with me? No

eyes in your head nor no money in your purse?
Your eyes are in a heavy case, your purse in a
light: yet you see how this world goes.

Glo. I see it feelingly.

Lear. What, art mad? A man may see how
this world goes with no eyes. Look with thine
ears: see how yond justice rails upon yond
simple thief. Hark, in thine ear: change
places; and, handy-dandy, which is the justice,

which is the thief?—Thou hast seen a farmer’s
dog bark at a beggar?

Glo. Ay, sir.

Lear. And the creature run from the cur?
There thou mightest behold the great image of
authority: a dog’s obeyed in office,

—

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand!
Why dost thou lash that whore? Strip thine

own back;
Thou hotly lust’st to use her m that kind
For which thou whipp’st her. The userer

hangs the cozener.

Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear;
Robes and furr’d gowns hide all. Hate sin

with gold.

And the strong lance of justice hurtless brea%s;
Arm itm rags, a pigmy’s straw doth pierce it.

None does offend, none,—I say, none; PH
able 'em:

Take that of me, my friend, who have the power
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes;

And, like a scurvy poEtician, seem [now, now;
To see the things thou dost not.—Now, now,
PuU off my boots:—harder, harder:—so.

Edg. 0, matter and impertinency mix'd!

Reason in madness! [my eyes.

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take

I know thee well enough; thy name is GloSter:

Thou must be patient; we came crying hither:
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Thou know’st, the first time that we smell the

air

We wawl and cry.-—I will preach to thee: mark.
Glo. Alack, alack the dayl

Lear, When we are bom, we cry that we
are come [block:

—

To this great stage of fools—This’ a good
It were a delicate stratagem to shoe
A troop of horse with felt: I’ll put’t in proof;

And when I have stol’n upon these sons-in-law,

Then MU, MU, MU, MU, MU, MU!

Enter a Gentleman, loith Attendants.

Cent. 0, here he is: lay hand upon him,

—

Sir,

Your most dear daughter,— [even

tear. No rescue? What, a prisoner? I am
The natural fool of fortime.—Use me weU;
You shaU have ransom. Let me have sur-

geons;

I am cut to the brains.

Gent. You shaU have anything.

Lear. No seconds? aU myself?

Why, this would make a man a man of salt,

To use his eyes for garden water-pots,

Ay, and for laying Autumn’s dust,

Gent. Good sir,

—

Lear. I wiU die bravely, like a smug bride-

^oom. What!
I will be jovial: come, come; I am a Mng,
My masters, know you that

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you.
Lear. Then there’s life in’t. Nay, an you

get it, you shaU get it by running. Sa, sa, sa,

sa. [Exit running; Attendants follow.

Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest
wretch, [daughter,

Past speaMng of in a king!—Thou hast one
Who redeems nature from fiie general curse

Which twain have brought her to.

Edg. Hail, gentle sir.

Gent Sir, speed you: what’s your wiU?
Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle

toward? [that

Gent Most sure and vulgar: every one hears
WMch can distinguish sound.
Edg. But, by your favour,

How near’s the other army? [descry
Gent Near and on speedy foot; the main

Stands on the hourly thought.

Edg. I thank you, sir: that’s aU.

Gent Though that the queen on special

cause is here,
Her army is mov’d on.
Edg. I thank you, sir. [Exit Gent.
Glo. Your ever-gentle gods, take my breath

from me;
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again
To die before you please!
Mg. WeU pray you, father.
Glo. Now, good sir, what are you?
Edg. A most poor man, made tame by

fortune’s blows;
Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows,

pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand,
I’U lead you to some biding.

<?fo. Hearty thanks: i

The bounty and the bemson of heaven
To boot, and boot! i

Enter Oswald.

Osw. A proclaim’d prize! Most happy!
That eyeless head of thine was jSrst fram’d flesh

To raise my fortunes.—Thou old unhappy
traitor,

Briefly thyself remember:- -the sword is out
That must destroy thee.

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand
Put strength enough to it. [Edgar interposes.

Osw. Wherefore, bold peasant,
Dar’st thou support a pubhsh’d traitor? Hence;
Lest that the infection of his fortune take

Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. [’casion.

Edg. CMU not let go, zir, without vurther
Osw. Let go, slave, or thou diest!

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let

poor volfc pass. And chud ha’ been zwaggered
out of my Ufe, ’twould not ha’ been zo long as
’tis by a vortnight. Nay, come not near the
old man; keep out, che vor ye, or ise try

whether your costard dr my bat be the harder:
chiU be plain with you.

Osw. Out, dunghiUI
Edg. Chill pick your teeth, zir; come; no

matter vor your foms.
[They fight, and Edgar knocks him down.

Osw. Slave, thou hast slain met—villam,
take my purse:

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body; [me
And give the letters which thou find’st about
To Edmund Earl of Gloster; seek him out
Upon the British party:—0, untimely death!

[Dies.

Edq. I know thee well: a serviceable villain;

As duteous to the vices of thy mistress

As badness would desire.

Glo. What, is he dead?
Edg. Sit you down, father; rest you.

—

Let’s see these pockets: the letters that he
speaks of [sorry

May be my friends.—He’s dead; I am only
He had no other death’s-man.—Let us see:

—

Leave, gentle wax; and, maimers, blame us
not:

To know our enemies’ minds we’d rip their
hearts;

Their papers is more lawful.

[jRearis.] Let our reciprocal vows he remem-
bered. You have many 'opportunities to cut
him off: if your will want not, time and place
will befruitfully offered. There is nothing done
if he return the conquerer. then am I the priso-
ner, and his bed my gaol; from the loathed
warmth whereof deliver me, and supply the
place for your labour.

Your {wife, so I would say) affectionate ser-

vant Goneril.
O undistinguish'd space of woman’s will!

A plot upon her virtuous husband’s life;

And the exchange my brother!—Here, in the
sands,

Thee I’ll rake up, the post unsanettfied
Of murderous lechers: and in the mature time
With this ungracious paper strike the sight
Of the death-practis’d duke; for him Ms weU
That of thy death and business I can tell

[Exif Edgar, dragging out the body.
Glo. The king is mad; how stiff is my vile

sense,
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That It stand up, and have ingenious feeling

Of my huge sorrows! Better I were distract;

So should my thoughts be severed from my
gnefs,

And woes by wrong imaginations lose

The knowledge of themselves.
Re-enter Edgar.

Edg. Give me your hand:
[Drum afar off.

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum:
Come, father, I’ll bestow you with a fnend.

[Exeunt.

Scene VII.—A Tent in the^French Camp.
Lear on a bed asleep, soff music playing;

Physician, Gentleman, and others attending.

Enter Cordelia and Kent.

Cor. 0 thou good Kent, how shall I Hve
and work [too short,

To match thy goodness? My life will be
And every measure fail me. [paid.

Kent. To be acknowledg’d, madam, is o’er-

All my reports go with the modest truth;

Nor more nor clipp’d, but so.

Cor. Be better suited:

These weeds are memories of those worser
hours:

I pr’ythee, put them off.

Kent. Pardon, dear madam;
Yet to be known shortens my made intent:

My boon I make it that you know me not
Till time and I think meet.

Cor. Then be’t so, my good lord.—How
does the king? [To the Physician.

Phys. Madam, sleeps still.

Cor. 0 you kind gods,

Cure this great breach in his abused nature!

The untun’d and jarring senses, O, wind up
Of this child-changed father!

Phys. So please your majesty
That we may wake the king: he hath slept

long.
,

[proceed
Cor. Be govern’d by your knowledge, and

F the sway of your own will. Is he array’d?

Gent. Ay, madam; in the heaviness of sleep

We put fresh garments on him.
Phys, Be by, good madam, when we do

awake him;
I doubt not of his temperance.

Cor. Very well.

Phys. Please you, draw near,—Louder the
music there!

Cor. O my dear father! Restoration hang
Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kiss

Repair those violent harms that my two sisters

Have in thy reverence made I

Kent Kind and dear princess!

Cor. Had you not been their father, these

white flakes

Had challeng’d pity of them. Was this a face

To be oppos’d against the warring winds?
To stand against the deep dread bolted thunder?
In the most terrible and nimble stroke
Of quick, cross lightning? to watch,—-poor

perdu!—
With this tMn helm? Mine enemy’s dog,
Though he had bit me, should have stood that

night [father,

Against my fire; and wast thou fain, poor

To hovel thee with swine and rogues forlorn,

In short and musty straw? Alack, alack!
’Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once [him.
Had not concluded all.—^He wakes; speak to

Phys. Madam, do you; ’tis fittest.

Cor. How does my royal lord? How fares
your majesly? [the grave:

—

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out 0’

Thor art a soul in bliss, but I am bound
Upon a wheel of fixe, that mine own tears
Do scald like molten lead.

Cor. Sir, do you know me?
Lear. You are a spirit, I know; when did

you die?
Cor, Still, still far wide! [awhile.
Phys. He’s scarce awake: let Mm alone
Lear. Where have I been? Where am I?—

Fair daylight?— [pity

I am mightily abus’d.—I should e’en die with
To see another thus.—I know not what to

say.

—

I will not swear these are my hands:—diet’s see;
I feel this pm pnek. Would I were assur’d
Of my condition!

Cor. 0, look upon me, sir,

And hold your hands in benediction o’er me.

—

No, sir, you must not kneel.

Lear. Pray, do not mock me:
I am a very fooHsh fond old man, [less;

Fourscore and upward, not an hour more nor
And, to deal plainly,

I fear I am not in my perfect mind. [man;
Methinks I should know you, and know tMs
Yet I am doubtful; for I am mainly ignorant
What place this is, and all the skill I have
Remembers not these garments; nor I know

not
Where I did lodge last mght. Do not laugh

at me;
For, as I am a man, I think this lady
To be my child Cordeha.

Cor. And so I am, I am.
Lear. Be your tears wet? yes, faith. I pray,

weep not;

If you have poison for me I will drink it.

I Iraow you do not love me; for your sisters

Have, as I do remember, done me wrong:
You have some cause, they have not.

Cor. No cause, no cause.

Lear. Am I m France?
Kent. In your own kingdom, sir.

Lear. Do not abuse me.
Phys. Be comforted, good madam: the great

rage,

You see, is kill’d in him: and yet it is danger
To make him even o’er the time he has lost

Desire him to go in; trouble him no more
Till further settling.

Cor. Wili’t please your highness walk?
Lear. You must bear with me:

Pray you now, forget and forgive: I am old

and foolish.

[Exeunt Lear., Cor., Phys., and Attendants,

Cent Holds it true, sir, that the Duke of

Cornwall was so slain?

Kent Most certain, sir.

Gent Who is conductor of Ms people?

Kent As ’tis said, the bastard son of Gloster.

Gent They say Edgar, his banished son, is

with the Earl of Kent in Germany.
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Kent Report is changeable. ’Tis time to

look about; the powers of the kingdom ap-

proach apace.

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be bloody.

Fare you well, sir. [Exit.

Kent. My point and period will be thoroughly

wrought,
Or well or ill, as this day’s battle’s fought.

[Exit.

ACT V.

ScEiTE I.~3’he Camp of the British Forces
near Dover.

Enter with drum and colours, Edmund,
Regan, Officers, Soldiers, and others

Edm. Know of the Duke if his last purpose
hold,

Or whether since he is advis’d by aught
To change the course: he’s full of alteration

And self-reproving;~brmg his constant pleas-

ure. [To an Officer who goes out.

Reg. Our sister’s man is certainly miscarried.

Edm. ’Tis to be doubted, madam.
Reg. Now, sweet lord.

You know the goodness I mtend upon you:
Tell me,—but truly,—but then spe^ the truth.

Do you not love my sister?

Edm. In honour’d love.

Reg. But have you never found my brother’s

way
To the forfended place?

Edm. Thaf thought abuses you.

Rep. I am doubtful that you have been
conjunct

And bosom’d with her, as far as we call hers-

Edm. No, by mine honour, madam.
Reg. I never shall endure her: dear my lord,

Be not famihar with her.

Edm. Fear me not:

—

She and the duke her husband!

Enter, with drum and colours, Albany
Goneril and Soldiers.

Gon. [Aside.] I had rather lose the battle

than that sister

Should loosen him and me.
Alb. Our very loving sister, well be-met.—

Sir this I heard,—the king is come to his

daughter,
With others whom the rigour of our state

Forc’d to cry out. Where I could not be honest
I never yet was vahant: for this business.
It toucheth us, as France invades our land,
Not bolds the king, with others whom, I fear,

Most just and heavy causes make oppose.
Edm. Sir, you speak nobly.
Eeg. Why is this reason’d?
Gon. Combine together ’gainst the enemy;

For these domestic and particular broils

Are not the question here.
Alb. Let’s then, determine

With the ancient of war on our proceeding.
Edm. I shall attend you presently at your

tent.

Reg. Sister, you’ll go with us?
Gon. No.
Reg. ’Tia most convenient; pr*iy you, go

with us. [wiB go.
Gon. [Asidfc.j O, ho, I know the ridffie.

—

'

As they are going out, enter Edgar, disguised.

Edg. If e’er your grace had speech wi^ man
so poor.

Hear me one word#
Alb. I’ll overtake you.—Speak.

[Exeunt Edm., R]^g., Gon., Officers,

Soldiers, and Attendants.

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this

letter.

If you have victory, let the trumpet sound
For him that brought it: wretched though I

seem,
I can produce a champion that will prove
What is avouched there. If you miscarry.

Your business of the world hath so an end,
And machination ceases. Fortune love you!

Alb. Stay till I have read the letter.

Edg. I was forbid it.

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry.

And I’ll appear again.

Alb. Why, fare thee well: I will o’erlook
thy paper- Edgar.

Re-enter Edmund.

Edm. The enemy’s in view; draw up your
powers.

Here is the guess of their true strength and
forces

By diligent discovery;—but your haste
Is now urg’d on you.

Alb. We wiU greet the time. [Exit
Edm, To both these sisters have I sworn

my love;

Each jealous of the other, as the stung
Are of the adder. Which of them shall 1

take?
Both? one? or neither? Neither can be enjoy’d
If both remain alive: to take the widow
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril;
And hardly shall I carry out my side,

Her husband being alive Now, then, we’ll

use [done,

EQs countenance for the battle; which being
Let her who would be nd of him devise
Efis speedy taking off. As for the mercy
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia,

—

The battle done, and they within our power,
Shall never see Ids pardon: for my state

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit.

Scene II.—A Field between the two Camps.

Alarum within. Enter, with drum and
colours, Lear, Cordelia, md their Forces;
and Exeunt.

Enter Edgar md Gloster.

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this

tree [thrive:

For your good host; pray that the nght may
Ir ever I return to you again
I’ll bring yon comfort.

Glo. Grace go with you, sir!

[Exit Edgar,

Alarum and Retreat within. Re-enter Edgar.

Edg. Away, old man,—give me thy hand,—
away! [ta’ea:

King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter
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Give me thy hand; come on.

Glo, No further, sir; a man may rot even
here. [endure

Eds. What, in ill thoughts again? Men must
Then going hence, even as their coming hither:

Ihpeness is all;'—come on-

Glo. And that’s true too.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—The British Camp near Dover,

Enter, in conquest, with drum and colours,

Edmund; Xear and Cordelia prisoners;

Officers, Soldiers, Ac.

Edm. Some offiicers take them away: good
guard,

Until their greater pleasures first be known
That are to censure them.

Cor. We are not the first,

Who, with best meaning, have incurr’d the
worst.

For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down;
Myself could else out-frown false fortune’s

frown.— [sisters?

Shall we not see these daughters and these
Lear. No, no, no, no I Come, let’s away

to prison:

We two alone will sing like birds i’ the cage:

When thou dost ask me blessing I’ll kneel down
And ask of thee forgiveness: so we’U live.

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues
Talk of court news; and we’ll talk with them

too,— [out;

—

Who loses and who wins; who’s in, who’s
And take upon’s the mystery of things

As if we were God’s spies: and we’ll wear out

In a wall’d prison packs and sects of great ones
That ebb and flow' by the moon.
Edm. Take them away.
Lear. Upon such sacrifices, ray Cordeha,

The gods themselves throw incense. Have I
caught thee? [heaven,

He that parts us shall bring a brand from
And fire us hence hke foxes. Wipe thine eyes;

The good years shall devour them, flesh and
fell,

Ere they shall make us weep; we’ll see ’em
starve first.

Come. [Exeunf Lear and Cor., guarded.
Edm. Come hither, captain: hark.

Take thou this note [giving a paper]; go follow

them to prison;

One step I have advanc’d thee; if thou dost

As this Instructs thee, thou dost make thy way
To noble fortunes: know thou this,—that men
Are as the time is; to be teader-mmded
Does not become a sword;—thy great employ-

ment
Will not bear question; either say thou’It do’t,

Or thrive by otiier means,
Ojf. I’li do’t, my lord.

Edm. About it; and write happy when thou
hast done.

Mark,—I «ay, instantly: and cany it so
As I have set it down.

Off. I cannot draw a cart nor eat dried oats;

If it be man’s work I will do’t [Exii.

Flourish, Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan,
Offiicers and Attendants.

Alb. Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant
strain,

And fortune led you well: you have the captives
Who were' the opposites of this day’s stnfe:

We do reqmre them of you, so to use them
As we shall find their merits and our safety

May equally detenmne.
Edm. Sir, I thought it fit

To send the old and miserable king
To some retention and appointed guard;
Whose age has charms in it, whose title more,
To pluck the common bosom on his side,

And turn our impress’d lances m our eyes
Which do command them. With him I sent

the queen;
My reason all the same; and they are ready
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear
Where you shall hold your session. At this

time [friend;

We sweat and bleed: the friend hath lost his
And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs’d
By those that feel their sharpness:

—

The question of Cordeha and her father

Requires a fitter place.

Alb. Sir, by your patience
I hold you but a subject of this war,
Not as a brother.

Reg. That’s as we list to grace him.
Methiaks our pleasure might have been de-

manded
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers;
Bore the commission of my place and person;
The which immediacy may well stand up
And call itself your brother.

Gon. Not so hot:

In his own grace he doth exalt himself,

More than in your addition.

Reg. In my rights,

By me invested, he compeers the best.

Gon. That were the most, if he should hus-
band you.

Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets.

Con, Holla, hollal

That eye that told you so look’d hut asquint.

Reg. Lady, I am not well; else I should
answer

From a full-flowing stomach,—General,

Take thou ray soldiers, prisoners, patrimony;
Dispose of them, of me; the walls are thine:

Witness the world that I create thee here
My lord and master.

Gon. Mean you to enjoy Mm?
Alb. The let-alone lies not in your good-will
Edm. Nor in thine, lord,

Alh. Half-blooded fellow, yes.

Reg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title

thine. [jTo Edmund.
Alb. Stay yet: hear reason*—Edmund, I

arrest thee
On capital treason; and, in thy arrest,

TMs i^ded serpent [poiniinp to Goneril].

—

For your claim, fair sister,

I bar it in the interest of ray wife;

’Tis she is sitb-contiacted to this lord,

And I, her husband, contradict your bans.

If you will marry, make your loves to me,—
My lady is bespoke.
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Gon. An interlude!

Alb. Thou art arm’d, Gloster:—let the

trumpet sound:
If none appear to prove upon thy person

The heinous, maiufest, and many treasons,

There is my pledge [throwing down a glove];

I’U make it on thy heart,

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothmg less

Than I have here proclaim’d thee.

Reg. Sick, 0, sick!

Gon. [Aside.] If not, I’ll ne’er trust medicine.

Edm. There’s my exchange [throwing down
a glove]: what in the world he is

That names me traitor, villain-hke he hes:

Call by thy trumpet: he that dares approach.

On him, on you, who not? I wiU maintain
My truth and honour firmly.

Alb A herald, ho!

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald!

Alb Trust to thy single virtue; for thy

soldiers,

All levied in my name, have in my name
Took their discharge.

Reg. My sickness grows upon me.
Alb. She is not well; convey her to my tent.

[Exit Regan led

Enter a Herald.

Come hither, herald,—Let the trumpet sound,—
And read out this.

Of. Sound, trumpet! [A trumpet sounds
Herald. [iJeads] If any man of quality or

degree within the lists of the army will main-
tain upon Edmund, supposed Earl of Gloster,

that he is a manifold traitor, let him appear by
the third sound of the trumpet: he is bold m
his defence.

Edm. Sound! [i Trumpet.
Herald. Again! [2 Trumpet
Herald. Again! [3 Trurripet.

[Trumpet answers within.

Enter Edgar, armed, and preceded ,by a
trumpet.

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears
Upon this call 0’ the trumpet
Herald. What are you?

Your name, you ’ quality? and why you answer
This present summons?
Edg. Know, my name is lost;

By treason’s tooth bare-gnawn and canker-bit.
Yet am I noble as the adversary
I come to cope. '

Alb. Which is that adversary?
Edg. What’s he that speaks for Edmund

Earl of Gloster?

Edm. Himself:—what say’st thou to him?
Edg. Draw thy sword,

That, if my speech offend a noble heart.

Thy arm may do the justice: here is mine.
Behold, it is the pnvilege of mine honours.
My oath, and my profession: I protest,—
Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and emin-

ence,

Despite thy victor sword and fire-new fortune.

Thy valour and thy heart,—thou art a traitor;

False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father;

Conspirant ’gainst tlus high illustrious pnnce;
And, from the extremest upward of thy head
To the descent and dust below thy foot,

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou No,
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This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are
bent

To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak,

Thou best.

Edm. In wisdom I should ask thy name;
But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike,

And that thy tongue some say of breeding
breathes,

What safe and mcely I might well delay

By rule of kmghthood, I disdain and spurn.

Back do I toss these treasons to thy head;

With the hell-hated lie o’erwhelm thy heart,

Which,—for they yet glance by and scarcely

bruise,

—

This sword of mine shall give them instant way,

Where they shall rest for ever.—Trumpets,
speak!

[Alarums. They Fight Edmund

/

a»s
Alb. Save him, save him!
Gon. This is practice, Gloster.

By the law of arms thou wast not bound to

answer
An unknown opposite; thou art not vanquish’d,

But cozen’d and beguil’d.

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame,
Or with this paper shall I stop it:—hold, sir,

Thou worse than any name, read thine own
evil*

—

No tearing, lady; I perceive you know it.

[Gives the letter to Edmund.
Gon. Say, if I do,—the laws are mine, not

thine:

Who can arraign me for’t?

Alb Most monstrous!
Blnow’st thou this paper?

Gon. Ask me not what I know.
[Exit.

Alb. Go after her: she’s desperate; govern
her. [To an Officer, who goes out

Edm. What you have charg’d me with, that

have I done; [out:

And more, much more; the time wiU bring it

’Tis past, and so am I.—But what art thou
That hast this fortune on me? If thou’rt noble
I do forgive thee.

Edg. Let’s exchange chanty.
I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund;
If more, the more thou hast wrong’d me.
My name is Edgar, and thy father’s son.
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices
Make mstruments to plague us:

The dark and vicious place where thee he got
Cost him his eyes.

Edm. Thou hast spoken right, ’tis true;
The wheel is come full circle; I am here.

Alb. Methought thy very gait did prophesy
A royal nobleness:—I must embrace thee:
Let sorrow split my heart if ever I

Did hate thee or thy father!

Edg. Worthy prince, I know’t.
Alb. Where have you hid yourself?

How have you known the miseries of your
father? [tale;--

Edg. By nursing them, my lord- —List a brief

And when ’tis told, 0, that my heart would
burst!—

The bloody proclamation to escape, [ness!

That follow’d me so near,—>0, our lives’ sweet-
That with the pain of death we’d hourly die
Rather than die at once!—taught me to shift
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Into a madman’s rags; to assume a semblance

That very dogs disdain’d: and m this habit

Met I my father with his bleeding rings,

Their precious stones new lost; became his

guide.

Led him, begg’d for him, sav’d him from
despair;

Never,--0 fault’—reveal’d myself unto him
Until some half-hour past, when I was arm’d;

Not sure, though hoping, of this good success,

I ask’d has blessing, and froin first to last

Told him my pilgrimage : but his flaw’d heart,

—

Alack, too weak the conflict to support!—
’Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief,

Burst smilingly.

Edm This speech of yours hath mov’d me.
And shall perchance do good* but speak you on;

You look as you had something more to say.

Alh. If there be more, more woeful, hold it

in;

For I am almost ready to dissolve,

Heanng of this.

Edg. This would have seem’d a period

To such as love not sorrow; but another.

To amphfy too much, would make much more,
And top extremity. [man
Whilst I was big in clamour, came there a
Who, having seen me in my worst estate,

Shunn’d my abhorr’d society; but then, finding

Who ’twas that so endur’d, with his strong arms
He fasten’d on my neck, and bellow’d out
As he’d burst heaven; threw him on my father;

Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him
That ever ear receiv’d: which in recounting

His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life

Began to crack* twice then the trumpet sounded,
And there I left him tranc’d.

Alb. But who was this?

Edg. Kent, sir, the banish’d Kent, who in

disguise

Follow’d his enemy king, and did him service

Improper for a slave.

Enter a Gentleman hastily, with a bloody knife.

Gent Help, help, 0, help!

Edg. What kind of help?

Alb. Speak, man.
Edg. What means that bloody kmfc?
Gent ’Tis hot, it smokes;

It came even from the heart of - 0, she’s dead!
Alh. Who dead? speak, man.
Gent Your lady, sir, your lady: and her

sister

By her is poison’d; she hath confess’d it.

Edm. I was contracted to them both: all

three
Now marry in an instant,

Edg. Here comes Kent.
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or

dead: — [tremble,

This judgment of the heavens, that makes us
Touches us not with pity. [Ji'xif Gentleman.

Enter Kknt.

0. is this he?
The time wiE not allow the compHment
Which very manners urges.
Kent I am come

To bid my king and master aye good-night;
Is he not here?

Spx

Alb. Great thing of us forgot!

—

Speak, Edmund, where’s king? and where’s
Cordelia?

[The bodies of Gon. and Reg. are brought in.

See’st thou this object, Kent?
Kent Alack, why thus?
Edm. Yet Edmund was belov’d;

The one the other poison’d for my sake,
And after slew herself.

Alb. Even so.—Cover their faces. [do,

Edm. I pant for life;—some good I mean to
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send,

—

Be brief m it,—to the castle; for my writ
Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia;

—

Nay, send in time.
Alh. Run, run, 0, run! [send
Edg To who, my lord?—Who has the ojSfice?

Thy token of repneve.
Edm. Well thought on: take my sword,

Give it the captain.

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life.

[Exit Edgar.
Edm. He hath commission from thy wife

and me
To hand Cordeha in the prison, and
To lay the blame upon her own despair.
That she fordid herself.

Alb. The gods defend her!-Bear him hence
awhile. [Edmund is borne of.

Re-enter Leae, with Cordelia dead in Jus

arms; Edgar, Officer, and others following.

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howll—O, you
are men of stones:

Had I your tongues and eyes, I’d use them so
That heaven’s vault should crack.—She’s gone

for ever!

—

I know when one is dead and when one lives;

She’s dead as earth.—Lend me a looking-glass;

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone.

Why, then she lives.

Kent Is this the promis’d end?
Edg. Or image of that horror?
Alb. Fall, and cease

!

Lear. This feather stirs; she lives! if it be so,

It IS a chance which does redeem all sorrows
That ever I have felt.

Kent 0 my good masterl [Kneeling.

Lear. Pr’ythee, away.
Edg. ’Tis noble Kent, your friend.

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors

all! [ever!—
I might have sav’d her; now she’s gone for

Cordelia, Cordelia! stay a httle. Hal
What is’t thou say’st?—^Her voice was ever

soft, [woman.

—

Gentle, and low,--an excellent thing in

I kill’d the slave that was a-hanging thee.

Of. ’Tia true, my lords, he did.

Lear. Did I not, fellow?

I have seen the day, with my good biting

falchion,

I would have made them skip: I am old now,
And these same crosses spou me.—Who are

you?
Mine eyes are not o’ the best:—I’ll teE you

straight. [hated,

Kent If fortune brag of two she lov*d and
One of them we behold. [Kent?

Lear. TMs is a duE eight Are you not
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’Kent The same,
Yoar senraat Kent.“-Wh.ere is yam servant

Cains?
Lear. He*s a good fellow, I can tell you that;

He’ll strike, and quickly too;—he’s dead and
rotten.

Kent Ho, my goodlord; lamtheveryman,

—

Lear. I’U see that straight

Kent That from yom &st of dnference and
decay

Have follow’d your sad steps.

Lear. You are welcome hither.

Kent Nor no man else:—all’s cheerless,

dark, and deadly.—
Your eldest daughters have foredone them-

selves.

And desperately are dead.

Lear. Ay, so I think.

Alb4 He knows not what he says; and vain is

it

That we present us to him.
Mg. Very bootless.

Enter an Officer-

Off. Edmund is dead, my lord.

Alb. That’s but a trifle here.—
You lords and noble friends, know our intent.

What comfort to this great decay may come
Shall be applied: for us, we will resign,

Daring the life of this old majesty
To him our absolute power;—you to your

rights; [To Edgar and Kent.
With boot, and such addition as your honours
Have more than merited.—All friends shall

taste

The wages of their virtue, and all foes
The cup of their deservings.—0, see, seel

Lear. And my poor fool is hang’di No,
no, no, life I

Why should a dog, a horse, a rat have life.

And thou no breath at all? Thou’lt come no
more,

Never, never, never, never, neverl

—

Pray you, undo this button:—thank you, sir.

—

Do you see this? Look on her,—look,—^her

hps,—
Look there, look there I— [ffe dies.
Edg. He faints!-My lord, my lordl-
Kent Break, heart; I pr’ythee, break I

Edg. Look up, my lord
Kent Vex not his ghost: 0, let him pass!

he hates him
That would upon the rack of this rough world
Stretch him out longer.

Edg. He is gone indeed.
Kent The wonder is he hath endur’d so

long:

He but usurp’d his life. [business
Alb. Bear them from hence.—Our present

Is general woe.—Friends of my soul, you twain
[To Kent and Edgar.

Rule in this realm, and the gor’d state sustain.
Kent I have a journey, sir, shortly to go;

My master calls me,—I must not sgy no.

Edg. The weight of this sad time we must
obey;

Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say.
The oldest hath borne most: we that are young
Shall never see so much nor hve so long.

[Exeunt, with a dead march.
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PERSONS REPRESENTED

ESCALUS, Prince of Verona.

Paris, a Young Nobleman, Kinsman to the

Prince.

Montague, \ Heads of tivo Houses at variance

Capulet,
j

with each other.

Aa Old Man, Uncle to Capulet.
Romeo, .Son to Montague.
Mercutio, Kinsman to the Prince, and Friend

to Romeo.
Eenvoeio, Nephew to Montague, andf Friend

to Romeo.
Tybalt, Nephew to Lady Capulet.
Eriar Lawrence, a Franciscan.
Friar John, of the same Order.
Balthasar, Servant to Romeo-

ImS:} Servants to Cjj-vi-in:

Scene,—During the greater part of the play in

PROLOGUE.
Two houscliolds, both alike in dignity,

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene,
Prom ancient grudge break to new mutiny,
Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.

Prom forth the fatal loins of these two foes
A pair of star-cross’d lovers take their life?

Whose misadventur^d piteous overthrows
Do with their death bury their parents’ strife.

The fearful passage of their death-mark’d love,

And the continuance of their parents’ rage.
Which but their children’s end naught could

remove,
Is now the two hours^ traflSic of our stage;

The which, if you with patient ears attend.

Peter, Servant to Juliet’s Nurse.
Abraham, Servant to Montague
An Apothecap'.
Three Musicians.
Chorus.
Page to Paris; another Page.
An Officer.

lady Montague, Wife to Montague.
Lady Capulet, Wife to Capulet.
Juliet, Daughter to Capulet.
Nurse to Juliet.

Citizens of Verona; several Men and Women,
relations to both Houses; Maskers, Guards,
Watchmen, and Attendants.

Verona; once, in the Fifth Act^at Mantua.

What here shall miss our toil shall strive to
mend.

ACT 1.

Scene I.

—

A public Place.

Enter Sampson and Gregory, armed with
swords and bucklers.

Sam. Gregory, o' my word, we’ll not carry
coals.

Ore. No, for then we should be colliers.

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler we’ll draw.
Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out

o’ the collar.

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved.
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Gre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike.

Sam. A dog of the house of Montague moves
me.

Gre. To move is to stir; and to be valiant is

to stand: therefore, if thou art moved, thou

runn’st away.
Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to

stand: I will take the wall of any man or maid
of Montague’s.

Gre. That shows thee a weak slave; for the

weakest goes to the wall.

Sam. True; and therefore women, being the

weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall*

therefore I will push Montague’s men from the

wall and thrust his maids to the wall.

Gre. The quarrel is between our masters and
us their men.
Sam. ’Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant:

when I have fought with the men I will be cruel

with the maids, and cut off their heads.

Gre. The heads of the maids?
Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their

maidenheads; take it in what sense thou

wilt.

Gre. They must take it in sense that feel it.

Sam. Me they shall feel while I am able to

stand: and ’tis known I am a pretty piece of

flesh.

Gre. ’Tis well thou art not fish; if thou hadst,

thou hadst been poor-John.—Draw thy tool,

here comes two of the house of the Montagues.
Sam. My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I

will back thee.

Gre. Howl turn thy back and run?
Sam. Fear me not.

Gre. No, marry; 1 fear thee!

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides; let

them begin.

Gre. I will frown as I pass by; and let them
take it as they list.

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my
thumb at them; which is a disgrace to them if

they bear it.

Enter Abraham and Baxthasar.
Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir.

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

Sam. Is the law of our side if I say ay?
Gre. No.
Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at

you, sir; but I bite my thumb, sir.

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir?

Abr. Quarrel, sir! no, sir,

iSam. If you do, sir, I am for you: I serve
as good a man as you.

Abr. No better.

Sam. Well, sir.

Gre. Say better: here comes one of my
master’s kinsmen.

Sam. Yes, better, sir.

Abr. You he.

Sam. Draw, if you be men.—Gregory, re-

member thy swashing blow. [They fight.

Enter Benvolio.

Ben. Part, fools! put up your swords; you
know not what you do.

[Beafs down their swords.

Enter Tybalt.

Tyb. "What, art thou' drawn among these
heartless hinds’

Turn thee, Benvoho, look upon thy death.

Ben, I do but keep the peace* put up thy
sword.

Or manage it to part these men with me.
Tyb. What, drawn, and talk of peacel I

hate the word
As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee:

Have at thee, coward! [They fight.

Enter several of both Houses, who join the

jray; then enter Citizens with clubs.

I at. Clubs, bills, and partisans! strike!

beat them down! [tagues!

Down with the Capulets! Down with the Mon-
Enter Capulet in his gown, and Lady

Capulet.
Cap. What noise is this?—Give me my long

sword, ho!

Lady C. A crutch, a crutch!—Why call you
for a sword?

Cap. My sword, I say!—Old Montague is

come,
And flourishes his blade in spite of me.
Enter Montague and Lady Montague.
Mon. Thou villain Capulet!—Hold me not,

let me go.

Lady M. Thou shalt not stir a foot to seek
a foe.

Enter Prince, with Attendants.

Brin. Rebelhous subjects, enemies to peace,
Profaners of tliis neighbour-stained steel,

—

Will they not hear?—What, ho! you men, you
beasts,

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage
With purple fountains issuingfrom your veins,

—

On pam of torture, from those bloody hands,
Thorwyourmistemper’d weapons to the ground,
And hear the sentence of your moved prince.

—

Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word,
By thee, old Capulet and Montague,
Have thnee disturb'd the quiet of our streets;

And made Verona’s ancient citizens

Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments,
To wield old partisans in hands as old,

Canker’d with peace, to part your canker’d hate:
If ever you disturb our streets again,
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.
For this time, all the rest depart away.

—

You, Capulet, shall go along with me; —
And, Montague, come you this afternoon.
To know our further pleasure in this case,
To old Free-town, our common judgment-

place. —
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.

[Exeunt Prin. and Attendants; Cai\, Lapy
C., Tyb., Citizens, and Servants.

Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new
abroach?--

Speak, nephew, were you by when it began?
Ben. Here were the servants of your adver-

sary
And yours close fighting ere I did approach:
I drew to part them: m the instant came
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepar’d;
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Which, as he breath’d defiance to my ears.

He swung about his head, and cut the winds,

Who, EOtWg hurt withal, hiss’d him in scorn:

While we were interchanging thrusts and blows,

Came more and more, and fought on part and
part,

Till the prince came, who parted either part.

Lady M. O, where is Romeo?—saw you
him to-day?

—

Right glad I am he was not at this fray, [sun

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipp’d

Peer’d forth the golden window of the east,

A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad;

Where,—underneath the grove of sycamore
That westward rooteth from the city’s side,

—

So early walking did I see your son:

Towaids him I made; but he was ware of me.
And stole into the covert of the wood:
I, measuring his affections by my own,

—

That most are busiedwhen they’re most alone,

—

Pursu'd my humour, not pursuing his.

And gladly shunn’d who gladly fled from me.
Mon. Many a morning hath he there been

seen,

With tears augmenting the fresh morning’s dew,
Addmg to clouds more clouds ivith his deep

sighs:

But all so soon as the all-cheering sun
Should in the furthest east begin to draw
The shady curtains from Aurora’s bed,

Away from light steals home my heavy son.

And private in his chamber pens lumself;

Shuts up his windows, locks fair dayhght out,

And makes himself an artificial night:

Black and portentous must this humour prove,

Unless good counsel may the cause remove.
Ben, My noble uncle, do you know the cause?
Mon. 1 neither know it nor can learn of him.
Ben, Have you importun’d him by any means?
Mon. Both by myself and many other friends.

But he, his own affections’ counsellor.

Is to himself, —I will not say how true,

—

But to himself so secret and so close,

So far from sounding and discovery,

As is the bud bit with an envious worm
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air,

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun.

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows
grow,

We would as willingly give cure as know.
Ben. See where he comes: so please you,

step aside;

I’ll know hiB grievance or be much denied.

Mon, I would thou wert so happy by thy stay

To hear true shrift, - - Come, madam, let’s away.
[Exeunt Montague and Lady.

Enter Romeo.

Ben. Good-morrow, cousin.

Rom* Is the day so young?
Ben. But new struck nine.

Rom, Ay me! sad hours seem long.

Was that my father that went hence so fast?

Ben. It was, -What sadness lengthens
Romeo’s hours? [them short.

Rom. Not having that wMch, having, makes
Ben. In love?
Rom. Out,—
Ben. Of love?

Rom. Out of her favour where I am in love.
Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view.

Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof!
Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled

still, [will!—
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his
Where shall we dine?—0 me!—What fray was

here?
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all-

Here’s much to do with hate, hut more with
love:

—

Why, then, 0 brawling love' 0 loving hate!
O anything, of nothing first create!
0 heavy lightness! serious vanity!
Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms!
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick

health!

Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is!

—

This love feel I, that feel no love in this.

Dost thou not laugh?
Ben. No, coz, I rather weep.
Rom. Good heart, at what^
Ben. At thy good heart’s oppression.
Rom. Why, such is love’s transgression.

—

Gnefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast;
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest
With more of thine: this love that thou hast

shown
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.
Love IS a smoke rais’d with the fume of sighs;

Being purg’d, a fire sparkhng in lovers’ eyes;
Being vex’d, a sea nourish’d with lovers’ tears:

What is it else? a madness most discreet,

A choking gaU, and a preserving sweet.—
Farewell, my coz. [Gomp.
Ben. Soft! I will go along:

An if you leave me so, you do me wrong.
Rom. Tut, I have lost myself; I am not here;

This IS not Romeo, he’s some other where.
Ben. Tell me in sadness who is that you love.

Rom. What, shall I groan and tell thee?
Ben. Groan! why, no;

But sadly tell me who. [wiH,

—

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his

Ah, word ill urg’d to one that is so ill!

—

In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman.
Ben. I aim’d so near when I suppos’d you

lov’d. [fair I love.

Rom. A right good marksman!—And she’s

Ben. A nght fair mark, fair coz, is soonest
hit. [be hit

Rom. Well, in that hit you miss; she’ll not
With Cupid’s arrow,—she hath Dian’s wit;

And in strong proof of chastity well arm’d,
From love’s weak childish bow she lives un-

harm’d.
She will not stay the siege of loving terms
Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes,

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducmg gold:

0, she is nch in beauty; only poor,

That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store.

Ben. Then she hath sworn that she will still

live chaste? [huge waste;

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes
For beauty, starv’d with her severity,

Cuts beauty off from all posterity.

She is too fair, too wise; wisely too fair,

To merit bliss by making me despair:

She hath forsworn to love; and in that vow
Do I live dead that live to tell it now.
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Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to think of her.

Bom. 0, teach me how I should forget to

tMnk.
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes;

Examine other beauties.

Bom. ’Tis the way
To call hers, exquisite, in question more:
These happy masks that kiss fair ladies’ brows?
Being black, put us m mind they hide the fair;

He that is strucken bhnd cannot forget

The precious treasure of his eyesight lost;

Show me a mistress that is passing fair,

What doth her beauty serve but as a note

Where I may read who pass’d that passing fair?

Farewell; thou canst not teach me to forget.

Ben. I’ll pay that doctrine or else die in debt.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—A Street.

Enter Capxjlet, Paris, and Servant.

Cap. But Montague is bound as well as I,

In penalty alike; and ’tis not hard, I think.

For men so old as we to keep the peace.

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both;

And pity ’tis you hv’d at odds so long.

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit?

Cap. But saying o’er what I have said before:

My child is yet a stranger in the world,

She hath not seen the change of fourteen years;

Let two more summers wither in their pnde
Ere we may think her ripe to he a bride.

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers
made. [made.

Cap. And too soon marr’d are those so early

Earth hath swallow’d ail my hopes but she,

—

She is the hopeful lady of my earth:

But woo her, gentle Pans, get her heart.

My will to her consent is but a part;

An she agree, within her scope of choice

Lies my consent and fair according voice.

This night I hold an old accustom’d feast.

Whereto I have invited many a guest,

Such as I love; and you, among the store,

One more, most welcome, makes my number
more.

At my poor house look to behold this night
Earth-treading stars that make dark heaven

hght:

Such comfort as do lusty young men feel

When well-apparell’d April on the heel
Of limping winter treads, even such delight

Among fresh female buds shall you this night
Inhent at my house; hear all, all see,

And like her most whose ment most shall be:
Such, amongst view of many, mine being one.
May stand in number, though in reckomng

none.
Come, go with me.—Go, sirrah, trudge about
Through fair Verona; find those persons out
Whose names are written there [^ives a paper]^

and to them say,

My house and welcome on their pleasure stay-

[Ereunf Capulet and Paris.
Serv. Find them out whose names are writ-

ten here! It is written that the shoemaker
should meddle with his yard, and the tailor
with his last, the fisher with his pencil, and the
painter with liis nets; but I am sent to find
those persons whose names are here writ, and

can never find what names the writing person
hath here writ. I must to the learned;—^in

good tune.

Enter Benvolio and Romeo.

Ben. Tut, man, one fire bums out another’s
burning.

One pain is lessen’d by another’s anguish;
Turn giddy, and be help by backward turning;

One desperate grief cures with another’s
languish:

Take^thou some new infection to thy eye.

And the rank poison of the old will die.

Bom. Your plantain-leaf is excellent for that.

Ben. For what, I pray thee?
Bom. For your broken shin.

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad?
Bom. Not mad, but bound more than a

madman is;

Shut up in prison, kept without my food,

Whipp’d and tormented, and—God-den, good
fellow. [read?

Serv. God gi’ god-den.—I pray, sir, can you
Bom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery.
Serv. Perhaps you have learned it without

book: but, I pray, can you read anything you
see? [language.

Bom. Ay, if I know the letters and tte
Serv. Ye say honestly: rest you merryl
Bom. Stay, fellow; I can read. [Ifeaofs.

Signior itfarrino and his wife and daughters;
County Anselme and his beauteous sisters; the
lady widow of Vitruvio; Signior Placentio and
his lovely nieces; Mercutio and his brother
Valentine; mine uncle Capulet, his wife and
daughters; my fair niece Rosaline; Livia;

Sutnior Valentio and his cousin Tybalt; Lucio
and the lively Helena.
A fair assembly [gives back the paper]: whither

should they come?
Serv. Up.
Bom. Whither?
Serv. To supper; to our house.
Bom. Whose house?
Serv. My master’s. [before.

Rom. Indeed, I should have ask’d you that
Serv. Now I’ll tell you without asking: my

master is the great rich Capulet; and if you be
not of the house of Montagues, I pray, come
and emsh a cup of wine. Rest you merry!

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet’s
Sups the fair Rosaline whom thou so lov’st;

With aU the admired beauties of Verona:
Go thither; and, with unattainted eye,
Compare her face with some that I shaU show,
And I will make thee think thy swan a crow.
Rom. When the devout religion of nunc eye
Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to

fires; [die, -

And these,—who, often drown’d, could never
Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars!

One fairer than my love! the all-seeing sun
Ne’er saw her match since first the world

begun. (by,

Ben. Tut, you saw her fair, none else being
Herself pois’d with herself in either eye:
But in that crystal scales let there be weigh’d
Your lady’s love agalrmt some other maid
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That I will show you shining at this feast,

And she shall scant show well that now shows
best.

Rom, I’ll go along, no such sight to be shown,

But to rejoice in splendour of mine own.
[Exeunt,

Scene III.

—

A Room in Capulet’s House.

Enter LadY Capulet and Nurse.

Lady C. Nurse, where’s my daughter? call

her forth to me.
Nurse. Now, by my maidenhead,—at twelve

year old,— [bird!

—

I bade her come.—What lamb! what, lady-

God forbid!—where’s this girl?—what, Juliet!

Enter Juliet.

Jul. How now, who calls?

Nurse. Your mother.
Jul. Madam, I am here.

What IS your will?

Lady C. This is the matter,—Nurse, give

leave awhile, [again;

We must talk in secret;— nurse, come back
I have remember’d me, thou’s hear our counsel.

Thou know’st my daughter’s of a pretty age.

Nurse. Faith, I can tell her age unto an
hour.

Lady C. She’s not fourteen.

Nws. I’ll lay fourteen of my teeth,

—

And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but
four,

She IS not fourteen. IIow long is it now
To Lammas-tide?
Lady C. A fortnight and odd days.
Nurse. Even or odd, of all days m the year,

Come Lammas-eve at mght shall she be
fourteen.

Susan and she, - God rest all Christian souls!—
Were of an age: well, Susan is with God;
She was too good for me:™ but, as I said.

On Laminas-eve at night shall she be fourteen;

That shall she, marry; I remember it well.

’Tis since the earthquake now eleven years,

And she was wean’d, —I never shall forget it,

—

Of all the days of the year, upon that day:

For I had then laid wormwood to my dug,
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall;

My lord and you were then at Mantua:
Nay, I do bear a brain:- but, as I said,

When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple

Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool,

To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug!
Shake, quoth the dovehouse: ’twas no need, I

trow,

To bid me trudge.
And since that time it is eleven years;

For then she could stand alone; nay, by the

rood
She could have run and waddled all about;
For even the day before, she broke her brow:
And then my husband, God be with his soul!
’A was a merry man, took up the child:

Feet, quoth he, dmt thou fall upon thy face?
Thou wilt fait backward when thou hast more

wit,’

Wilt thou not, Juk? and, by my holidame,
The pretty wretch left crying, and said Ay:

To see, now, how a j'est shall come about!
I warrant, an I should live a thousand years,

I never should forget it: Wilt thou noty Julef
quoth he;

And, pretty fool, it stinted, and said Ay.
Lady C. Enough of this; I pray thee, hold

thy peace. [laugh,

Nurse. Yes, madam;—yet I cannot choose but
To think it should leave crying, and say Ay:
And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow
A bump as big as a young cockerel’s stone;

A parlous knock; and it cried bitterly.

Yea, quoth my husband, faWst upon thy face?
Thou wilt fall backward when thou com^st to age;
Wilt thou not, Jule? it stinted, and said Ay.

Jul. And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse,
say I. [to his grace I

Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee
Thou wast the prettiest babe that e’er I nurs’d:

An I might live to see thee married once,

I have my wish, [theme
Lady C. Marry, that marry is the very

I came to talk of.—Tell me, daughter Juliet,

How stands your disposition to be married?
Jul. It IS an honour that I dream not of.

Nurse. An honour! were not I thine only
nurse, (thy teat.

I would say thou hadst suck’d wisdom from
Lady C. Well, think of marriage now;

younger than you,
Here in Verona, ladies of esteem,
Aie made already mothers: by my count
I was your mother much upon these years
That you are now a maid. Thus, then, in

brief;

—

The valiant Paris seeks you for his love.

Nurse. A man, young lady! lady, such a
man

As all the world—why, he’s a man of wax.
Lady C. Verona’s summer hath not such a

flower.

Nurse. Nay, he’s a flower; in faith, a very
flower. [gentleman?

Lady C. What say you? can you love the
This night you shall behold him at our feast;

Read o’er the volume of young Paris’ face,

And find delight writ there with beauty’s pen;
Examine every married lineament,
And see how one another lends content;

And what obscur’d in this fair volume lies

Find wntten m the margent of his eyes.

This precious book of love, this unbound lover.

To beautify him, only lacks a cover:

The fish lives m the sea; and ’tis much pride

For fair without the fair within to hide;

That book m many’s eyes doth share the glory

That in gold clasps locks in the golden story;

So shall you share all that he doth possess,

By having him, making yourself no less.

Nurse. No less! nay, bigger; women grow
by men. [love?

Lady C- Speak briefly, can you like of Paris’

Jul. I’ll look to like, if looking liking move:
But no more deep will I endart mine eye [fl;^.

Than your consent gives strength to make it

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper
served up, you called, my young lady asked
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for, the nurse cursed in the pantry, and every-
thing in extremity. I must hence to watt; I

beseech you, follow straight.

Lady C. We follow thee. [Exit Servant.]

—

Juliet, the county stays.

Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy
days. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—A Street.

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with

five or six Maskers, Torch-bearers, and others.

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for

our excuse?
Or shall we on without apology?

Ben, The date is out of such prolixity:

We’ll have no Cupid hoodwink’d vuth a scarf,

Beanng a Tartar’s painted bow of lath,

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper;
Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke
After the prompter, for our entrance:
But, let them measure us by what they 'vill,

We’ll measure them a measure, and be gone.
Rom. Give me a torch,—I am not for this

ambhng;
Being but heavy, I will bear the hght.

Mer, Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you
dance.

Rom. Not I, believe me: you have dancing
shoes,

With nimble soles: I have a soul of lead
So stakes me to the ground I cannot move.
Mer. You are a lover; borrow Cupid’s wings.

And soar with them above a common bound.
Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft

To soar with his hght feathers; and so bound,
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe:
Under love’s heavy burden do I sink, [love;

Mer. And to sink m it should you burden
Too great oppression for a tender thing.

Rom. Is love a tender thing? it is too rough,
Too rude, too boisterous; and it pricks hke

thorn.

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough
with love;

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love
down.

—

Give me a case to put my visage in:

[jPuiftmp on a mask.
A visard for a visardI—what care I

What cunous eye doth quote deformities?
Here are the beetle-brows shall blush for me.
Ben, Come, knock and enter; and no sooner

in

But every man betake him to his legs.

Rom. A torch for me: let wantons, light of

heart,

TicMe the senseless rushes with their heels;
For I am proverb’d with a grandsire phrase,

—

Til be a candle-holder, and look on,

—

The game was ne’er so fair, and I am done.
Afer, Tut, dun’s the mouse, the constable’s

own word:
If thou art dun, we’ll draw thee from the mire
Of this—sir-reverence—love, wherein thou

stick’st

Up to the ears.—Come, we burn daylight, ho.
Rom. Nay, that’s not so.

Afer.
^ ^

I mean, sir, in delay
Wo waste our lights in vain, hke lamps by day.

Take our good meaning, for our judgment sits

Five times in that ere once in our five wits,

ifom. And we mean well in going to this

mask;
But ’tis no wit to go.

Mer. Why, may one ask?
Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night.

Mer. And so did 1.

Rom. Well, what was yours?
Mer. That dreamers often lie.

Rom. In bed asleep, while they do dream
things true. [with you.

Mer. 0, then, I see Queen Mab hath been
She IS the fairies’ midwife; and she comes
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone,

On the fore-finger of an alderman,

Drawn with a team of httle atomies
Athwart men’s noses as they he asleep:

Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners*

legs;

The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers;

The traces, of the smallest spider’s web;
The collars, of the moonshine’s watery beams;
Her whip, of cricket’s bone; the lash, of film;

Her waggoner, a small gray-coated gnat.

Not half so big as a round httle worm
Pnck’d from the lazy finger of a maid:
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut,

Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub,

Time out o’ mind the fairies’ coachmakers.
And in this state she gallops night by night
Through lovers’ brains, and then they dream

of love;

O’er courtiers’ knees, that dream on court’sies

straight;

O’er lawyers’ fingers, who straight dream on
fees;

O’er ladies’ lips, who straight on kisses dream,—
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,

Because their breaths with sweatmeats tainted

are:

Sometime she gallops o’er a courtier’s nose,

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit;

And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail,

Tickhng a parson’s nose as ’a lies asleep,

Then dreams he of another benefice:

Sometime she dnveth o’er a soldier’s neck,
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,

Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spamsli blades,

Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon
Drums in his ear, at winch he starts and wakes;
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or

two,
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab
That plats the manes of horses in the night;

And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs,

Which, once untangled, much misfortune
bodes:

This is the hag, when maids He on their backs,
That presses them, and learns them first to

bear,

Making them women of good carriage:

This is she,

—

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace,

Thou talk’st of nothing.

Mer. True, I talk of dreams,
Which are the children of an idle braiii.

Begot of nothing but vain fantasy;

Which is as thin of substance as the air,

And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes
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Even now the frozen bosom of the north,

And, being anger’d, puffs away from thence.

Turning his face to the devp^dropping south,

ffen. This wind you talk of blows us from
ourselves:

Supper is done, and we shall come too late.

Rom. I fear, too early: for my mmd misgives

-Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars,

Shan bitterly begin his fearful date

With this night’s revels; and expire the term
Of a despised life, clos’d in my breast,

By some vile forfeit of untimely death:

But He that hath the steerage of my course
Direct my sail!—-On, lusty gentlemen.
Ben, Strike, drum, [Exeunt.

Scene V.— Eall in Capulet’s House,

Musicians waiting. Enter Servants.

1 Setv. Where’s Potpan, that he helps not
to take away? he shift a trencherl he scrape a
trencher!

2 Serv. When good manners shall lie all in
one or two men’s hands, and they unwashed
too, ’tis a foul thing.

1 Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove
the court-cupboard, look to the plate:—good
thou, save me a piece of marchpane; and as
thou lovest me let the porter let in Susan
Grindstone and Nell.—Antony! and Potpan!

2 Serv. Ay, boy, ready.
1 Serv. You are looked for and called for,

asked for and sought for in the great chamber.
2 Serv. We cannot be here and there too.

—

Cheerly, boys; be bnsk awhile, and the longer
liver take all. [They retire behind.

Enter Capulet, &c., with the Guests and
the Maskers.

Cap. Welcome, gentlemen! ladies that have
their toes [you.

—

Dnplagu’d with corns will have a bout with
Ah ha, my mistresses! which of you all

Will now deny to dance? she that makes
dainty, she,

I’ll swear hath corns; am I come near you now?
Welcome, gentlemen! I have seen the day
That I have worn a visard; and could tell

A whispering tale in a fair lady’s ear,

Such as would please;-—’tis gone, ’tis gone, ’tis

gone: [cians, play.

—

You are welcome, gentlemen!—Come, musi-
A hall,—a hall! give room, and foot it, girls.

—

[Music plays, and they dance.
More light, you knaves; and turn the tables up,
And quench tlie fire, the room is grown too

hot.—
Ah, sirrah, this unlook’d-for sport comes well.
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet;
For you and I are past our dancing days:
How long is’t now since last yourself and I
Were in a mask?

a Cop, By’r lady, thirty years.
Cap. What, man! ’tis not so much, ’tis not

so much:
’Tis since the nuptial of Lucenffo,
Come Pentecost as quickly as it will,

Some five-and-twenty years; and then we
mask’d.

2 Cap. ’Tis more, ’tis more: his son is elder,

sir;

His son is thirty.

Cap. Will you tell me that?

His son was but a ward two years ago.

Rom. What lady is that which doth enrich

the hand
Of yonder knight?

Serv. I know not, sir. [bright!

Rom. 0, she doth teach the torches to bum
It seems she hangs upon the cheek of ni^t
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop’s ear;

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear!

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows
As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows.
The measure done. I’ll watch her place of stand.
And, touching hers, make blessed my rude

hand.
Did my heart love till now? forswear it, sight!

For I ne’er saw true beauty tiU this night.

Tyb, This, by his voice, should be a Mon-
tague.— [slave

Fetch me my rapier, boy:—what, dares the
Come hither, cover’d with an antic face.

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity?
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin,

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin.

Cap. Why, how now, kinsman! wherefore
storm you so?

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe;

A villain, that is hither come m spite,

To scorn at our solemnity this night.

Cap, Young Romeo, is it?

Tyb. ’Tis he, that villain, Romeo.
Cap, Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone,

He bears him like a portly gentleman;
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him
To be a virtuous and well-govem’d youth:

I would not for the wealth of all the town
Here in my house do him disparagement:
Therefore be patient, take no note of him,

—

It is my will; tiie which if thou respect.

Show a fair presence and put off these frowns,
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast.

Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest:

I’ll not endure him.
Cap. He shall be endur’d.

What, goodman, boy!—I say he shall;—go to;

Am I tlie master here or you? go to. [soul.

You’ll not endure himi—God shall mead my
You’ll make a mutiny among my guests 1

You will set cock-a-hoop! you’ll be the man!
Tyb* Why, uncle, ’tis a shame.
Cap. Go to, go to;

You are a saucy boy. Is’t so, indeed?

—

This trick may chance to scatb you,—I know
what:

You must contrary me! marry, ’tis time.—
Well said, my hearts!—You are a piincox; go:

Be quiet, or—More light, more light!—For
shame!

I’U make you quiet.—What,—cheerly, my
licsirts*

Tyb, Patience perforce with wilful choler

meeting
Makes my flesh tremble in their different

greeting.

I will withdraw: but this intrusion shall,

Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall.

[Exit.
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Rom. If I profane itli my unworthiest
hand [To Juliet.

This holy shnne, the gentle fine is this,

—

My hps, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand
To smooth that rough touch with a tender

kiss.

Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand
too much,

Which mannerly devotion shows in this;

For saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do
touch,

And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss.

Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers
too? [prayer.

Jul Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in

Rom. 0, then, dear saint, let lips do what
hands do; [despair.

They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to

Jul. Samts do not move, though grant for

prayers’ sake. [I take.
Rom. Then move not while my prayer’s effect

Thus from my hps, by yours, my sin is purg’d.

[Kissinff her.

Jul. Then have my lips the sm that they
have took. [urg’d!

Rom. Sin from my hps? 0 trespass sweetly
Give me my sm again.

Jul. You kiss by the book.
Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word

with you.

jRom. What is her mother?
Nurse. Marry, bachelor,

Her mother is the lady of the house.
And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous:

I nurs’d her daughter that you talk’d withal;

I tell you, he that can lay hold of her
Shall have the chinks.

Rom. Is she a Capulet?
0 dear account’ my hfe is my foe’s debt.

Ben. Away, be gone, the sport is at the
best.

Rom. Ay, so I fear; the more is my unrest.
Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be

gone.
We have a trifling foohsh banquet towards.

—

Is it e’en so? why, then I thank you all,

1 thank you, honest gentlemen, good-night.

—

More torches here!—Come on, then let’s to

bed. [late:

Ah, sirrah [to 2 Cap.], by my fay, it waxes
I’ll to my rest.

[Exeunt all but Juliet and Nurse.
Jul. Come hither, nurse. What is yon

gentleman?
Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio.
Jul. What’s he that now is going out of

doer? [truchio.
Nurse. Marry, that I think be young Pe-
Jul. What’s he that follows there, that would

not dance?
Nurse. I know not,

Jul. Go ask his name: if he be marned,
My grave is hke to be my weddmg-bed.

Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague;
The only son of your great enemy.

Jul. My only love sprung from my only hate!
Too early seen unknown, and known too late!
Prodigious birth of love it is to me,
That I must love a loathed enemy.
Nurse. What’s this? What’s this?

JuK A rhyme I learn’d even now
Of one I danc’d withal.

(One calls within, “Juhet.”
Nurse. Anon, anon!

Come, let’s away; the strangers are all gone.
[Exeunt.

Enter Chorus.

Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie.

And young affection gapes to be his heir;
That fair for which love groan’d for, and

would die,

With tendei Juhet match’d, is now not fair.

Now Romeo is belov’d, and loves again,
Ahke bewitched by the charm of looks;

But to his foe suppos’d he must complain,
And she steal love’s sweet bait from fearful

hooks:
Being held a foe, he may not have access
To breathe such vows as lovers us’d to swear.

And she as much m love, her means much less
To meet her new-beloved anywhere: (meet,

But passion lends them power, time means to
Tempering extrenuties with extreme sweet,

[Exit.

ACT II.

Scene L

—

An open place adjoining Capulet’s
Garden.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. Can I go forward when my heart is
here?

Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out.
[He climbs the wall and leaps down

within it.

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio.

Ben. Romeo! my cousin Romeo!
He is wise;

And, on my hfe, hath stol’n him home to bed.
Ben. He ran this way, and leap’d this

orchard wall:
Call, good Mercutio.

ATer. Nay, I’ll conjure too.- -

Romeo! humours! madman! passion! lover!
Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh:
Speak but one rhyme and I am satisfied,
Cry but, Ah me! pronounce but Love and

dove;
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word,
One nickname for her purblind son and heir,
Young auburn Cupid, he that shot so trim
When King Cophetua lov’d the beggar-

maid!

—

He heareth not, he stirreth not, he moveth not.
The ape is dead, and I must conjure him.
I conjure thee by Rosahne’s bright eyes,
By her high forehead and her scarlet hp,
By her fine straight leg, and quivering

And the demesnes that there adjacent He,
That in thy hkeness thou appear to us!
Ben. An it he hear thee, thou wilt anger him.
Mer. This cannot anger him; ’twould anger

him
To raise a spirit m his mistress’ circle,
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand
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Till she had laid it, and conjur’d it down;

That were some spite: my invocation

Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress' name,

I conjure only but to raise up him. [trees.

Ben> Come, he hath hid himself among these

To be consorted with the humorous mght:

Blind is his love, and best befits the dark.

Met* If love be blind, love cannot hit the

mark.
jPTow will he sit under a medlar tree,

And wish Ms mistress were that kind of fruit

As maids call medlars when they laugh alone.

—

Romeo, good-night.—I’ll to my tnickle-bed;

This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep:

Come, shall we go?
Ben. Go, then; for ’tis in vain

To seek Mm here that means not to be found.
[Exexmt.

Scene II.—Capulet’s Garden.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. He jests at scars that never felt a
wound.

—

[Juliet appears above at a window.
But, soft! what light through yonder window

breaks?

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun!

—

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon.
Who is already sick and pale with grief.

That thou her maid art far more fair than she:

Be not her maid, since she is envious;

Her vestal livery is but sick and green.

And none but fools do wear it; cast it off.

—

It is my lady; 0, it is my love!

0, that she knew she were!

—

She speaks, yet she says notMng: what of that?

Her eye discourses, I will answer it.

—

I am too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks;
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,
Having some business do entreat her eyes
To twinkle in their spheres till they return.

WTiat if her eyes were there, they in her head?
The brightness of her cheek would shame those

stars.

As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven
Would t&ough the airy region stream so bright

That birds would smg, and tMnk it were not
night.—

See how she leans her cheek upon her hand!

0, that I were a glove upon that hand,
That I might touch that cheek!

Jut. Ah me!
Rom. She speaks:

—

0, speak again, bright angel! for thou art

As glorious to this night, being o’er my head.
As is a winged messenger of heaven
Unto the white-upturned wondering eyes
Of mortals that fad back to gaze on Mm
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds
And sails upon the bosom of air.

Jul. 0 Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou
Romeo?

Deny thy father and refuse thy name;
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,

And PE no longer be a Capulet.
Rom. [Asitfe,] ShaE 1 hear more, or sliaE I

speak at tM«?
M, ’Tis but thy name that is my enemy;—

Thou «t thyself though, not a Montague,

What’s Montague? It is nor hand, nor foot.
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part
Belonging to a man. 0, be some other name!
What’s in a name? that which we call a rose.
By any other name would smeU as sweet;
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo caE’d
Retain the dear perfection wMch he owes
Without that title:—Romeo, doff thy name;
And for that name, wMch is no part of thee,
Take all myself.
Rom. I take thee at thy word:

CaU me but love, and I’ll be new baptiz’d;

Henceforth I never wUl be Romeo.
Jul. What man art thou, that, thus be-

screen’d in mght,
So stumblest on my counsel?
Rom. By a name

I know not how to teE thee who I am:
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself.
Because it is an enemy to thee;
Had I it written, I would tear tihie word.

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundied
words [sound;

Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I know the
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague?
Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dis-

like.

Jul. How cam’st thou Mther, teU me, and
wherefore?

The orchard waEs are Mgh and hard to climb;
And the place death, considering who thou art.

If any of my kinsmen find thee here.
Rom. With love’s light wings did I o’er-

perch these wMls;
For stony Emits cannot hold love out:

And what love can do, that dares love attempt;
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.

Jul. If they do see thee they wiU murder
thee. [eye

Rom. Alack, there Ees more peril in thine

Than twenty of their swords: look thou but
sweet,

And I am proof against their enmity. [hero*

Jul. I would not for the world they saw thee
Rom. I have night’s cloak to hide me from

their sight;

And, but thou love me, let them find me here:

My life were better ended by their hate
Than death prorogued wanting of thy love.

Jul. By whose direction found’st thou out

tMs place? [inquire;

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to

He lent me counsel, and I lent Mm eyes.

I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far

As that vast shoie wash’d with the furthest sea,

I would adventure for such merchandise.
Jul. Thou know’st the mask of night is on

my face.

Else would a maiden blush hepaint my cheek
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-

night.

Fain would I dweE on form, fain, fain deny
What I have spoke: but farewell compliment!
Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say Ay;
And I wiU take thy word: yet, if thou swear’ st,

Thou mayst prove false; at lovers’ perjuries

They say Jove laughs. 0 gentle Romeo,
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfuEy:

Or, if thou think’ st I am too quickly won,
PU frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay,
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So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the’ world.

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond;

And therefore thou mayst think my ’haviour

light:

But trust me, gentleman, FU prove more true

Than those that have more cunning to be
strange.

I diould have been more strange, I must con-

fess,

But that thou over-heard’st, ere I was ’ware.

My true love’s passion: therefore pardon me;
And not impute this yielding to light love,

Which the dark night hath so discovered.

Rotn, bady, by yonder blessed moon 1

swear,

That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops,

—

JuL 0, swear not by the moon, the incon-

stant moon,
That monthly changes in her circled orb,

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

Jfom. What shall I swear by?
JuL Do not swear at aU;

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self,

Which IS the god of my idolatry,

And PU beheve thee.

Ronu If my heart’s dear love,

—

JuL Well, do not swear: although I joy in

thee,

I have no joy of this contract to-night:

It is too rash, too unadvis’d, too sudden;

Too like ihe lightning, which doth cease to he
Ere one can say, It lightens. Sweet, good-

night I

This bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath,

May prove a beauteous flower when next we
meet. Irest

Good-night, good-night I as sweet repose and
Come to thy heart as that within my breast I

jRom. 0, wilt thou leave me so imsatisfied?

JuL What satisfaction canst thou have to-

night?

jRom- The exchange of thy love’s faith^l
vow for mine. (quest it:

Jtil. I gave thee mine before thou didst re-

And yet I would it were to give again.

Rom, Wouldst thou withdraw it? for whrat

purpose, love?

JuL But to be frank, and give it thee again.

And yet I wish but for the thing I have:
My bounty is as boundless as the sea,

My love as deep; the more I give to thee
The more I have, tor both are infinite.

[Nurse calts ufithin,

I hear some noise within; dear love, adieu!

—

Anon, good nurse!—Sweet Montague, be true.

Stay but a little, I will come again. [Exit
Rom. 0 blessed, blessed night! I am afeard.

Being in night, all this is but a dream,
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial.

jRe-enfcr Juliet above.

JuL Three words, dear Romeo, and good-
night indeed.

If that thy bent of love be honourable, [row.
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-mon
By one that I’ll procure to come to thee,
Where and what time thou wilt perform the

rite;

Ana all my fortunes at thy foot PH lay.

And foUow thee, my lord, throughout the world.

Nurse. [Within.] Madaml [weU,
JuL I come anon,—But if thou mean’st not

I do beseech thee,

—

Nurse, [Within,] Madaml
JuL By and by, I come:

—

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief:

To-morrow will I send.

Rom, So thrive my soul,

—

JuL A thousand times good-night! [ExiY.

Rom, A thousand times the worse, to want
thy light.

—

Love goes toward love as school-boys from
their books; [looks.

But love from love, toward school with heavy
[Retiring slowly.

Re-enter Juliet above,

JuL Hist! Romeo, hist!—0 for a falconer’s
voice,

To lure this tassel-gentle bacK again!

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud;
Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies,

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than
mine

With repetition of my Romeo’s name.
Rom. It is my soul that calls upon my name:

How silver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by
night,

Like softest music to attending ears!

Jul. Romeo!
Rom. My dear?
Jul. At what o’clock to-morrow

Shall I send to thee?
Rom. At the hour of nine.
JuL 1 will not fail; ’tis twenty years till then.

I have forgot why I did call thee back. [it,

Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember
JuL I shall forget, to have thee stiH stand

there,

Remembering how I love thy company.
Rom. And I’ll still stay, to have thee still

forget,

Forgetting any other home but this.

Jul. ’Tis almost mormng; I would have thee
gone;

And yet no further than a wanton’s bird;

Who lets it hop a little from her hand,
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gsrves,

And with a silk thread plucks it back again,
So loving-jealous of his liberty.

Rom. 1 would I were thy bird.

Jul. Sweet, so would I:

Yet I should kill thee with much chenshing.
Good-mght, good-night! parting is such sweet

sorrow
That I shall say good-night till it be morrow.

[Exif.

Rom, Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in
thy breast!

—

Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest!

Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell,

His help to crave and my dear hap to tell [Exit

Scene IIL—Eriajr Lawbbkce’s Cell

Enter Friar Lawrence tmih a basket

JM.l. The gray-ey’d mom smiles cm the
frowning night, [light;

Chequering the eastern clouds with streaks of
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And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels

From forth day’s path and Titan’s fiery wheels:

Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye,

The day to cheer and night’s dank dew to dry,

I must up-fiU this osier cage of ours

With baleful weeds and precious-juiced flowers.

The earth, that’s nature’s mother, is her tomb,
What is her bur3nng grave, that is her womb:
And from her womb children of divers kind

We sucking on her natural bosom find;

Many for many virtues excellent,

None but for some, and yet all different.

0, mickle is the powerful grace that lies

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities:

For naught so vile that on the earth doth live

But to the earth some special good doth give;

Nor aught so good but, strain’d from that fair

use,

Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse:

Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied;

And vice sometimes by action digmfied.

Within the infant nnd of this small flower

Poison hath residence, and medicine power:

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers
each part;

Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart.

Two such opposed kings encamp them still

In man as well as herbs,— grace and rude will;

And where the worser is predominant,

Full soon the canker death eats up that plant.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. Good-morrow, father!

Fri. L, Benedidte!
What early tongue so sweet saluteth me?

—

Young son, it argues a distemper’d head
So soon to bid good-morrow to thy bed:

Care keeps his watch in every old man’s eye,

And where care lodges sleep will never lie;

But where unbruised youth with unstuff’d brain

Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth
reign:

Therefore thy earlmess doth me assure

Thou art uproiis’d by some disteraperature;

Or if not so, then here I hit it right, -

Our Romeo hath not been m bed to-night.

Rom. That last is true; the sweeter restwas
mine. (Rosaline?

Fri. L. God pardon sm! wast thou with
Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father? no;

I have forgot that name, and that name’s woe.
Fri. L That’s my good son: but where hast

thou been, then?
Rom. I’ll tell thee ere thou ask it me again.

I have been feasting with mine enemy;
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me
That’s by me wounded; both our remedies
Witliin thy help and holy physic Hes:
I bear no hatred, blessed man, for, lo.

My intercession likewise steads my foe. [drift;

Fri. L Be plain, good son, and homely in thy
Riddling confession finds but riddling shnft.

Rom» Then plainly know my heart’s dear
love is set

^

On the fair daughter of rich Capulet;
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine;
And all combin’d, save what thou must combine
By holy marriage: when, and whelre, and how
we met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow,

I’U tell thee as we pass; but this I pray,
That thou consent to marry us to-day. [herel
Fn. L. Holy St. Francis! what a change is

Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear,
So soon forsaken? young men’s love, then, lies

Not truly in their hearts, but m their eyes.
Jesu Maria, what a deal of bnne
Hath wash’d thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline!
How much salt water thrown av/ay in waste,
To season love, that of it doth not taste!

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears,

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient cars;

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit

Of an old tear that is not wash’d off yet:

If e’er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine,

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline:
And art thou chang'd? pronounce this sentence,

then,— [men.
Women may fall, when there’s no strength in

Rom. Thou chidd’stmeoftforloving Rosaline.
Fn. L. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine.
Rom. And bad’st me bury love.

Fn. L. Not in a grave,
To lay one in, another out to have. [now
Rom. I pray thee, chide not: she whom Hove

Doth grace for grace and love for love allow;
The other did not so.

Fri. L. 0 , she knew well
Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell.

But come, young waverer, come, go with me,
In one respect I’ll thy assistant be;
For this alliance may so happy prove.
To turn your households’ rancour to pure love.

Rom. O, letushence; I stand on suddenhaste.
Fri. L. Wisely and slow, they stumble that

run fast. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—A Street.

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio.

Mer. Where the devil should this Romeo
be?—

Came he not home to-night?

Ben. Not to his father’s; I spoke with his
man.

Mer, Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench,
that Rosaline,

Torments him so that he will sure run mad.
Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet,

Hath sent a letter to his father’s house.
Mer. A challenge, on my life.

Sen. Romeo will answer it. (letter.

Mer. Any man that can write may answer a
Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter’s master,

how he dares, being dared.
Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead!

stabbed with a white wench’s black eye; shot
thorough the ear with a love-song; the ve;y
pin of his heart cleft with the bhnd how-boy’s
butt-shaft: and is he a man to encounter Tybalt?

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt?
Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell you.

O, he is the courageous captain of compliments.
He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps time,

distance, and proportion; rests me his minim
rest, one, two, and the third in your bosom;
the very butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a
duellist; a gentleman of the very first house,—
of the first and second cause: ah, the immortal
passadol the punto reverse! the hayI—
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Ben. The what?
Mer. The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting

fantasticoes; these new tuners of accents!

—

By Jesu, a very good hladel—n very tall man!
—a very good whore!—Why, is not this a

lamentable thing, grandsire, that we should be
thus afflicted with these strange flies, these
fashion-mongers, these pardonnez-mois, who
stand so much on the new form that they can-

not sit at ease on the old bench? 0, their

bons, their bons!
Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo.
Mer. Without his roe, like a dned herring.

—0, flesh, flesh, how art thou fishified!—Now
is he for the numbers that Petrarch flowed in:

Laura, to his lady, was but a kitchen-wench,

—

marry, she had a better love to be-rhyme her;

Dido, a dowdy; Cleopatra, a gipsy; Helen and
Hero, hildings and harlots; Thisbe, a gray eye

or so, but not to the purpose,

—

Enter Romeo.

Signior Romeo, bon jour! there’s a French
salutation to your French slop. You gave us
the counterfeit fairly last night.

Rom. Good-morrow to you both. What
counterfeit did I give you?
Mer. The slip, sir, the slip; can you not

conceive?
Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business

was great; and in such a case as mine a man
may strain courtesy.

Mer. That’s as much as to say, such a case

as yours constrains a man to bow in the hams.
Rom. Meaning, to court’sy.

Mer. Thou hast most kmdly hit it.

Rom. A most courteous exposition.

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy.

Rom. Knk for flower.

Mer. Right.

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flowered.

Mer. Well said: follow me this jest now till

thou hast worn out thy pump; that when the

single sole of it is worn, the jest may remain,
after the wearing, sole smgular.
Rom. 0 smgle-soled jest, solely singular for

the singleness'

Mer. Come between us, good Benvoho; my
wits faint

Rom, Switch and spurs, switch and spurs;

or I’ll cry a match.
Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose

chase, I have done; for thou hast more of the
wild-goose in one of thy wits than, I am sure,

I have in my whole five: was I with you there
for the goose?
Rom. Thou wast never with me for anything

when thou wast not there for the goose.
Mer. 1 will bite thee by the ear for that jest.

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not.

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting; it is

a most sharp sauce.

Rom. And is it not well served in to a sweet
goose?
Mer. 0, here’s a wit of cheveril, that stretches

from an inch narrow to an ell broad I

Rom. I stretch it out for that word, broad:
which added to the goose, proves thee far and
wide a broad goose.

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groan-
ing for love? now art thou sociable, now art
thou Romeo; not art thou what thou art, by
art as well as by nature: for this drivelling love
is like a great natural, that runs lolling up and
down to hide his bauble in a hole.

Ben. Stop there, stop there.

Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale
against the hair.

Ben. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale
large.

Mer. 0, thou art deceived; I would have
made it short: for I was come to the whole
depth of my tale; and meant, indeed, to uccupy
the argument no longer.

Rom. Here’s goodly gear!

Enter Nurse and Peter.

Mer. A sail, a sail, a sail!

Ben. Two, two; a shirt and a smock.
Nurse. Peter!

Peter. Anon?
Nurse. My fan, Peter.

Mer. Good Peter, to hide her face; for her
fan’s the fairer face.

Nurse. God ye good-morrow, gentlemen.
Mer. God ye good-den, fair gentlewoman.
Nurse. Is it good-den?
Mer. ’Tis no less, I tell you; for the bawdy

hand of the dial is now upon the prick of noon.
Nurse. Out upon you! what a man are you!
Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath

made himself to mar.
Nurse. By my troth, it is well said;—for

himself to mar, quoth ’a?—Gentlemen, can any
of you tell me where I may find the young
Romeo?
Rom. I can tell you: but young Romeo will

be older when you have found him than he was
when you sought him: I am the youngest of
that name, for fault of a worse.

Nurse. You say well.

Mer. Yea, is the worst well? very well took,
i’ faith; wisely, wisely.

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confi-

dence with you.
Ben, She will indite him to some supper.

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! So ho!

Rom. What hast thou found?
Mer. No hare, sir; unless a hare, sir, in a

lenten pie, that is something stale and hoar ere
it be spent. [Sinps.

An old hare hoar,
And an old hare hoar,

.

Is very good meat m Lent;
But a hare that is hoar
Is too much for a score,

When it hoars ©re it be spent.

Romeo, will you come to your father's? we’U
to dinner thither.

Rom. I will follow you.
Mer. Farewell, ancient lady; farewell,—

[singing] lady, lady, lady.

[Exeunt Mercioto and BenvoIio
Nurse. Marxj, farewell!—I pray you, sii*,

what saucy merchant was this, that was so full

of his ropery?
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Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear

himself talk; and will speak more m a minute

than he will stand to in a month.
Nurse. An ’a speak anything against me. I’ll

take liim down, an ’a were lustier than he is,

and twenty such Jacks; and if I cannot. I’ll

find ‘tiiose that shaft. Scurvy knave 1 1 am none
of his flirt-gills; I am none of his skamsmates.

—

And thou must stand by too, and suffer every

Imave to use me at his pleasure?

Pet. I saw no man use you at his pleasure;

if I had, my weapon should qmckly have been
out, I wartant you: I dare draw as soon as

another man, if I see occasion in a good quarrel,

and the law on my side.

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed that

every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave !

—

Pray you, sir, a word; and as I told you, my
young lady bade me inquire you out; what she
bade me say I will keep to myself: but first let

me tell ye, if ye should lead her into a fool’s

paradise, as they say, it were a very gross kind

of behaviour, as they say: for the gentlewoman
is young; and, therefore, if you should deal

double with her, truly it were an ill thing to

be offered to any gentiewoman, and very weak
dealing.

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and
mistress. I protest unto thee,

—

Nurse. Good heart, and, i’ faith, I wiU tell

her as much: Lord, Lord, she wiU be a joyful

woman.
Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou

dost not mark me.
Nurse. I will teU her, sir,—that you do pro-

test; which, as I take it, is a gentlemanlike
offer.

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to

shnft

This afternoon,
*

And there she shall at Friar Lawrence’ cell

Be shriv’d and married. Here is for thy pains.

Nurse. No, truly, sir; not a penny.
Rom. Go to, I say you shall. [there.

Nurse. This afternoon, sir? well, she shall be
Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the

abbey-wall:
Within this hour my man shall be with thee,

And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair;

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy

Must be my convoy in the secret night.

Farewell; be trusty, and I’ll quit thy pains:

Farewell; commend me to thy mistress.

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless theel

—

Hark you, sir.

Rom. What say’st thou, my dear nurse?
Nurse. Is your man secret? Did you ne’er

hear say
Two may keep counsel, putting one away?
Rom. 1 warrant thee, my man’s as true as

.

steel.

Nurse. Well, sir; my mistress is the sweetest
lady,—Lord, Lord I when 'twas a httle prating

thing,—0, there’s a nobleman in town, one
Paris, that would fain lay knife aboard; but
she, good soul, had as Kef see a toad, a very
toad, as see Mm# I anger her sometimes, and
tell her that Paris is the properer man; but,
I’ll warrant you, when 1 say so, she looks as
pale as any clout in the versal world. Both

not rosemary and Romeo begin both with a
letter? [an R.
Rom, Ay, nurse; what of that? both with
Nurse. Ah, mockerl that’s the dog’s name,

R is for the dog: no; I know it begins with
some other letter:—and she hath the prettiest

sententious of it, of you and rosemary, that it

would do you good to hear it.

Rom. Commend me to thy lady.

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. [Exit Romeo.—^Peterl

Pet, Anon?
Nurse. Peter, take my fan and go before.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.—Captjlet’s Garden.

Enter Juliet.

Jul. The clock struck nme when I did send
the nurse;

In half an hour she promis’d to return, [so.

—

Perchance she cannot meet him:—that’s not
O, she IS lame! love’s heralds should be

thoughts, [beams,
Which ten times faster ghde than the sun’s
Driving back shadows over lowering MBs;
Therefore do nimble-pinion’d doves draw love.

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings.
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill

Of this day’s journey; and from nine till twelve
Is three long hours,—yet she is not come.
Had she affections and warm youthful blood.
She’d be as swift in motion as a bpll;

My words would bandy her to my sweet love,

And his to me:
But old folks, many feign as they were dead;
Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.

—

0 God, she comes!

Enter Nurse and Peter.

0 honey nurse, what news?
Hast thou met with him? Send thy man away.

Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate.

[Exit Peter.
Jul. Now, good sweet nurse,—O Lord, why

look’st thou sad?
Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily;

If good, thou sham’st the music of sweet news
By playing it to me with so sour a face.

Nurse. I am a-weary, give me leave a-
while;— [had!

Fie, how my bones ache! what a jaunt have I

Jul. 1 would thou hadst my bones and I thy

news; [nurse, speak.
Nay, come, I pray thee, speak;—good, good
Nurse. Jesu, what haste? can you not stay

awhile?
Do you not see that I am out of breath?
Jut How art thou out of breath, when thou

hast breath
To say to me that thou art out of breath?
The excuse that thou dost make in this delay
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse.

Is thy news good or bad? answer to that;

Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance;
Let me be satisfied, is’t good or bad?
Nurse. Well, you have made me a simple

choke; you know not how to choose a man:
Romeo! no, not he; though Ms face be better
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than-aay man’s, yet Ms leg excels all men’s;
and for a hand, and a foot, and a -body,

—

though they be not to be talked on, yet they
are past compare: he is not the flower of

courtesy,—^but I’ll warrant Mm as gentle as a
lamb.—Go thy ways, wench; serve God.

—

What, have you dined at home?
Jul, No, no: but'all this did I know before.

What says he of our marriage? what of that?

Nurse, Lord, how my head aches! what a
head have II

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.

My back 0’
t’ other side,—0, my back, my

back!—
Beshrew your heart for sending me about
To catch my death with jaunting up and down!

Jul. V faith, I am sorry that ^ou art not
well.

Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says
ray love? [man,

Nurse. Your love says, like an honest gentle-
And a courteous, and a Mnd, and a handsome.
And, I warrant, a virtuous,—^Wbere is your

mother?
Jid. Where is my mother!—why, she is

witMn;
Where should she be? flow oddly thou re-

pliestl

Your love says, like an honest gentleman,

—

Where is your mother?
Nurse. 0 God’s lady dearl

Are you so hot! marry, come up, I trow;
Is tMs the poultice for my acMng bones?
Henceforward, do your messages yourself.

Jul, Here’s such a coil!—come, what says
Romeo? [day?

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-

Jul. I have. [cell;

Nurse. ThenMe youhence to Friar Lawrence’
There stays a husband to make you a wife;
Now comes the wanton blood upm your cheeks,
They’ll be in scarlet straight at any news.
Hie you to church; I must another way.
To fetch a ladder, by the wMch your love
Must climb a bird's nest soon when it is dark:
I am the drudge, and toil in your delight;
But you shall bear the burden soon at night.
Go; I’ll to dinner; Me you to the cell.

Jul Hie to Mgh fortune!—honest nurse,
farewell. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.—Friar Lawrence’s Cell

Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo.

Fri. t. So smile the heavens upon tMs holy
act

That after-hours with sorrow chide us not!
Mom. Amen, amen I but come what sorrow

can.

It cannot countervail the exchange of joy
That one short minute gives me in her sight:
Do thou but close our hands with holy words,
Then love-devouring death do what he dare,

—

It is enough I may but call her mine, [ends,
Fri. h. These violent dol ghts have violent

And in their tnumph die; like fire and powder,
WMch, as they Mss, consume: the sweetest

honey
Is loathsome in Ms own deliuousness,
And in the taste confounds the appetite:

Therefore love moderately; long love doth so’
Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow.

’

Here comes the lady.—0, so light a foot
Will ne’er wear out the everlasting flint:

A lover may bestride the gossamer
That idles in the wanton summer air
And yet not fall; so hght is vanity.

Enter Juliet.

Jul. Good-even to my ghostly confessor.
FrJ L. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter,

for us both. [much.
Jul As much to Mm, else is Ms thanks too
Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy

Be heap’d hke mine, and that thy skill be more
To bla2on it, then sweeten with tliy breath
TMs neighbour air, and let nch music’s tongue
Unfold the imagin’d happiness that both
Receive in either by tMs dear encounter,

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in
words,

Brags of Ms substance, not of ornament:
They are but beggars that can count their

worth;
But my true love is grown to such excess,
I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth.

Fri. L. Come, come with me, and we will
make short work;

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone
Till holy church incorporate two in one.

[Exeunt,

ACT III.

. Scene I .—A public Place.

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, Page, and
Servants.

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let’s retire:
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad,
And, if we meet, we shall not scape a brawl;
For now, these hot days, is the mad blood

stirnng.

Afer, Thou art like one of those fellows that,
when he enters the confines of a tavern, claps
me Ms sword upon the table, and says,
send me no one of theet and by the operation
of the second cup draws it on the drawer, when,
indeed, there is no need.

Ben, Am I hke such a fellow?
Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in

thy mood as any in Italy; and as soon moved
to be moody, and as soon moody to be moved.

Ben. And what to?
Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we

should have none shortly, for one would kill

the other. Thou! why, thou wilt quarrel with
a man that hath a hair more or a hair less
in Ms^ beard than thou hast. Thou wilt quar-
rel with a man for cracking nuts, having no
other reason but because thou hast hazel eyes;—what eye but such an eye would spy out such
a quarrel? Thy head is as full of quarrels as
an egg is full of meat; and yet thy head hath
been beaten as addle as an eigg for quarrelling.
Thou hast quarrelled with a man for coughing
in the street, because he hath wakened thy dog
that hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou
not fall out with a tailor for wearing Ms new
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doublet before Easter? witb another for tying

his new shoes with old riband? and yet thou

wilt tutor me from quarrelling!

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art,

any man should buy the fee-simple of my hfe

for an hour and a quarter.

Mer. The fee-simple! O simple!

Ben. By my head, here come the Capiilets.

Mer. By my heel, I care not.

Enter Tybalt and others.

Tyb. Follow me close, for I will speak to

them.—Gentlemen, good-den; a word with

one of you.
Mer. And but one word with one of us?

Couple it with something; make it a word and
a blow.

Tyb. You shall find me apt enough to that,

sir, an you will give me occasion.

Mer. Could you not take sotae occasion
without giving?

Tyb. Mercutio, thou consort’st with Romeo ,

—

Mer. Consort! what, dost thou make us
minstrels? An thou make minstrels of us,

look to hear nothing but discords; here’s my
fiddlestick; here’s that shall make you dance.
Zounds, consort!

Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of

men:
Either withdraw unto some private place,

And leason coldly of your grievances,

Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us.

Mer. Men’s eyes were made to look, and
let them gaze;

I will not budge for no man’s pleasure, 1.

Tyb. Well, peace with you, sir, Here comes
my man.

Enter Romeo.

Mer, But I’ll be hanged, sir, if he wear
your livery:

Marry, go before to field, he’ll bo your follower;

Your worship in that sens© may call him man.
Tub. Romeo, the hate I bear thee can aftord

No better term than this,—Thou art a villain.

Rom, Tybalt, tb© reason that I have to love
thee

Doth much excuse the appertaining rage
To such a greeting. Villain am I none;
Therefore, farewell; I see thou know’st me not.

Tyb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries

That thou hast done me; therefore turn and
draw.

Rom. I do protest 1 never injur’d thee;
But love thee better than thou canst devise
Till thou shalt know the reason of my love:

And so, good Capulet, • which name I tender
As dearly as my own. - bo satisfied.

Mer, 0 calm, dishonourable, vile submission!
4 ta sioecaia carries it away. {Drmas.
Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk?

Tub. What wouldst thou have with me?
Mer, Good king of cats, nothing but one of

your nine lives; that I mean to make bold,
withal, and, as you shall use me hereafter, dry-
beat the rest of the eight. Will you pluck your

1

sword out of his pitcher by the ears? make i

haste, lest mine be about your ears ere Jt be out. I

Tyb, I am for you. {Drawing. I

1 1

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.
Mer. Come, sir, your passado. [They fight,

Rom. Draw, BenvoHo; beat down their

weapons.

—

Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage!

—

Tybalt,—Mercutio,—the piince expressly hath
Forbidden bandying in Verona streets.—:
Hold, Tybalt!—good Mercutio.

—

[Exeunt Tybalt and his Partizans.
Mer, I am hurt;—

A plague o’ both your houses!—1 am sped.—
Is he gone, and hath nothing?
Ben. What, art thou hurt?
Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry,

’tis enough.—
Where is my page?—go, villain, fetch a sur-

geon. [Exit Page
Rom. Courage, man; the hurt cannot be

much.
Mer. No, ’tis not so deep as a well, nor so

wide as a church-door; but ’tis enough, ’twill

serve; ask for me to-morrow, and you shall

find me a grave man. I am peppered, I war-
rant, for this world.—A plague o’ both your
houses!—Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat,

to scratch a man to death! a braggart, a rogue,
a villain, that fights by the book of arithmetic!

—Why the devil came you between us? I was
hurt undei your arm.
Rom. I thought all for the best.

Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio,
Or I shall faint.—A plague o’ both your houses!
They have made worm’s meat of me:
I have it, and soundly too.—Your houses!

[Exeunt Mekcutio arid Benvolio
ifom. This gentleman, the prince’s near ally,

My very friend hath got his mortal hurt
In my behalf; my reputation stain’d

With Tybalt’s slander,—Tybalt, that an hour
Hath been my kinsman.—0 sweet Juliet,

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate,
And in my temper soften’d valour’s steel.

Re-enter Bekvolio.

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio’s
dead!

That gallant spirit hath aspir’d the clouds
Which too untimely here did scorn the, earth.

Rom. This clay’s black fate on more days
doth depend;

This but begins the woe others must end.
Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back

Again.

Rom Alive, in triumph! and Mercutio slain!

Away to heaven, respective lenity,

And flre-ey’d fury be my conduct nowi—

Re-enter Tybalt.

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again

That late thou gav’st me; for Meicutio’s soul

Is but a little way above our heads,
Staying for, thin© to keep him company:
Either thou or I, or both, must go with him.

Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort

him here,

Shalt with him hence,
Rom* This shall determine that-

[They fight; Tybalt falls.
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Sen. Romeo, away, be gone!

The citizens are tip, and Tybalt slain.*—

Stand not amaz’d. The prince will doom thee

death
If thou art taken. Hence, be gone, away!
Rom, 0, 1 am fortune’s fool!

Sen. Why dost thou stay?

[Exit Romeo.

Enter Citizens, &c,

I Cit, Which way ran he that kill’d Mercutio?

Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he?
Ben. There lies that Tybalt.

I Cit. Up, sir, go with mej
I charge thee in the prince’s name, obey,

ErUer Prince, attended; Montague, Capu-
LET, that Wives, and others,

Prtn. Where are the T^e beginners of this

fray?

Sen. 0 noble prince, I can discover all

The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl;

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo,
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio.

lady C. Tybalt, my cousin! 0 my brother’s

child!—

0 pnnce!—O husband!~0, the blood is spill’d

Of my dear kinsman!—Pnnce, as thou art true,

For blood of ours shed blood of Montague.

—

0 cousin, cousin!

Frin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray?

Ben, Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo’s hand
did slay;

Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink

How nice the quarrel was, and urg’d withal

Your high displeasure.—All this,—uttered

With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly
bow’d,

—

Could not take trace with the unruly spleen

Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts

With piercing steel at bold Mercutio’s breast;

Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point.

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats

Cold death aside, and with the other sends
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity

Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud,

Mold, friends! friends, parti and, swifter than
his tongue,

His agiia arm beats down their fatal points,

And ’twixt them rashes; underneath whose arm
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled:

But by and by comes back to Romeo,
Who had but newly entertain’d revenge,

And to’t they go like lightning; for ere I

Could draw to part them was stout Tybalt
slain;

And as he fell did Romeo turn and fly.

This IS the truth, or let Benvolio die.

Lady C. He is a kinsman to the Montague,
Affection makes him false, he speaks not true:

Some twenty of them fought in this black strife,

And all those twenty could but kill one life.

1 beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give;

Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live.

Prm. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio;
Who now the price of Ms dear blood doth owe?
Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio’s

friend; [end, >

His fault concludes but what the law should
The life of Tybalt.

Prin. And for that offence,

Immediately we do exile him hence:
I have an interest in your hate’s proceeding,
My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-

bleeding;

But FU amerce you with so strong a jSne

That you shall all repent the loss of mme:
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses;

Nor tears nor prayers shall purchase out abuses.
Therefore use none: let Romeo hence in haste,

Else when he’s found, that hour is his last.

Bear hence this body, and attend our will:

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill.

[Exeunt.

Scene IL—A Room in Capulet’s Mouse.

Enter Juliet.

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,

Towards Phcebus’ lodging; such a waggoner
As Phaeton would whip you to the west,

And bring in cloudy night immediately.

—

Spread thy close ctirtain, love-performing
night!

That rude day’s eyes may wink, and Romeo
Leap to these arms, untalk’d of and unseen.

—

Lovers can see to do their amorous rites

By their own beauties: or if love be blind.

It best agrees with night.—Come, civil night,

Thou sober-suited matron, all in black,

And learn me how to lose a winning match,
Play’d for a pair of stainless maidenhoods:
Hoodmyunmann’d blood, bating in my cheeks.
With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown

bold,

Think true love acted simple modesty.
Come, night;—come, Romeo,—come, thou day

in night;

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night
Whiter than new snow on a raven’s back. ~
Come, gentle night,—come, loving black-

brow’d mght,
Give me my Romeo; and, when ho shall die,

Take Mm and cut him out in little stars,

And he will make the face of heaven so fine

That all the world will be in love witli night,
And pay no worship to the garish sun. —
O, I have bought the mansion of a love,

But not possess’d it; and, though I am sold,

Not yet enjoy’d: so tedious is this day,
As IS the night before some festival

To an impatient child that hath new robes,
And may not wear them. 0, here comes my

nurse, {speaks
And she brings news; and every tongue that
But Romeo’s name speaks heavenly elo-

quence.—

Enter Nurse laith cords.

Now, nurse, what news? What bast thou
there? the cords

That Romeo bade thee fetch?
JVurse, Ay, ay, the cords.

[T/iroios them down.
Jul Ah me! what news? why dost thou

wring thy hands? {he’s dead!
Nurse. Ah, woll-a-dayl he’s dead, he’s dead,

We are undone, lady, we are undone?
Alack the day!- he’s gone, he’s kill’d, he’s

dead!
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Jut Can heaven be so envious?

jVurse. Romeo can,

Though heaven cannot.—0 Romeo, Romeo!

—

Who ever would have thought it?—Romeo?
Jut What devil art thou, that dost torment

me thus?

This torture should be roar’d in dismal heh.

Hath Romeo slam himself? say thou but I,

And that bare vowel I shall poison more
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice:

I am not I if there be such an I;

Or those eyes shut that make thee answer I.

If he be slam, say I; or if not, no;

Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine
eyes,

—

God save the mark!—here on his manly breast:

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse;

Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaub’d m blood,
All in gore-blood;—I swooned at the sight.

Jut 0, brealc, my heart!—-poor bankrupt,
break at once!

To prison, eyes, ne’er look on liberty!

?ile earth, to earth resign; end motion here;

And thou and Romeo press one heavy bier!

Nurse. 0 Tybalt, Tybalt! the best friend I

had!
O courteous Tybalt! honest gentleman!
That ever I should live to see thee dead!
Jut What stormis this that blows so contrary?

Is Romeo slaughter’d, and is Tybalt dead?
My dear-lov’d cousm and my dearer lord?

—

Then, dreaoful trumpet, sound the general
doom!

For who is living if those two are gone?
Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished;

Romeo that kill’d him, he is banished.

Jut OGod!~ “didRomeo’shandshed Tybalt’s
blood?

Nurse. It did, it did; alas the day, it did!

Jut 0 serpenth eart, hid withafloweiing face

!

Hid ever dragon keep so fair a cave?
Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical!

Hove-feather’d raven! wolfish-ravening Iambi
Hespised substance of divinest show!
Just opposite to what thou justly seem’st,

A damned saint, an honourable villain!--

0 nature, what hadst thou to do in hell

When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend

In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh?—
Was ever book containing such vile matter
So fairly bound? 0, that deceit should dwell

In such a gorgeous palace!

Nurse. There’s no trust,

Ho faith, no honesty in men; all are perjur’d.

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers.—
Ah, where’s my man? give me some agua

vitae. - [old.

These griefs, these woes,these sorrowsmakeme
Shame come to Romeo!
M. Blister’d be thy tongue

For such a wish! he was not born to shame:
Upon his brow shame is asham’d to sit;

For ’tis a throne where honour may be crown’d
Sole monarch of the universal earth.

0, whaf a beast was I to chide at himi
Num. Will you speite well of him that MU’d

your cousin? [husband?
Jut Shall I speak ill of Mm that is my

Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shah smooth
thy name,

When I, thy three-hours’ wife, have mangled
it?~

But wherefore, villain, didst thou Mil my
cousin? [husband*

That villain cousin would have kill’d my
Back, foolish tears, back to your native sprmg;
Your tributary drops belong to woe.
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy.

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have
slain; [husband:

And Tybalt’s dead that would have slain my
All this is comfort; wherefore weep i, then?
Some word there was, worser than Tybalt’s

death.

That murder’d me: I would forget it fain:

But, O, it presses to my memory
Like damned guilty deeds to sinners’ minds:
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo banished.
That banished, that one word banished,
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt’s

death
Was woe enough, if it had ended there:
Or, if sour woe dehghts in fellowship,

And needly will be rank’d with other griefs,—
Why follow’d not, when she said Tybalt’s dead.
Thy father or thy mother, nay, or both,

Which modern lamentation might have mov’d?
But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt’s death,
Romeo is banished ,—to speak that word
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet,

All slain, all dead: Romeo is banished,

—

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound,
In that word’s death; no words can that woe

sound.

—

Where is my father and my mother, nurse?
Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt’s

corse:

Will you go to them? I will bring you thither.

Jut Wash they his wounds wilh tears: mine
shall be spent

When theirs are dry, for Romeo’s banishment.
Take up those cords. Poor ropes, you are

beguil’d,

Both you-and I; for Romeo is exil’d:

He made you for a highway to my bed;
But I, a maid, die maiden-widowcd.
Come, cords; come, nurse; I’ll to my wedding-

bed;
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead!
Nurse. Hie to your chamber, I’ll find Romeo

To comfort you: I wot well where he is.

Hark ye, your Romeo will be hero at night:

I’ll to him; he is hid at Lawrence* cell, [knight,

Jut 0, find him! give this ring to my true
And bid him come to take his last farewell.

[Exeunt

Scene IIL—FtaAR Lawrences Cell.

Enter Feiar Lawrence.

Fri. 1. Romeo, come forth; come forth,

thou fearful man:
Affliction is enamour’d of thy [parts,

And thou art wedded to calamity.

Enter Romeo.

Rom, Father, what news? what is the

prince’s doom?
What sorrow craves acpaintance at my hafid,

That I yet know not?
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Fri. 1. Too familiar Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou
Is my dear son with such sour company; tear thy hair,

I bring thee tidings of the prince’s doom. And fall upon the ground, as I do now
Rom. What less than doomsday is the Taking the measure of an unmade grave.

prince’s doom? [lips,— Fri. L. Arise; one knocks; good Romeo
Fri. L. A gentler judgment vanish’d from his hide thyself. [Knocking within

Not body’s death, but body's bamshment. Rom. Not I; unless the breath of heart-sick
Rom. Ha, banishment! be merciful, say groans,

death; Mist-hke, enfold me from the search of eyes.
For exile hath more terror in his look, [Knocking,
Much more than death: do not say banishment. Fri. i. Hark how they knock!—Who’s

Fri. L. Hence from Verona art thou bamsh’d. there?—Romeo, anse;

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. Thou wilt be taken.—Stay awhile;—stand up;
Rom. There is no world without Verona walls, [Knocking.

But purgatory, torture, hell itself. Run to my study.—By and by.—God’s will!

Hence-banished is banish’d from the world, What simpleness is this!—I come, I come.
And world’s exile is death,—then banished [Knocking.

Is death mis-term’d: calling death banishment, Who knocks so hard? whence come you?
Thou cutt’st my head off with a golden axe, vrhat’s your will?

And smil’st upon the stroke that murders me. Nurse. [Within.] Let me come in and you
Fri. L. O deadly sin! 0 rude unthankfulness! shall know my errand;

Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind I come from Lady Juliet.

prince, Fn. L, Welcome, then.

Taking thy part, hath brush’d aside the law,

And turn’d that black word death to bamsh- Enter Nurse.
ment:

This is dear mercy, and thou see’st it not. [here

Rom. ’Tis torture, and not mercy; heaven is

Where Juliet lives; and every cat, and dog,

And little mouse, every unworthy thing,

Live here in heaven, and may look on her;

But Romeo may not.—More vahdity.

More honourable state, more courtship lives

In carrion flies than Romeo: they may seize

On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand,
And steal immortal blessing from her lips;

Who, even in pure and vestal modesty,
Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin;

But Romeo may not; he is bamshed,

—

This may fUes do, when I from this must fly.

And say’st thou yet that exile is not death!

Hadst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-ground
knife, [mean,

No sudden mean of death, though ne’er so
But—bamshed—to kill me; banished?
0 friar, the damned use that word in hell;

Howlings attend it: how hast thou the heart,

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,

A sin-absolver, and my friend profess’d,

To mangle me with that word banishment?
’ Fri. L. Thou fond mad man, hear me speak

a Httle,—
Rom. 0, thou wilt speak again of banishment.
Fru L. I’ll give thee armour to keep off

that word;
Adversity’s sweet milk, philosophy,

To comfort thee, though thou art banished.
Rom. Yet banished?—Hang up philosophy!

Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,

Displant a t6wn, reverse a pnnee’s doom,
It helps not, it prevails not,—talk no more.

Fri. L, O, then I see that madmen have no
ears. [have no eyes?

Rom. How should they, when that wise men
Fri. L, Let me dispute with thee of thy estate.
Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou

dost not feel;

VTert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love,
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered,

j

Doting like me, and like me banished,

Nurse. 0 holy friar, 0, tell me, holy friar,

Where is my lady’s lord, where’s Romeo?
Fri. L. There on the ground, with his own

tears made drunk.
Nurse. 0, he is even in my mistress’ case,—

Just in her case!

Fri. L, 0 woeful sympathy!
Piteous predicament!

Nurse. Even so lies she, [ing.

—

Blubbenag and weeping, weeping and blubber-
Stand up, stand up; stand, an you be a man:
For Juliet’s sake, for her sake, rise and stand;
Why should you fall into so deep an 0?
Rom. Nurse!
Nurse. Ah, sir! ah, sir!—Well, death’s the

end of all. [her?
Rom. Spak’st thou of Juliet? how is it with

Doth she not think me an old murderer,
Now I have stain’d the childhood of our joy
With blood remov'd but little from her own?
Where is she? and how doth she? and what sayg
My conceal’d lady to our canccU’d love?

Nurse. 0, she says nothing, sir, but weeps
and weeps;

And now falls on her bed; and then starts up,
And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo cries,

And then down falls again.

Rom. As if that name.
Shot from the deadly level of a ipaa,

Did murder her; as that name’s cursed hand
Murder’d her lansman.—0, tell me, friar, tell

me,
In what vile part of this anatomy
Doth my name lodge? tell me that I may sack
The hateful mansion. [Drawing his sword.

Fri, L. Hold thy desperate hand;
Art thou a man? thy form cries out thou art:

Thy tears are womanish; thy wild acts denote
The unreasonable fury of a betat:
Unseemly woman in a seeming man!
Or ill-beseeming beast in seeming both!
Thou hast amaz’d me: by my holy order.

Hast thou sWn l^balt? wilt thou sky thyself?
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And slay thy lady, too, that livesm thee,

By doing damned hate upon thyself?

Why rail’st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and
earth?

Since birth, and heaven and earth, all three do
meet

In thee at once; which thou at once wouldst
lose.

Fie, fie I thou sham’st thy shape, thy love, thy
wit;

Which, like a usurer, abound’st in all,

And usest none m that true use indeed [wit:

Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy

Thy noble shape is but a form of wax,
Digressing from the valour of a man;
Thy dear love sworn, but hollow perjury,

Killing that love which thou hast vow’d to

cherish;

Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love,

Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both.

Like powder in a skilless soldier’s flask.

Is set a-fire by thine own ignorance,

And thou dismember’d with thine own defence.

What, rouse thee, man! thy Juliet is olive.

For whosftdear sake thou wast but lately dead.
There art thou happy: Tybalt would kill thee.

But thou slew’st Tybalt; there art thou happy
too:

The law, that threaten’d death, becomes thy
fnend.

And turns it to exile; there art thou happy:
A pack of blessings hghts upon thy back;
Happiness courts thee in her best array;

But, like a misbehav’d and sullen wench,
Thou pout’st upon thy fortune and thy love:—
Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable.

Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed,

Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her:

But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set,

For then thou canst not pass to Mantua;
Where thou shalt live till we can find a time
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends,

Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy
Than thou went’st forth m lamentation.

—

Go before, nurse: commend me to thy lady;

And bid her hasten all the house to bed,

Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto:

Romeo is coming. [the night

Nurse, 0 Lord, I could have stay’d here all

To hear good counsel; 0, what learning isl

—

My lord, I’ll teH my lady you will come.
Rom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to

chide. [sir: i

Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she hid me give you,

!

Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late.

[Exit.

Rom. How well my comfort is reviv’d hy this!

Fri. 1. Go hence; good-night; and here
stands all your state:

Either be gone before the watch be set.

Or by the break of day disguis’d from hence:
Sojourn in Mantua; PH find out your man,
And he shall signify from time to time
Every good hap to you that chances here;
Give me thy hand; ’tis late: farewell; good-

night
Rom, But that a Joy past joy calls out to me,

It were a grief so brief to part with fhee:
FaroweU. [Exeunt

91

1

Scene IV.—A Room in Capulet’s Bouse.

Enter Capulet, Lady Capdlet and Papis

Cap. Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily
That we have had no time to move our daugh-

ter:

Look you, she lov’d her kinsman Tybalt dearly,
And so did I; weU, we were bom to die.

*Tis very late, she’ll not come down to-night:
I promise you, but for your company,
I would have been a-bed an hour ago.

Par. These times of woe afford no time to

woo.— [daughter.
Madam, good-night: commend me to your
Lady C. I will, and know her mind early

to-morrow;
To-night she’s mew’d up to her heaviness.

Cap. Sir Paris, I wiU make a desperate tender
Of my child’s love: I think she wiH be rul’d
In afl respects by me; nay, more, I doubt it

not.

—

Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed;
Acquaint her here of my son Paris’ love;
And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday

next,

—

But, soft! what day is this?

Par. Monday, my lord.

Cap. Monday! ha, ha! Well, Wednesday
is too soon,

0’ Thursday let it be;—o’ Thursday, teU her,
She shall be mamed to this noble earl.—
WiU you be ready? do you like this haste?
We’U keep no great ado,—a friend or two;
For, hark you, Tybalt being slain so late,

It may be thought we held him carelessly,

Being our kinsman, if we revel much:
Therefore we’ll have some half a dozen friends,

And there an end. But what say you to Thurs-
day? [to-morrow.

Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were
Cap. Well, get you gone; o’ Thursday be it

then.

—

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed,
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day.

—

Farewell, my lord.—Light to my chamber,
hoi—

Afore me, it is so very very late

That we may call it early by and by.

—

Good-night. [Exeunt*

Scene Y.—An open Gallery to JtrLiET’s

Chamber, overlooking the Garden,

Enter Romeo and Juliet.

Sul. Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near
day:

It was the nightingale, and not the lark,

That pierc'd the fearful hoUow of thine ear;

Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree:

BeHeve me, love, it was the nightingale.

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the mom,
No nightingale: look, love, what envious streaks

Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east:

Night’s candles are burnt out, and jocund day
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops.

I must be gone and live, or stay and die.

Jut. Yon light is not daylight, I know it, I:

It is some meteor that tiie sun exhales,

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer,
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And light thee on thy way to Mantua:
Therefore stay yet, thou need’st not to be gone
Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death

I am content, so thou wilt have it so.m say yon gray is not the morning’s eye,
’Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow;
Nor that is not the lark whose notes do beat
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads:
I have more care to stay than will to go.

—

Come, death, and welcome! Juhet wills it so.

—

How is’t, my soul? let’s talk,—it is not day.

Jul. It is, it IS,—hie hence, be gone, away
It is the lark that sings so out of tune,

Straining harsh discords and unpleasing sharps

Some say the lark makes sweet division;

This doth not so, for she dmdeth us:

Some say the lark and loathed toad change eye
O, now I would they had chang’d voices too!

Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray.

Hunting thee hence with hunt’s-up to the day.

0, now be gone; more light and light it grows.

Rom. More light and hght,—more dark and
dark our woes!

Enter Nurse*

Nurse. Madam!
Jul. Nurse? [chamber
Nurse. Your lady mother is coming to your

The day is broke; be wary, look about.

[5rzA

Jul. Then, window, let daym and let life out.

Rom. Farewell, farewell! one kiss, and I’ll

descend. [Descends.

Jul. Art thou gone so? my lord, my love,

my fnendl
I must hear from thee every day i’ the hour.

For in a minute there are many days:

0, by this count I shall be much in years

Ere I again behold my Romeo!
Rom. Farewell! '

I will omit no opportunity

That may convey my greetings, love, to thee.

Jul, 0, think’st thou we shall ever meet
again? [shall serve

Rom, I doubt it not; and all these woes
For sweet discourses in our time to come.

Jul. 0 God! I have an ill-dmnmg soul!

Methinks I see thee, now thou art below,

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb;
Either my eyesight fails or thou look’st pale.

Rom, And trust me, love, in my eye so do
you:

Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu!

[Exit below.

Jul. 0 fortune, fortune! all men call thee

fickle;

If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him
That IS renown’d for faith? Be fickle, fortune;

For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long,

But send him back. [up?

ladiT C [Withm.] Ho, daughter! are you
Jul. Who is’t that calls? is it my lady

mother?
Is she not down so late, or up so early?
What unaccustom’d cause procures her hither?

Enter Lady Capulet.

ladif 0. Why, how now, Juliet!

Jul. Madam, I am not well.

Lady C. Evermore weeping for your cousin’s
death? [tears?

What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with
An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him

hve; [love
Therefore have done: some grief shows much of
But much of grief shows still some want of wit

Jul. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss.
Lady C. So shall you feel the loss, but not

the friend

Which you weep for.

Jul. Feeling so the loss,

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend.

Lady C. Well, girl, thou weep’st not so much
for his death

As that the villain lives which slaughter’d him.
Jul. What Viliam, madam?
Lady C. That same villain, Romeo.
Jul. Villain and he be many miles asunder.

God pardon him! X do, with all my heart;
And yet no man like he doth grieve rny heart.
Lady C. That is because the traitor mur-

derer hves. [hands.
Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my

Would none but I might venge my cousin’s
death!

Lady C. We will have vengeance for it, fear
thou not:

Then weep no more. I’ll send to one in
Mantua,

—

Where that same banish’d ninagate doth live,

—

Shall give him such an unaccustom’d dram
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company:
And then I hope thou wilt be satisfied.

Jul. Indeed I never shall be satisfied

With Romeo till I behold him—dead,

—

Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex’d:
Madam, if you could find out but a man
To bear a poison, I would temper it,

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof,
Soon sleep in quiet. 0, how my heart abhors
To hear him nam’d,—and cannot come to

him,

—

To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt
Upon his body that hath slaughter’d him!
Lady C. Find thou the means, and I’ll find

such a man.
But now I’ll tell thee joyful tidings, girl.

Jul. And joy comes well m such a needy
time:

What are they, I beseech your ladyship?
Lady C. Well, well, thou hast a careful

father, child;

One who, to put thee from thy heaviness,
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy
That thou expect’st not, nor I look’d not for.

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is

that?

Lady C. Marry, my child, early next Thurs-
day morn

The gallant, young, and noble gentleman,
The County Paris, at St. Peter’s Church,
>haU happily make thee there a joyful bride.

Jul. Now, by St. Peter’s Church, and Peter
too,

He shall not make me there a joyful bride.

wonder at this haste; that I must wed
Ere he that should be husband comes to woo.
pray you, tell my lord and father, madam,
will not marry yet; and when I do, I swear
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It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate,

Rather than Paris:—these are news indeed!

Lady C- Here comes your father; tell him
so yourself,

And see how he will take it at your hands.

Enter Capulet and Nurse.

Cap. When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle

dew;
But for the sunset of my brother’s son

It rains downright.

—

How now! a conduit, girl? what, still in tears?

Evermore showering? In one little body
Thou counterfeit’st a bark, a sea, a wind:

For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea.

Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy body
is,

Sailing in this salt flood; the winds thy sighs;

Who,—raging with thy tears, and they with
them,

—

Without a sudden calm, will overset

Thy tempest-tossed body.—How now, wife!

Have you deliver’d to her our decree?

Lady C. Ay, sir; but she will none, she
gives you thanks.

I would the fool were married to her grave!

Cap. Soft! take me with you, take me with
you, wife. (thanks?

How! will she none? doth she not give us

Is she not proud? doth she not count her bless’d

Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom?

Jvl. Not proud you have; but thankful that

you have:
Proud can I never be of what I hate;

But thankful even for hate that is meant love.

Cap. How now, how now, chop-logic! What
is this? [not,

—

Proud,—and, X thank you,—and, I thank you
And yet not proud:- -mistress minion, you,

Thank me no thanlungs, nor proud me no
prouds,

But fettle your fine joints ’gainst Thursday next,

To go with Paris to St. Peter’s Church,
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither, [gage!

Out, you green-sickness camonl out, you bag-
Tou tallow-face 1

Lady C. Fie, fie! what, are you mad?
Jut. Good father, I beseech you on my knees,

Hear me with patience but to speak a word.
Cap. Hang thee, young baggage! disobedient

wretch! [day,

I tell thee what,—get thee to church o’ Thurs-
Or never after look me in the face:

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me;
My fingers itch,—Wife, we scarce thought us

bless’d
That God had lent us but this only child;

But now I see this one is one too much.
And that we have a curse in having her:
Out on her, hiiding!

Nurse, God in heaven Mess her!—
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so.

Cap, And why, my lady wisdom? hold your
tongue,

Good prudence; smatter with your gossips, go.

Nurse, I apeak no treason.
Cap* 0, God ya good-den!
Nursa, Hay not one speak?

Cap. Peace, you mumbUng fool!

Utter your gravity o’er a gossip’s bowl,
For here we need it not.

Lady C. You are too hot
Cap. God’s bread! it makes me mad:

Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play,

Alone, m company, stiU my care hath been
To have her match’d, and having now provided
A gentleman of noble parentage,
Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train’d,

Stuff’d, as they say, with honourable parts.

Proportion’d as one’s heart could wish a man,—
And then to have a wretched puling fool,

A whimng mammet, in her fortune’s tender,

To answer, Ell not wed—I cannot love,

Iam too young,—Ipray you pardon me;

—

But, an you will not wed, I’ll pardon you:
Graze where you will, you shall not house with

me:
Look to ’t, think on’t, I do not use to jest.

Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advise:

An you be mine, I’ll give you to my friend;

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i’ the
streets.

For, by my soul, I’ll ne’er acknowledge thee.
Nor what is mine shall never do thee good:
Trust to’t, bethink you, I’ll not be forsworn.

[ExiU

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds,

That sees into the bottom of my grief?

0, sweet my mother, cast me not away!
Delay this mamage for a month, a week;
Or, if you do not, make the bndal bed
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies.

lady C. Talk not to me, for I’ll not speak
a word;

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee.

[ExiV.

Jul. 0 God I—O nurse! how shall this be
prevented?

My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven;
How shall that faith return again to earth,

Unless that husband send it me from heaven
By leaving earth?—comfort me, counsel me.—
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise

stratagems
Upon so soft a subject as myself!

—

What say’st thou? hast thou not a word of

joy?
Some comfort, nurse.

Nurse. Faith, here ’tis: Romeo
Is banished; and all the world to nothing

That he dares ne’er come back to challenge

yon;
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth.

Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,

I Aink it best you married with the county.

0, he’s a lovely gentleman!
Romeo’s a dishclout to him; an eagle, madam,
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye

As Paris hath. Beshrew ray very heart,

I think you are happy in this second match,
For it excels your first; or if it did not,

Your first Is dead; or ’twere as good he were,

Aa living here, and you no use of hita.

JuL Speakest thou from thy heart?

Nurse. From my soul too,

Or else heshrew them both.

Jul. Amen!
Nurse* What?
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Jul Well, thou hast comforted me marvel-

lous much.
Go in; and tell my lady I am gone,

Having displeas’d my father, to Lawrence’ cell

To make confession, and to be absolv’d.

Nurse. Marry, I will; and this is wisely

done. . [Exit.

Jul. Ancient damnation! 0 most wicked
fiend!

Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn,

Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue

Which she hath prais’d him with above compare

So many thousand times?—Go, counsellor;

Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be
twain.

—

I’ll to the friar, to know his remedy;
If all else fail, myself have power to die.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—Friar Lawrence’s Cell.

Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris.

Eri. L, On Thursday, sir? the time is very

short.

Par. My father Capulet will have it so;

And I am nothing slow to slack his haste.

Eri. L. You say you do not know the lady’s

mind:
Uneven is the course, I like it not. [death.

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt’s

And therefore have I little talk’d of love;

For Venus smiles not in a house of tears.

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous

That she doth give her sorrow so much sway;

And, in his wisdom, hastes our mamage,
To stop the inundation of her tears;

Which, too much minded by herself alone,

May be put from her by society;

Now do you know the reason of this haste.

Erl L. [Aside.] I would I knew not why it

should be slow’d.

—

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell.

Enter Juliet.

Par. Happily met, my lady and my wife!

Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife.

Par. That may be must be, love, on Thurs-
day next.

Jul. What must be shall be.

ErL L. That’s a certain text.

Par. Come you to make confession to this

father?

Jul. To answer that, I should confess to you.

Par. Do not deny to him that you love me.
Jul. I will confess to you that I love him.
Par. So will ye, I am sure, that you love me,
Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price

Being spoke behind your back than to your face.

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abus’d with

tears.

Jul. The tears have got small victory by
that;

For it was bad enough before their spite.

Par. Thou wrong’st it more than tears with
that report.

Jul. That is no slander, sir, which is a truth;

And what I spake I spake it to my face.

Par, Thy face is name, and thou hast slan-
der’d it.

Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own.—
Are you at leisure, holy father, now;
Or Shan I come to you at evemng mass?

Eri. L. My leisure serves me, pensive
daughter, now.

—

My lord, we must entreat the time alone.

Par. God shield I should disturb devotion!

—

Juhet, on Thursday early will I rouse you;
Till then, adieu, and keep this holy kiss.

[JExft.

Jul. 0, shut the door! and when thou hast
done so, [help!

Come weep with me; past hope, past cure, past
Fri. L. Ah, Juhet, I already Imow thy grief;

It strains me past the compass of my wits:

I hear thou must, and nothing may prorogue it,

On Thursday next be marned to this county.
Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear’st of

this,

Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it:

If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help,

Do thou but call my resolution wise.
And with this kmfe I’ll help it presently.

God join’d ray heart and Romeo’s, Siou our
hands;

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal’d,

Shall be the label to another deed,
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt

Turn to another, this shall slay them both:
Therefore, out of thy long-expenenc’d time,
Give me some present counsel; or, behold,
’Twixt my extremes and me this bloody Imife
Shall play the umpire; arbitrating that
Which the commission of thy years and art

Could to no issue of true honour bring.
Be not so long to speak; I long to die,

If what thou speak’st speak not of remedy.
En. L. Hold, daughter: I do spy a kind of

hope,
Which craves as desperate an execution
As that is desperate which we would prevent.
If, rather than to marry County Paris,
Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself,

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake
A thing like death to chide away this shame,
That cop’st with death himself to scape from it;

And, if thou dar’st, I’ll give thee remedy.
Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris,

From off the battlements of yonder tower;
Or walk in thievish ways; or bid me lurk
Where serpents are; chain me with roanng

bears;
Or shut me ni^tly in a charnel-house,
O’er-cover'd quite with dead men’s rattling

bones,
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless skulls,

Or bid me go into a new-made grave,
And bide me with a dead man m his shroud;
Things that, to hear them told, have made me

tremble;
And I will do it without fear or doubt,
To live an unstain’d wife to my sweet love.

Eri. L. Hold, then; go home, be merry,
give consent

To marry Paris; Wednesday is to-morrow;
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone,
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber;
Take thou this vial, being then in bed,
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And tliis distilled liquor drink thou off: [run

When, presently, through all thy veins shall

A cold and drowsy humour; for no pulse

Shall keep his native progress, but surcease:

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou hv’st;

The roses m thy lips and cheeks shall fade

To paly ashes; thy eyes’ windows fall,

Like death, when he shuts up the day of hfe;

Each part, depriv’d of supple government,

Shall, stiff and stark and cold, appear like death:

And in this borrow’d likeness of shrunk death

Thou shalt continue two-and-forty hours,

And then awake as from a pleasant sleep.

Now, when the bridegroom in the morning
comes

To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead
Then,—as the manner of our country is,

—

In thy best robes, uncover’d, on the bier,

Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault

Where all the kindred of the Capulets he.

In the meantime, against thou shalt awake,
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift;

And hither shall he come; and he and I

.

Will watch thy waking, and that very night

Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua.
And this shall free thee from this present shame
If no inconstant toy nor womanish fear

Abate thy valour m the acting it.

JuL Give me, give me! O, tell not me of fear!

Fri. L. Hold; get you gone, be strong and
prosperous

In this resolve: I’ll send a friar with speed
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord.

JuL Love give me strength! and strength
shall help afford.

Farewell, dear father! [Exeunt.

Scene XL— Hall in Capulet’S House.

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurse, and
Servants.

Cap, So many guests invite as here are writ.

[Exif first Servant.

Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.

2 Serv. You shall have none iU, sir; for I’ll

try if they can lick their fingers.

Cap. How canst thou try them so?

2 Serv, Many, sir, ’tis an ill cook that

cannot lick his own fingers: therefore he that

cannot lick Ms fingers goes not with me.
Cap. Go, be gone.— [Exff second Servant.

We shall be much unfurnish’d for this time.

—

What, is my daughter gone to Friar Lawrence?
Nurse. Ay, forsooth. [on her:

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good
A peevish self-wili’d harlotry it is.

Nurse. See where she comes from shrift with

merry look.

Enter Juliet.

Cap. How now, my headstrong! where have
you been gadding?

Jut Where I have letm’dme to repent the sin

Of disobedient opposition
To you and your behests; and am enjoin’d

By holy Lawrence to fall prostrate here,
And beg your pardon:—pardon, I beseech youJ
Henneforward 1 am ever rul'd by you. [this:

Cap. Send for the county; go tell Mm of

ra have tMs toot toit up to-morrow morning.

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Lawrence
cell;

And gave him what becomed love I might,
Not stepping o’er the bounds of modesty.

Cap. Why, I am glad on’t; this is well,—
stand up,

—

This is as’t should be.—Let me see the county;
Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither.—
Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar,

AH our whole city is much bound to him.
Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my

closet,

To help me sort such needful ornaments
As you think fit to furmsh me to-morrow?
iMdy C. No, not till Thursday, there is

time enough.
Cap. Go, nurse, go with her.—We’ll to

church to-morrow.
[Exeunt Juliet and Nurse.

Lady C. We shall be short in our provision:
’Tis now near night.

Cap. Tush, I will stir about.
And all things shall be well, I warrant thee,

wife:

Go thou to Juliet, help to deck her;
I’ll not to bed to-mght;—let me alone; [hoi

—

PH play the housewife for this once.—What,
They are all forth: well, I will walk myself
To County Pans, to prepare him up
Against to-morrow: my heart is wondrous light

Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim’d.

[Exeunt,

Scene III.—Juliet’s Chamber

Enter Juliet and Nurse.

Jul. Ay, those attires are best:—but, gentle
nurse,

I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night;
For I have need of many orisons
To move the heavens to smile upon my state,

Which, well thou know’st, is cross and full of
sin.

Enter Lady Capulet.

LMdy C. What, are you busy, ho? need you
my help? [sarles

Jul. No, madam; we have cull’d such neces-
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow:
So please you, let me now be left alone,

And let the nurse this night sit up with you;
For I am sure you have your hands full aU
In this so sudden business.

Lady C. Good-night:
Get thee to bed, and rest; for thou hast need.

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse.
Jul. Farewell!—God knows when we shall

meet again.

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins,

That almost freezes up the heat of life:

PU call thend back again to comfort me;

—

Nurse!—What should she do here?
My dismal scene I needs must act alone.—
Come, rial.

—

What if this mixture do not work at all?

Shall I be married, then, to-morrow morning?—
No, no; this shall forbid it:—he thou there.—

[Layirm down her dagger.

What if it be a poison, which the friar



gi6 EOMEO AND JULIET [act IV. *

Subtly bath minister’d to have me dead,
Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour’d,
Because he married me before to Romeo?
I fear it is: and yet methinks it should not,
For he hath still been tned a holy man.—
I will not entertain so bad a thought.

—

How if, when I am laid into the tomb,
I wake before the time that Romeo
Come to redeem me? there’s a fearful point'

Shall I not then be stifled in the vault, [in,

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes’
Or, if I live, is it not very like

The homble conceit of death and night.

Together with the terror of the place.—
As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, [bones
Where, for these many hundred years, the
Of all my buried ancestors are pack’d;
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth,

Lies festeringm his shroud; where, as they say,

At some hours in the night spints resort;

—

Alack, alack, is it not hke that I,

So early waking,—what with loathsome smells,
And shrieks like mandrakes’ tom out of the

earth,

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad;—
0, if I wake, shall I not be distraught.

Environed with all these hideous fears?
And madly play with my forefathers’ joints?

And pluck the ms.ngled Tybalt from his shroud’
And, m this rage, with spme great kinsman’s

bone, [brains’—
As with a dub, dash out my desperate
0, look! methinks I see my cousin’s ghost
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body
Upon a rapier’s point:—stay, Tybalt, stay'

—

Romeo, I come' this do I drink to thee.

IT/irows herself on the bed.

Scene lY.—Hall m Capulet’s House.

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse.

Lady C. Hold, take these keys, and fetch
more spices, nurse.

Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in
the pastry.

Cap. Make haste, make haste. [Exit i Sery '

—Sirrah, fetch dner logs:
Call Peter, he will show thee where they are
2 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out

logs,

And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Eai/
Cap. Mass, and well said, a merry whoreson

ha! May!
Thou shalt be logger-head.—Good faith, ’tis
The county will be here with music straight
For so he said he would.—I hear him near!

__ [Music within
Nurse!—wife!—what, ho!—what, nurse, I say'

Re-enter Nurse,

Go waken Juliet, go and trim her up;
Pll go and chat with Paris*—hie, make haste
Make haste; the bridegroom he is come already
Make haste, I say. [Exeunt.

Scene v.—Juliet’s Chamber; Juliet on
the bed.

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. Mistress!—what, mistress'—Juliet'
—fast, I warrant her, she —

Why, IambI— why, lady'—fie, you slug-a-bed!-
Why, love, I say!—madam' sweetheart'—why

bride!— [now’
What, not a word’—you take your pennyworths
Sleep for a week, for the next night, I warrant
The County Pans hath set up his lest
That you shalt rest but little - God forgive me.
Marry, and amen, how sound is she asleep'
I must needs wake her -Madam, madam,

madaiii-
Ay, let the county take you m your bed;
He’ll fright you up, i’ faith Will it not be’
What, dress’d! and in your clothes' and down

again!
I must needs wake you.- -lady' lady' lady'
Alas, alas!' -Help, help' my lady’s dead'
0, well-a-day, that ever I was born'
Some aqua-vitse, ho'- my lord' my lady!

Enter Lady Capuli- r.

Enter Capulet.

Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir' the second cock
hath crow'd,

The curfew bell hath rung, ’tis three o’clock-

—

Look to the bak’d meats, good Angelica:
Spare not for cost.

Nurse. Go, you cot- quean, go,
Get you to bed, faith, you’ll be sick to-morrow
For this night’s watching, [eie now

Cap. No, not a whit: what* I have watch’d
All night for lesser cause, and ne’er been sick.
Lady C. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt m

your time;
But I Will ivatch you from such watching now.

^

[Eveuni! Lady Capulet and Nurse.
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood'- Now.

fellow,

Enter Servants, with spits, logs, and baskets.

What’s there’ [not what.
I &en/. Things for the cook, sir; but I know

Lady C. What noise is here’
0 lamentable day'

Lady C, What is the matter’
Nurse. Look, look! 0 heavy day'
Lady C. O me, 0 me! my child, my only

life.

Revive, look up, or I will die with thee' -
Help, help'- call help.

Enter Capui it.

Cap. For shame bring Juliet forth: her lord
IS come.

Nurse. She’s dead, deceas’d, she’s dead,
alack the day!

Lady C, Alack the day, she’s dead, she’s
dead, she’s de.id! [cold;

Cap. Ha! let me see her: out. ahw! she’s
Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff;

Life and these lips have Jong been .separated;
Death lies on her like an untimely frost
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.
Accursed time' unfortunate old mani

Nurse, 0 lamentable day!
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Lady C. O woeful time!

Cap. Death, that hath ta’en her hence to

make me wail,

Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak

Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris, with

Musicians.

Fri. L. Come, is the bride ready to go to

church?
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return:

—

0

son, the night before thy wedding-day
Hath death lam with thy bride:—there she lies,

Flower as she was, deflowered by him.

Death is my son-m-law, death is my heir;

My daughter he hath wedded’ I will die.

And leave him all; life, living, all is death’s.

Par. Have I thought long to see this

morning’s face,

And doth it give me such a sight as this? [day!

Lady C. Accurs’d, unhappy, wretched, hateful

Most miserable hour that e’er time saw
In lastmg labour of his pilgrimage’

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child,

But one thing to rejoice and solace in.

And cruel death hath catch’d it from my sightl

Nurse. 0 woe! 0 woeful, woeful, woeful day!

Most lamentable day, most woeful day,

That ever, ever, I did yet behold!

0

day! 0 day! 0 day! 0 hateful day!

Never was seen so black a day as this:

0

woeful day, 0 woeful day! [slam!

Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, spited,

Most detestable death, by thee beguil’d,

By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown!

—

0 love' 0 hfe!—not life, but love m death!

Cap. Despis’d, distressed, hated, martyr’d,

kill’d'

-

Uncomfortable time, why cam’st thou now
To murder, murder our solemnity?— [child!

—

0 child! O child!'-my soul, and not my
Dead art thou, dead!—alack, my child is dead;
And with my child my joys are buried!

Pri. I. Peace, ho, for shame! confusion’s

cure lives not
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself

Had part in this fair maid; now heaven hath all,

And all the better is it for the maid:
Your part in her you could not keep from death;

But heaven keeps his part m eternal life.

The most you sought was her promotion;
For ’twas your heaven she should be advanc’d:
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc’d
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself?

0, in this love, you love your child so ill

That you run mad, seeing that she is well:

She’s not well married that lives married long:

But she’s best married that dies married young.
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary
On this fair corse; and as the custom is,

•In all her best array bear her to church;
For though fond nature bids us all lament,
Yet nature’s tears are reason’s mornment.

Cap. All things that we ordained festival

Turn from their office to black funeral;
Odr instruments to melancholy bells;

Our weddling cheer to a sad burial feast;

Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change;
Our bndil flowers serve for a buried corse,
And all things change them to the contrary.

Fri. L. Sir, go you in,—and, madam, go
with him;

—

And go, Sir Pans;—every one prepare
To follow this fair corse unto her grave:
The heavens do lower upon you for some ill;

Move them no more by crossing their high will.

[Exeunt Cap., Lady Cap., Paris; and Friar.
I Mus. Faith, we may put up our pipes and

be gone. [put up;
Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up,

For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. [Exit.

1

Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may be
amended.

Enter Peter.

Pet. Musicians, 0 , musicians, HearPs eosc,
ffearPs ease: 0, an you will have me live,

play HearPs ease.

I Mus. Why BearPs case?
Pet. 0 ,

musicians, because my heart itself

plays My heart ts full of woe. 0, play me sone
merry dump to comfort me. [now.

I Mus. Not a dump we; ’tis no time to play
Pei. You will not, then?
I Mus. No.
Pet. I will, then, give it you soundly.
I Mus. What will you give us?
Pet. No money, on my faith, but the gleek,

—I will give you the minstrel. [creature.

I Mus Then will I give you the serving-
Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature’s

dagger on your pate. I will carry no crotcheto:
I’ll rc you, I'll /a you; do you note me?

1 Mus. An you re us and fa us, you note us.
2 Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and

put out your wit.

Pet. Then have at you with my wit! I will

dry-beat you with an iron wit, and put up my
iron dagger.—Answer me like men:

When griping grief the heart doth wound,
And doelful dumps the mind oppress,

Then music with her silver sound

—

why silver sound? why music with her silver

sound^’ - What say you, Simon Catling?
1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a

sweet sound.
Pet. Pretty!—What say you, Hugh Rebeck?
2 Mus. I say silver sound because musicians

sound for silver. [Sound-post?
Pei. Pretty too!—What say you, James
3 Mus. Faith, I know not what to say.

Pet. 0,

1

cry you mercy; you are the singer:

I will say for you. It is music with her silver

sound because musicians have no gold for

sounding:

—

Then music with her silver sound
With speedy help doth lend redress.

[FjciA

X Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same!

2

Mus. Hang him, Jack!—Come, we’ll in

here; tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner
[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.-* Mantua. A Street.

Enter Romeo,

Rom , If Imay trust the flattering eye of sleep,

My dreams presage some Joyful news at hand:
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My bosom’s lord sits lightly in his throne;

And all this day an unaccustom’d spmt
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful

thou^ts.
I dreamt my lady came and found me dead,

—

Strange dream, that gives a dead man leave to

think!

—

And breath’d such life with kisses in my lips,

That I reviv’d, and was an emperor.

Ah me! how sweet is love itself possess’d.

When but love’s shadows are so rich in joyl

Enter Balthasar.

News from Verona!—How now, Balthasarl

Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar?

How doth my lady? Is my father well?

How fares my Juhet? that I ask again;

For nothing can be ill if she be well. [lU:

Bah Then she is well, and nothmg can be
Her body sleeps in Capels’ monument,
And her immortal part with angels lives-

I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault,

And presently took post to tell it you;

0, pardon me for bringing these lU news.
Since you did leave it for my olBce, sir.

Rom. Is it even so? then I defy you, stars!

—

Thou know’st my lodging; get me ink and
paper,

And hire post-horses; I will hence to-night.

Bal I do beseech you, sir, have patience:

Your looks are pale and wild, and do import

Some imsadventure.
Rom. Tush, thou art deceiv’d:

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do.

Hast thou no letters to me from the fnar?
Bal. No, my good lord.

Rom. No matter; get thee gone,

And hire those horses; I’ll be with thee
straight. Balthasar.

WeU, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night.

Let’s see for means:—O mischief, thou art

swift

To enter in the thoughts of desperate meni
I do remember an apothecary,

—

And hereabouts he dwells,—which late I noted
In tatter’d weeds, with overwhelming brows,
Culling of simples; meagre were his looks,

Sharjp misery had worn him to the bones:
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung.
An alligator stuff’d, and other skms
Of ill-shap’d fishes; and about his shelves
A beggarly account of empty boxes.
Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds,
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of

roses,

Were thinly scatter’d, to make up a show.
Noting this penury, to myself I said,

And if a man did need a poison now,
Whose sale is present death in Mantua,
Here hves a caitiff wretch would sell it Mm.
0, this same thought did but forprun ray need;
And this same needy man must'sell ii me.
As I remember, this should be the house:
Being holiday, the beggar’s shop is shut,

—

What, ho! apothecary!

Enter Apothecary,

' Who calls so loud?
Rom. Come hither, man,—I see that thou

art poor;

Hold, there is forty ducats: let me have
A dram of poison; such soon-speeding gear
As will disperse itself through all the veins,
That the hfe-weary taker may fall dead;
And that the trunk may be discharg’d of breath
As violently as hasty powder fir’d

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon’s womb.
Ap. Such mortal drugs I have; but Mantua’s

Law is death to any he that utters them.
Rom. Art thou so bare and full of wretched-

ness,

And fear’st to die^ famine is in thy cheeks,
Need and oppression starveth m thine eyes,
Contempt and beggary hangs upon thy back,
The world is not thy friend, nor the world’s

law:

The world affords no law to make thee rich;

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.

Ap. My poverty, but not my will consents.
Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will.

Ap. Put this m any hquid thing you will.

And drink it off; and, if you had the strength
Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight.

Rom. There is thy gold: worse poison to
men’s souls,

Doing more murders in this loathsome world
Than these poor compounds that thou mayst

not sell:

I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none.
Farewell; buy food, and get thyself m flesh.-—
Come, cordial, and not poison, go with me
To Juliet’s grave; for there must I use thee.

[Exeunt,

Scene II.—Friar Lawrence’s Cell

Enter Friar John.

Fri, J. Holy Franciscan friar! brother, ho!

Enter Friar Lawrence.

Fri. L. This same should be the voice of
Fnar John.

Welcome from Mantua: what says Romeo?
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter.

Fn. J. Going to find a barefoot brother out,

One of our order, to associate me,
Here in this city visiting the sick,

And finding him, the searchers of the town,
Suspecting that we both were in a house
Where the infectious pestilence did reign,

Seal’d up the doors, and would not let us forth;

So that my speed to Mantua there was stay’d.

Fri. L. Who bare my letter, then, to Romeo?
Fri. J. I could not send it,— here it is

again,

—

Nor get a messenger to bring it thee,
So fearful were they of infection. [hood,

Fri. t. Dnhappy fortune! by my brother-
The letter was not nice, but full of charge
Of dear import; and the neglecting it

May do much danger. Fnar John, go hence;
Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight

Unto my cell.

Fri. J. Brother, I’ll go and bring it thee.
[Exit.

Fri. L, Now must I to the monument alone;
Within this three hours win fair Juliet wake;
She will beshrew me much that Romeo
Hath had no notice of these accidents;
But I will write again to Mantua,
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And keep her at my cell till Romeo come;

—

Poor living corse, clos’d in a dead man’s tomb!
[J5xi7.

Scene III.—A Churchuard; in it a Monu-
ment belonging to the Capulets.

Enter Paris, and his Page bearing flowers and
a torch.

Par. Give me thy torch, boy; hence, and
stand aloof,

—

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen.

Under yond yew trees lay thee all along.

Holding thme ear close to the hollow ground;

So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread,

—

Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves,—-

But thou shalt hear it: whistle then to me,

As signal that thou hear’st something approach.

Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go.

Page. [Aside.] I am almost afraid to stand

alone

Here in the churchyard; yet will I adventure.
[Retires.

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bndal
bed I strew;

0 woe, thy canopy is dust and stones!

Which with sweet water nightly I will dew;

Or, wanting that, with tears distill’d by moans:
The obsequies that I for thee will keep,

Nightly shall be to strew thy grave and weep.
\Tke Page whistles.

The boy gives warning something doth ap]?roach.

What cursed foot wanders this way to-night.

To cross my obsequies and true love’s rite?

What, with a torch!—muffle me, night, awhile.

{Retires.

Enter Romeo and Balthasar, with a torch

mattock, &c.

Rom. Give me that mattock and the wrench-
ing iron.

Hold, take this letter; early m the morning
See thou deliver it to my lord and father.

Give me the light: upon thy life I charge thee,

What’e’er thou hear’st or seest, stand all aloof,

And do not interrupt me in my course.

Why I descend into this bed of death

Is partly to behold my lady’s face,

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger

A precious nng,—a ring that I must use

In dear employment; therefore hence, be
gone:--

But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry

In what I further shall intend to do,

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint,

And strew this hungry churchyard with thy

limbs;
The time and my intents are savage-wild;

More fierce and more inexorable far

Than empty tigers or the roaring sea-

Bal. I wiU be gone, sir, and not trouble you.

Rom. So Shalt thou show me friendship.-*

Take thou that: [fellow,

live and be prosperous: and farewell, good
Bal. For all this same. I’ll hide me here-

about:
His looks I fear, and Ms intents I douht-

IRctires.

Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of

death.

Gorg’d with the dearest morsel of the earth,
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open,

[Breaking open the door of the monument.
And, in despite, I’ll cram thee with more food!

Par. This is tibat bamsh’d haughtyMontague
That murder’d my love’s cousin,—with which

grief,

It is supposed, the fair creature died,

—

And here is come to do some villanous shame
To the dead bodies; I will apprehend him.—

[Advances.
Stop thy unhallow’d toil, vile Montape!
Can vengeance be pursu’d further than death?
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee:
Obey, and go with me; for thou must die.

Rom. I must indeed; and therefore came I
hither.

—

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man;
Fly hence, and leave me:— think upon these

gone;
Let them affright thee.—I beseech thee, youth.
Put not another sm upon my head
By’urging me to fury: 0, be gone!
By heaven, I love thee better than myself;
For I come hither arm’d against myself:
Stay not, be gone;—hve, and hereafter say,

A madman’s mercy bade thee run away.
Par. I do defy thy conjurations,

And apprehend thee for a felon here.
Rom. Wilt tliou provoke me? then have at

thee, boy! [They fight
Page. 0 lord, they fight! I will go call the

watch. [Exit.

Par. 0, I am slain! [FMfs.]—If thou be
merciful,

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [Dies.

Rom. In faith, I will.—Let me peruse this

face:

—

Mercutio’s kinsman, noble County Paris!

—

What said my man, when my betossed soul
Did not attend Mm as we rode? I think
He told me Paris should have married Juliet:

Said he not so? or did I dream it so?
Or am I mad, bearing him talk of Juliet,

To think it was so?—0, give me thy hand,
One writ with me in sour misfortune’s book!
ru bury thee in a triumphant grave;

—

A grave? 0 no, a lantern, slaughter’d youth.
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes
This vault a feasting presence full of light.

Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr’d.

[laying Paris in the monument.
How oft when men are at the point of death
Have they been merry! which their keepers call

A lightning before death: 0, how may I

Call this a lightning? -0 my love! my wife!

Death, that hath suck’d the honey of thy
breath,

Hath had nb power yet upon tliy beauty:
Thou art not conquer’d; beauty’s ensign yet

Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks,
And death’s pale flag is not advanced there.

—

Tybalt, Best thou there in thy bloody sheet?

0, what more favour can I do to thee [twain

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in

To sunder his that was thine enemy?
Forgive me, cousin! —Ah, dear JuEet,
Why art thou yet so fair? Shall I believe

That unsubstantial death is amorous;
And that the lean abhorred monster keeps
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Thee here in dark to be his paramour?
For fear of that I still will stay with thee.

And never from this palace of dim night

Depart again; here, here will I remain [here

With worms that are thy chambermaids; 0,
Will I set up my everlasting rest;

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars

From this world-weaned flesh.—Eyes, look

your last!

Arms, take your last embrace! and, lips, O you
The doors of breath, seal with a nghteous kiss

A dateless baigam to engrossing death!

—

Come, hitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide!

Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark!

Here’s to my love! [Drinks.]—0 true

apothecary!
Thy drugs are qmck.—Thus with a Mss I die.

[Dies.

Enter^ at the other end of the Churchyard, Friar
Lawrence, with a lantern, crow, and spade.

Fri. t. Saint Francis be my speed! how oft

to-night [there'?

Have my old feet stumbled at graves!—Who’s
Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead?

Bah Here’s one, a fnend, and one that

Itoows you well. [my friend,

Eri. L» Bliss be upon you! Tell me, good

What torch is yond that vainly lends his hght

To grubs and eyeless skulls? as I discern.

It bumeth in the Capels’ monument, [master,

Bah It doth so, holy sir; and there’s my
One that you love.

Eri. L. Who is it?

Bah Romeo.
Eri. £. How long hath he been there?

Bah Full half an hour.

Eri. L* Go with me to the vault.

Bah I dare not, sir;

My master knows not but I am gone hence;

And fearfully did menace me with death

If I did stay to look on his intents.

Fri. 1. Stay, then; I’ll go alone:—^fear

comes upon me;
• 0, much I fear some ill unlucky thing.

Bah As I did sleep under this yew tree here.

I dreamt my master and another fought,

And that my master slew him.
Frz. L. Romeo! [Advances.

Alack, alack, what blood is this which stains

The stony entrance of this sepulchre?—
What mean these masterless and gory swords
To lie discolour’d by this place of peace?

[Fnlers the monument.
Romeo! 0, pale!—^Who else? what, Pans too?

And steep’d in bIood?~Ah, what an unkind
hour

Is guilty of this lamentable chancel

—

The lady stirs. [Juliet wakes and stirs.

Juh O comfortable friar! where is my lord?—
I do remember well where I should be.

And there I am:—where is my Romeo?
[Noise within

Eri. t. I hear some noise.—Lady, come
from that nest

Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep:

A greater power than we can contradict
,

Hath thwarted our intents;—Come, come away:

Thy husband m thy bosom there hes dead;
And Paris too:—come, I’ll dispose of thee
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns:
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming;
Come, go, good Juhet [noise apnm],—I dare

no longer stay. [away.

—

Juh Go, get thee hence, for I will hot
[Frit Friar Lawrence.

What’s here? a cup, clos’d in my true love’s
hand?

Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end:

—

O churl! drink all, and leave no friendly drop
To help me after?—I will kiss thy bps;
Haply some poison yet doth hang on them,
To make me die with a restorative.

(J^isses Mm.
Thy lips are warm!

I Watch. [WUhin.\ Lead, boy:—which way?
Juh Yea, noise?— then I’ll be brief.—

O

happy dagger! [Snatching Romeo’s
dagger.

This is thy sheath [stabs herself]; there rest,

and let me die.

[Falls on Romeo’s body, and dies.

Enter Watch, with the Page of Paris.

Page. This is the place; there, where the
torch doth burn. [the churchyard:

X Watch. The ground is bloody; search about
Go, some of you, whoe’er you find attach.

[Exeunt some of the Watch.
Pitiful sight! here lies the county slam;- -

And Juliet bleeding; warm, and newly dead.
Who here hath lam these two days buried.

—

Go, tell the prince,—run to the Capulets,—
Raise .up the Montagues,™ some others

search:— [Exeunt others of the Watch,
We see the ground whereon these woes do he;
But the true ground of all these piteous woes
We cannot without circumstance descry.

Re-enter some of the Watch with Balthasar,

2

Watch. Here’s Romeo’s man, we found
him in the churchyard.

I Watch. Hold him in safety till the prince
come hither.

Re-enter others of the Watch with Friar
Lawrence.

3

Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs,
and weeps:

We took this mattock and this spade from Mm
As he was coming from this churchyard side.

I Watch. A great suspicion; stay the friar

too.

Enter the PRINCE and Attendants.

Prince. What misadventure is so early up,
That calls our person from our morning’s rest?

Enter Capulet, Lauy Capulbt, md others.

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek
abroad?

Lady €. The people in the street cry Romeo,
Some Juliet, and some Paris; and all run,

With open outcry, toward our monument.
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Prince. What fear is this which, startles in

our ears?

I Wuich. Sovereign, here lies the County
Paris slain;

And Romeo dead; and Juliet, dead before,

Warm and new kUl’d.

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul

murder comes. [Romeo's man,
I Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter’d

With instruments upon them fit to open
These dead men’s tombs. [daughter bleeds!

Cap. 0 heaven!—0 wife, look how our

This dagger hath mista’en,—for, lo, his house

Is empty on the back of Montague,

—

And is mid-sheathed in my daughter’s bosom!
Lady C. 0 me! this sight of death is as a bell

That warns my old age to a sepulchre.

Enter Montague and others.

Prince. Come, Montague; for thou art early

up.

To see thy son and heir more early down.
Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to*mght;

Grief of my son’s exile hath stopp’d her breath:

What further woe conspires against my age?
Prince. Look, and thou shalt see. [this.

Mon. 0 thou untaught! what manners is in

To press before thy father to a grave? (awhile,

Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for

Till we can clear these ambiguities,

And know their spring, their head, their true
descent;

And then will I be general of your woes,
And lead you even to death: meantime forbear,

And let mischance be slave to patience.

—

Bring forth the parties of suspicion.

fri. L. I am the greatest, able to do least,

Yet most suspected, as the time and place

Doth make against me, of this direful murder;
And here I stand, both to impeach and purge
Myself condemned and myself excus’d.

Prince. Then say at once what thou dost
know in this. [breath

Fri. L. 1 will be brief, for my short date of

Is not so long as is a tedious tale.

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet;

And she, there dead, that Romeo’s faithful wife:

I married them; and their stol'n marriage-day
Was Tybalt’s doomsday, whose untimely death
Banish’d a new-made bridegroom from this

city;

For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin’d.

You, to remove that siege of grief from her,

Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce,

To County Paris :~-”then comes she to me,
And, with wild looks, bid me devise some

means
To rid her from this second marriage,
Or in my cell there would she kill herself.

Then gave I her, so tutor’d by my art,

A sleeping potion; which so took effect

As I intended, for it wrought 011 her
The form of death: meantime I writ to Romeo
That he should hither come as this dire night,
To help to take her from her borrow’d grave,
Being the time the potion’s force should cease.
But he Which bore my letter. Friar John,
Waft stay’d by accident; and yestewdght

Return’d my letter back. Then all alone
At the prefixed hour of her waking
Came I to take her from her kindred’s vault;
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell
Till I conveniently could send to Romeo:
But when I came,—some minute ere the time
Of her awaking,—here untimely lay
The noble Paris and true Romeo dead.
She wakes; and I entreated her come forth,
And bear this work of heaven with patience:
But then a noise did scare me from the tomb;
And she, too desperate, would not go with me.
But, as it seems, did violence on herself.
All this I know; and to the marriage
Her nurse is privy: and if ought in this
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life

Be sacrific’d, some hour before his time,
Unto the rigour of severest law. [man.

—

Prince. We still have known thee for a holy
Where’s Romeo’s man? what can he say in

„
this? [death;

Bal. I brought my master news of Juhet’s
And then in post he came from Mantua
To this same place, to this same monument.
This letter he early bid me give his father;
And threaten’d me with death, going in the

vault.

If I departed not, and left him there.
Prince. Give me the letter,—I will look on

.

it-— [watch?—
Where is the county’s page that rais’d the
Sirrah, what made your master in this place?

Page. He came with flowers to strew his
lady’s grave;

And bid me stand aloof, and so I did:
Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb;
And by and by my master drew on him;
And then I ran away to call the watch.

Prince, This letter doth make good the friar’s

words,
Their course of love, the tidmgs of her death:
And here he writes that he did buy a poison
Of a poor ’pothecary, and therewithid
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet.—
Where be these enemies?—Capulet,—and Mon-

tague,

—

See what a scourge is laid upon your hate,
That heaven finds means to tail your joys with

love!

And I, for winking at your discords too,

Have lost a brace of kinsmen;—all are pun-
ish’d.

Cap. 0 brother Montague, give me thy hand:
This is my daughter’s jointure, for no more
Can I demand.
Mon. But I can give thee more:

For I will raise her statue in pure gold;
That while Verona by that name is known,
There shall no figure at such rate be set
As that of true and faithful Juliet.

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by Ms lady He;
Poor sacrifices of our enmity! [it brings;

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with
The sun for sorrow will not show his head;
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things;

Some shall be pardon’d and some punish’d:
For never was a story of more woe
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [I^xeunf.
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Scene,—-/n the end of the Fourth Act, in England; through the rest of the Play, m Scotland;
and chiefly at Macbeth’s Castle.

ACT L

Scene I .—An open Place. Thunder and
Lightning.

Enter three Witches,

1 Witch. When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning, or in rain?

2 Witch. When the hurlyburly’s done,
When the battle’s lost and won.

3 Witch. That will be ere the set of sun.
1 Witch. Where the place?
2 Witch. Upon the heath,

3 WHc/i. There to meet with Macbeth.
1 Wi/ch. I come, Graymalkinl

All. Paddock calls: -anon.—
Fair is foul, and foul is fair:

Hover through the fog and filthy air.

[witches vanish.

Scene II.—A Camp near Forres,

Alarum within. Enter King Duncan, Mal-
colm, Donalbain, Lennox, with Attend-
ants, meeting a bleeding Soldier.

Dun. What bloody man is that? He can
report,

As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt
The newest state.
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Md. This is the sergeant,

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought

’Gainst my captivity.—^Haih brave friend 1

Say to the king the knowledge of the bred.

As thou didst leave it.

Sold. Doubtfully it stood;

As two spent swimmers that do chng together

And choke their art. The merciless Macdon-
wald,

—

Worthy to be a rebel—for to that

The multiplying villanies of nature
Do swarm upon him,—from the Western isles

Of kerns and gallowglasses is supplied;

And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling,

Show’d like a rebel’s whore. But all’s too
weak: [name,

For brave Macbeth,—well he deserves that

Disdaining fortune, with his brandish’d steel.

Which smok’d with bloody execution,

Like valour’s mimon,
Carv’d out his passage till he fac’d the slave;

And ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewell to

him, [chaps.

Till he unseam’d him from the nave to the
And fix’d his head upon our battlements.

Dun. O valiant cousin! worthy gentleman I

Sold. As whence the sun ’gins hxs reflection

Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders
break;

So from that spring, whence comfort seem’d to
come.

Discomfort swells. Mark, King of Scotland,
mark:

No sooner justice had, with valour arm’d,
Compell’d these skipping kerns to trust their

heels,

But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage,
With furbish’d arras and new supplies of men.
Began a fresh assault.

Dun. Dismay'd not this

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo?
Sold. Yes;

As sparrows eagles, or the hare the bon.

If I say sooth, I must report they were
As cannons overcharg’d virith double cracks;

So they
Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe:

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds,
Or memonze another Golgotha,

I cannot tell:-—

But I am faint; my gashes cry for help.

Dun. So well thy words become thee as thy
wounds;

They smack of honour both.—Go, get him sur-

geons, [Exif Soldier, attended.

Who comes here?
Mai The worthy Thane of Ross.

Len. What a haste looks tlirough his eyes!

So should he look
That seems to speak things strange.

Enter Ross.

Ross. God save the Wngl
Dun. Whence cam'st thou, worthy thane?
tes. From Fife, great king;

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky
And fan our people cold.

Norway himself, with terrible numbers,
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor

The Thane of Cawdor, began a dismal conflict;

Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapp’d in proof,

Confronted him with self-comparisons,

Point against point rebellious, arm ’gainst

arm.
Curbing his lavish spirit; and, to conclude,

The victory fell on us.

Dun. Great happiness I

Ross. That now
Sweno, the Norway’s Mng, craves composi-

tion;

Nor would we deign him burial of his men
Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes-inch,
Ten thousand dollars to onr general use.

Dun. No more that Thane of Cawdor shall

deceive
Our bosom interest:—go pronounce his present

death,
And with his former title greet Macbeth.

Ross. I’ll see it done.
Dun. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth

hath won. [Exeunt

Scene III.—A Heath.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches.

1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister?
2 Witch. Killing swine.

3 Witch. Sister, where thou? [lap,

1 Witch. A sailor’s wife had chestnuts in her
And mounch’d, and mounch’d, and mounch’d:

—Give me, quoth I:

Aroint thee, witch! the rump-fed ronyon cries.

Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’ the
Tiger:

But in a sieve I’ll thither sail

,

And, like a rat without a tail,

I’U do. I’ll do, and I’U do.

2 Witch. I’ll give thee a wind.
I Witch. Thou art kind.

3 Witch. And I another.

1 Witch. I myself have all the other;

And the very ports they blow.
All the quarters that they know
r the Shipman’s card.

I will drain him dry as hay:
Sleep shall neither night nor day
Hang upon his pent-house lid;

He shall live a man forbid:

Weary seven-nights nine times nine

Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine:

Though his bark cannot be lost,

Yet it shall be tempest-tost

—

Look what I have,

2 Witch. Show me, show me,
I Witch. Here I have a pilot’s thumb,

Wreck’d as homeward he did come.
[Dmm within.

3 Witch. A drum, a drum!
Macbeth doth come.

All. The weird sisters, hand in hand,

Posters of the sea and land.

Thus do go about, about:

Thrice to thinei and thrice to mine,
And thnee again, to make up nine:

—

Peace!—the charm's wound up.

Enter Macbeth and Banquo.

Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not seen.
Ban. How far is’t call’d to Forres?—What

are these,
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So wither’d, and so wild m their attire,

That look not hke the inhabitants o’ the earth,

And yet are on’t^—Live you? or are you aught
That man may question? You seem to under-

stand me,
By each at once her chappy finger laying
TJpon her skinny lips:—you should he women,
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret

That you are so.

Mach, Speak, if you can;—what are you?
1 Witch. Ail hail, Macbeth! hail to thee,

Thane of GlarnisI

2 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee.

Thane of Cawdor!
3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! that shalt be

king hereafter! [to fear

Ban. Good sir, why do you start; and seem
Things that do sound so fair?—I' the name of

truth,

Are ye fantastical, or that indeed
Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner

You greet with present grace and great pre-

diction

Of noble having and of royal hope, [not:

That he seems rapt withal,—to me you speak
If you can look into the seeds of time, [not,

And say which gram will grow, and which will

Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear

Your favours nor your hate.

1 Witch. Hail!

2 Witch. Haii:

3 Witch. Hail’

1 Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater.

2 Witch. Hot so happy, yet much happier.

3 Witch Thou shalt get kings, though thou
be none:

So, all hail, Macbeth and Ban quo!

I Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail!

Mach. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me
more*

By Sinel’'s death I know I am Thane of Glaims;

But how of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor hves,

A prosperous gentleman; and to be king

Stands not within the prospect of behef,

No more than to be Cawdor, Say from whence
You owe this strange intelhgence? or why
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way
With such prophetic greeting?—Speak, I charge

you. [Witches vanish.

Ban. The earth hath hubbies, as the water
has, [ish’d?

And these are of them.—whither are they van-
Macb. Into the air; and what seem’d cor-

poral melted
As breath into the wind.—Would they had

stay’d! [about^

Ban. Were such things here as we do speak
Or have we eaten on the insane root

That takes the reason pnsoner?
Mach. Your children shall be Idngs.
Ban. You shall be king.
Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too; went it

not so? Who’s here?
Ban. To the self-same tune and words.

Enter Ross and Angus.

Ross. The king hath happily receiv’d, Mac-
beth,

The news of thy success: and when he reads
Thy personal venture in the rebels* fight,

His wonders and his praises do contend
Which should be thine or his silenc’d with that,
In viewing o’er the rest o’ the self-same day,
He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks,
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make,
Strange images of death. As thick as hail
Came post with post; and every one did bear
Thy praises m lus kingdom’s great defence,
And pour’d them down before him
Ang. We are sent

To give thee, from our royal master, thanks;
Only to herald thee into his sight,

Not pay thee.

Ross. And, for an earnest of a greater hon-
our,

He bade me, from him, caH thee Thane of
Cawdor:

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane {

For it IS thine.

Ban. What, tan the devil speak true?
Macb. The Thane of Cawdor hves; why do

you dress me
I have borrow’d robes?
Ang. Who was the thane lives yet;

But under heavy judgment bears that hfe
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was

combin’d
With those of Norway, or did line the rebel
With hidden help and vantage, or that with both
He labour’d m his country’s wreck, I know not;

But treasons capital, confess’d, and prov’d,

Have overthrown him. .

Macb. Glanus, and Thane of Cawdor.
The greatest is behind [aside].—Thanks for

your pains.—
Do you not hope your children shall be kings,

When those that gave the Thane of Cawdor to

me
Promis’d no less to them?

Ban. That, trusted home,
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown,

Besides the Thane of Cawdor But ’tis strange:

And oftentimes to win us to our harm,
The instiuments of darkness tell us truths;

Win us with honest tnfles, to betray’s

In deepest consequence, —
Cousins, a word, I pray you.

Macb. Two truths are told,

As happy prologues to the swelling act

Of the imperial theme [aside ]—I thank you,

gentlemen.

—

This supernatural soliciting [Aside.

Cannot be ill; cannot be good: —if ill,

Why hath it given me earnest of success,

Commencing in a truth? I am Thane of

Cawdor;
If good, why do I yield to that suggestion

Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair,

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs,

Against the use of nature? Present fears

Are less than hornble imaginings: [cal,

My thought, whose murder yet is but fantasti-

Shakes so my single state of man, that function

Is smother’d in surmise; and nothing is

But what is not.

Ban. Look, how our partner’s rapt.

Macb. [Aside.] If chance will have me king,

why, chance may crown me,

Without my stir.
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Ban. New honours come upon him.
Like our strange garments, cleave not to their

mould
But with the aid of use.

Macb. [4side.] Come what come may,
Time and the hour runs through the roughest

day. [leisure.

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your
Macb. Give me your favour:—my dull brain

was wrought [pains

With things forgotten. Eand gentlemen, your
Are register’d where every day I turn
The leaf to read them.—Let us toward the

king.— [time,

Think upon what hath chanc’d; and, at more
The intenm having weigh’d it, let us speak
Our free hearts each to other.

Ban. Very gladly.

Macb. Till then, enough.—Come, fnends,
[Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Forres. A Room in the Palace.

Flourish. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Don-
ALBAiN, Lennox and Attendants.

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are
not

Those in commission yet return’d?
Mai. My Hege,

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke
With one that saw him die: who did report,

That very frankly he confess’d his treasons;
Implor’d your highness’ pardon; and set forth

A deep repentance: nothing m his life

Became him like the leaving it; he died
As one that had been studied in his death,

To throw away the dearest thing he ow’d,
As ’twere a careless trifle.

Dun. There’s no art

To find the mind’s construction in the face:

He was a gentleman on whom I built

An absolute trust.—

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Ross, and Angus.

0 worthiest cousin!

The sin of my ingratitude even now
Was heavy on me: thou art so far before,

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow
To overtake thee. Would thou hadst less

deserv’d; [meat
That the proportion both of thanks and pay-
Might have been mine! only I have left to say,

More is thy due than more than all can pay.
Macb. The service and the royalty I owe,

In doing it, pays itself. Your highnesar’ part

Is to receive our duties: and our duties
Are to your throne and state children and

servants; [everything

Which do but what they should, by doing
Safe toward your love and honour.
Dun. Welcome hither:

I hay© begun to pl|int thee, and will labour
To make thee full of growing.—Noble Banquo,
That hast no less deserv’d, nor must be known
No less to have done so, let me infold thee,

And hold thee to my heart.
Ban. There if I grow.

The harvest is your own.
Dun. My Meateous joys,

Wanton In fulness, seek to hide themselves

In drops of sorrow.—Sons, kinsmen, thanes,
And you whose places are the nearest, know,
We will establish our estate upon
Our eldest, Malcolm; whom we name here-

after

The Prince of Cumberland: which honour must
Not unaccompamed invest him only,

But signs of nobleness, hke stars, shall shine
On all deservers.—From hence to Inverness,
And bind us further to you. [for you:
Macb. The rest is labour, which is not us’d

I’ll be myself the harbinger, and make joyful

The heanng of my wife with your approach;
So, humbly take my leave.

Dun. My worthy Cawdorl
Macb. [Aside.] The Prince of Cumberland!

—That is a step,

On which I must fall down, or else o’er-leap

For m my way it lies. Stars, hide your fixes!

Let not light see my black and deep desires:

The eye wink at the hand! yet let that be,

Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see.

[Exit
Dun. True, worthy Banquo,—he is full so

valiant;

And in his commendations I am fed,

—

It IS a banquet to me. Let us after him,
Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome:
It is a peerless kinsman. [Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene V.—Inverness. A Room in Mac-
beth’s Castle.

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter.

Lady M. They met me in the day of success;

and / have learned by the perfectest report, they

have more in them than mortal knowledge.

When I burned in desire to question them
further, they made themselves air, into which
they vanished. Whiles / stood rapt in the

wonder of it, came missivesfrom the king, who
all-hailed me, Thane of Cawdor; by which title,

before, these weird sisters saluted me, and re-

ferred me to the coming on of time, with Hail,

Idng that shalt be I This have / thought good
to deliver thee, my dearest partner of greatness

that thou mightst not lose the dues of rejoiqing,

by being ignorant of what greatness is j>romised

thee. Lay it to thy heart, andfarewell.
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be
What thou art promis’d: yet do I fear thy

nature;

It is too full 0* the milk of human kindness ,

To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be
great;

Art not without ambition; but without

The illness should attend it. What thou
wouldst highly, [false,

That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play

And yet wouldst wrongly win: thou’dst have,

great Glamis, [have it:

That which cries, Thus thou must do, if thou

And that which rather thou dost fear to do

Than wishesi should be undone. Hie thee

hither,

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear;

And chastise with me valour of my tongue

All that impedes thee from the golden round,

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem
To have thee crown’d withal.
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Enter an Attendant.

What is your tidings?

Atten, The king comes here to-night.

Lady M. Thou’rt mad to say it:

Is not thy master with him? who, were’t so.

Would have inform’d for preparation,

Atten, So please you, it is true:—our thane
is coming:

One of my fellows had the speed of him;
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more
Than would make up his message.
Lady M. Give him tending,

He brings great news. [£2:1 1 Attendant
The raven himself is hoarse

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
Under my battlements. Come, you spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here;

And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-fuU

Of direst cruelty! make thick my blood,

Stop up the access and passage to remorse.

That no compunctious visitings of nature

Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between
The effect and it! Come to my woman’s

breasts, [ministers.

And take my milk for gall, you murdenng
Wherever in your sightless substances [mght,

You wait on nature’s mischief! Come, thick

And paU thee in the durmest smoke of hell.

That my keen kmfe see not the wound it makes,
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the

dark,

To cry, Hold, hold'

Enter Macbeth.

Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor!
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter!

Thy letters have transported me beyond
This ignorant present, and I feel now
The future m the instant.

Macb. My dearest love,

Duhcan comes here to-night.

Lady M. And when goes hence?
Macb. To-morrow,—as he purposes.
Lady M. 0 , never

Shall sun that morrow see!

Your face, my thane, is as a book where men
May read strange matters:—to beguile the

time,

Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye,
Your hand, your tongue; look hke the inno-

cent flower,

But be the serpent under’t. He that’s coramg
Must be provided for: and you shall put
This night’s great business into my despatch;
Which shall to all our nights and days to come
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdora.
Macb, We will speak further.

Lady M. Only look up clear;
To alter favour ever is to fear;

Leave all the rest to me, [tounf.

Scene The same. Before the Castle.

Hautboys. Servants of Macbeth attending.
Enter Duncan, Maecoim, Donalbain, Ban-
quo, Lennox, Macduff, Ross, Angus
and Attendants.

Dim. This castle hath a pleasant seat; the
air

Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself

Unto our gentle senses.

Ban. This guest of sumruer,
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve,
By his lov’d mansionry, that the heaven’s

breath
Smells wooingly here: no jutty, frieze, buttress,
Nor coigne of vantage, but this bird hath made
His pendant bed and procreant cradle;

Where they most breed and haunt, I have
observ’d

The air is dehcate.

Enter Lady Macbeth

Dun. See, see, our honour’d hostess!—
The love that follows us sometime is our

trouble,

Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach
you

How you shall bid God ild us for your pains,

And thank us for your trouble.

Lady M. All our service

In every point twice done, and then done
double,

Were poor and single business to contend
Against those honours deep and broad where-

with
Your majesty loads our house: for those of old,

And the late digmties heap’d up to them,
We rest your hermits.

Dun. Where’s the Thane of Cawdor?
We cours’d him at the heels, and had a purpose
To be his purveyor: but he ndes well, [him
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess,
We are your guest to-mght.

Uidy M. Your servants ever
Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in

compt,
To make their audit at your highness’ pleasure,
StiU to return your own.
Dun. Give me your hand,

Conduct me to mine host: we love him highly,

And shall continue our graces towards him.
By your leave, hostess. [Exeunt.

Scene YU.—The same. A Lobby m the
Castle

Hautboys and torches Enter, and pass over,
a Sewer, arid divers Servants with dishes and
service. Then enter Macbeth.

Macb. If it were done when *tis done, then
’twere well

It were done quickly. If the assassination
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch,
With his surcease, success; that but this blow
Might be the be-all and the eiid-all here,
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, •—

We’d jump the life to come. But in these cases
We still have judgment here; that we but teach
Bloody instructions, which being taught, return
To plague the inventor: this even-handed

justice

Commends the ingredients of our poison’d
chalice

To our own hps. He’s here in double trust;

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject,

Strong both against the deed; then, as his host,

Who should against his murderer shut the door,
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Not bear the kmfe myself. Besides, this

Duncan
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been
So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against

The deep damnation of his taking-off *

And pity, like a naked new-born babe,

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubin, hors’d

Upon the sightless couriers of the air,

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,

That tears shall drown the wind.— I have no
spur

To prick the sides of my intent, but only

Vaulting ambition, which o’er-leaps itself.

And falls on the other.

Enter Lady Macbeth.

How now! what news?
Lady M. He has almost supp’d, why have

you left the chamber^
Macb Hath he ask’d for me’
Lady M. Know you not he has?
Macb We will proceed no further in this

business.

He hath honour’d me of late; and I have bought
Golden opinions from all sorts of people,

Which would be worn now m their newest gloss,

Not cast aside so soon
Lady M Was the hope drunk

Wherein you dress’d yourself’ hath it slept

since?

And wakes it now. to look so green and pale

At what it did so freely’ From this time
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard

To be the same m thme own act and valour

As thou art m desire’ Wouldst thou have that

Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life,

And live a coward in thine own esteem;
Letting / dare not wait upon / would,
Like the poor cat 1

’ the adage?
Macb, Pr’ythee, peace:

I dare do all that may become a man;
Who dares do more is none.

Lady M What beast was’t, then,

That made you break this enterprise to me?
When you durst do it, then you were a man;
And, to be more than what you were, you would
Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place

Did then adhere, and yet you would make both:

They have made themselves, and that their fit-

ness now
Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know
How tender ’tis to love the babe that milks me:
I would, while it was smiling in my face,

Have pluck’d my nipple from his boneless

gums,
And dash’d the brains out, had I so sworn as

you
Have done to this.

Morb. If we should fail’

Lady M. We fail!

But screw your courage to the sticking plate,

And we’II not fail. When Duncan is asleep, -
Whereto the rather shall this day’s hard journey

Soundly invite him, his two chamberlains

Will I with wine and wassail so convince

That memory, the warder of the brain,

Shall be a fume, tad the receipt of reason

A limbec only: when in swinish sleep

Their drenched natures He as m a death

What cannot you and I perform upon
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon
His spongy officers; who shall bear the guilt

Of our great quell?

Macb Bnng forth men-children only,
For thy undaunted mettle should compose
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv’d
When we have mark’d with blood those sleepy

two
Of his own chamber, and us’d their very dag-

gers,

That they have done’t’
Lady M Who dares receive it other,

As we shall make our griefs and clamour
roar

Upon his death’
Macb I am settled, and bend up

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.

Away, and mock the time with fairest show:
False face must hide what the false heart doth

know. [Exeunt

ACT 11.

Scene I.—lNVERNEbS. Court within the

Castle

Enter Banquo, preceded by Fleancl with
a torch.

Ban. How goes the mght, boy’
Fie. The moon is down, I have not heard the

clock.

Ban. And she goes down at twelve.
Fie. I take’t, ’tis later, sir.

Ban. Hold, take my sword. —There’s hus-
bandry in heaven;

Their candles are all out.— take thee that too.—

-

A heavy summons hes like lead upon me,
And yet I would not sleep: —merciful powers,
Restrain me m the cursed thoughts that nature
Gives way to in repose’—Give me my sword.
Who’s there?

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch.

Macb. A friend. [a-bed:
Ban What, sir, not yet at rest? The king’s

He hath been in unusual pleasure, and
Sent forth great largess to your officers:

This diamond he greets your wife withal,

By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up
In measureless content.

Macb. Being unprepar’d,
Our will became the servant to defect;

Which else should free have wrought.
Ban. All’s well.

I dreamt last mght of the three weird sisters.

To you they have show’d some truth.

Macb I think not of them:
Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve,

We would spend it in some words uoon that

business,

If you would grant the time.

Ban. At your kind’st leisure.

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent, -

when ’tis,

It shall make honour for you.
Ban So I lose none

In seeking to augment it, but still keep
My bosom franchis’d, and allegiance clear,

I shall be counsell’d.

Macb. Good repose the while!
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Ban. Thanks, sir; the like to you!
[Exeunt Banquo and Fleance.

Macb, Go hid thy nustress, wheii my drink
is ready,

She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed.
[Exit Servant

Is this a dagger which I see before me,
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me

clutch thee:—
I have thee not, and yet I see thee still.

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible

To feekng as to sight? or art thou but
A dagger of the imnd, a false creation,

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain?

I see thee yet, in form as palpable

As this which now I draw.
Thou marshalFst me the way that I was going;

And such an instrument I was to use.

Mine eyes are made the fools o’ the other

senses,

Or else worth all the rest: I see thee still;

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood,

Which was not so before.—There’s no such
thing:

It is the bloody business which informs

Thus to mine eyes,—Now o’er the one-half

world
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse
The curtain’d sleep; now witchcraft celebrates

Pale Hecate’s offenngs; and wither’d murder,
Alarum’d by his sentinel, the wolf,

Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy

pace, [design

With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his

Moves like a ghost.—Thou sure and firm-set

earth, [fear

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for

The very stones prate of my whereabout,
And take the present horror from the time,

Which now suits with it.—^Whiles I threat, he
lives;

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath
g^ves. [A bell rin^s.

1 go, and it is done; the bell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell

That summons thee to heaven or to hell. [Exit.

Enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk
hath made me bold:

What hath quench’d them hath given me fire.

—

Hark!—Peace!
It was the owl that shriek’d, the fatal bellman.
Which gives the stern’st good-night. He is

about it:

The doors are open; and the surfeited grooms
Do mock their charge with snores: I have

drugg’d their possets,

That death and nature do contend about them,
.Whether they live or die.

Macb. [WirfAin.] Who’s there?—what, ho!
Lady M. Alack! I am afraid they have

awak’d,
And *tis not done:—the attempt, and not the

deed, [ready;
Confounds us.—Hark!—I laid their daggers
He could not miss ’em,—Had he not resembled
My father as he slept, I had done’t.—My

husband!

[act II.

Re-enter Macbeth.

Mach. I have done the deed.—Didst thou
not hear a noise? [cnckets cry.

Lady M. I heard the owl scream and the
Did not you speak?
Macb. When?
Lady M. Now.
Macb. As I descended?
LanM. Ay.
Macb. HarkI—

Who lies i’ the second chamber?
Lady M. Donalbain.
Macb. This is a sorry sight.

[Looking on his hand's.

Lady M. A foohsh thought to say a sorry
sight.

Macb. There’s one did laugh m’s sleep, and
one cried Murder!

That they did wake each other: I stood and
heard them: [them

But they did say their prayers, and address’d
Again to sleep.

Lady M. There are two lodg’d together.
Mach. One cned, God bless us! and, Amen,

the other; [hands.
As they had seen me with these hangman’s
Listening their fear, I could not say, Amen,
When they did say, God bless us.

Lady M. Consider it not so deeply.
Macb. But wherefore could I not pronounce

Amen?
I had most need of blessing, and Amen
Stuck in my throat.

Lady M These deeds must not be thought
After these ways; so, it will make us mad.
Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry, Sleep

no more! [sleep:

Macbeth does murder sleep,—Xhe innocent
Sleep that knits up the ravell’d sleave of care,
The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s bath.
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second

course,

Chief nourisher in life’s feast.

Lady M. What do you mean?
Macb. Still it cried. Sleep no more! to all the

house: [Cawcfor
Glamis hath murdefd steep: and therefore
Shall sleep no more,—Macbeth shall sleep no

more' [worthy thane.
Lady. Who was it that thus cried? Why,

You do unbend your noble strength to thmk
So brainsickly of things.— Go get some water,
And wash this filthy witness from your hand.- -

Why did you bring these daggers from the
place?

They must he there; go carry them; and smear
The sleepy grooms with blood.

Macb. FlI go no more:
I am afraid to think what I have done;
Look on’t again I dare not.

Lady M. Infirm of purpose!
Give me the daggers: the sleeping and the dead
Are hut as pictures: ’tis the eye of childhood
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed,
I’ll gild the faces of the grooms withal.

For it must seem their guilt.

[ExU. Knocking within,
Macb. whence is that knocking?

How is’t with me, when every noise appals me?

MACBETH
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What hands are hero? Ha! they pjuck out

mine eyes!

Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood

Clean from my hand? No: this my hand will

rather

The multitudinous seas incarnadine,

Making the green one red.

Re-enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. My hands are of your colour; but
I shame

To wear a heart so white. [JtnocA/n<7 within.]

I hear a knocking

At the south entry. -retire we to our chamber.

A httle water clears us of this deed:

How easy is it then! Your constancy

Hath left you unattended. - (j^Tnoc/jinff within ]

Hark! more knocking:

Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us,

And show us to be watchers:- be not lost

So poorly in your thoughts.

Macb To know my deed, ’twere best not
know myself. [Knackmy within.

Wake Duncan with thy knocking! I would
thou couldst! (Exeunt,

Enter a Porter. Knochtny within.

Porter. Here’s a knocking indeed! If a

man were porter of hcU-gate, he should have
old turning the key. [iCnor/uno-l Knock,
knock, knock. Who’s there, i’ the name of

Beelzebub? Here’s a farmer that hanged him-
self on the expectation of plenty: come m
time, have napkins enow about you; here
you’ll sweat for’t. {Knockiny.] Knock,
knock! Who’s there, i’ the other devil’s name?
Faith, here’s an equivocator, that could swear
in both the scales against either scale; who
committed treason enough for God’s sake, yet

could not equivocate to heaven: O, come in,

equivocator. (Knocking,] Knock, knock,
knock! Who’s there! Faith, here’s an
English tailor come hither, for stealing out of

a French hose: come in, tailor, here you may
roast your goose. fA'noeWnq.j Knock,
knock: never at quiet! What are you? But
this place is too cold for hell I’ll devil-porter

it no further: I had thought to have let in some
of all professions, that go the primrose way to

the everlasting bonfire. [Knoefonf/,} Anon,
anon! I pray you, remember the porter,

jO/icns (he gate.

Enter and Lennox.

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went
to feed, that you do He so late?

Port, Faith, sir, we were carousing till the
second cock: iind dnnk, sir, is a great provoker
of three things.

Macd. What three things does drink espe-
cially provoke?

Port, Marry, sir, nose-ptinting, sleep, and
urine. Lechery, sir, it provokes and it unpro-
vokes; it provokes the desire, but it takes away
ttte performtnee; therefore, much drink may
be said to be m equivarator with lechery; it

make® him, and it mars Mmj it sets him on,
and St tikes him off; it persuadea him, and
disheartens him; makes him itand to, and not
stand to! in conclusion, equivocatei him in a

sleep, and, giving him the he, leaves him.
Macd. I believe drink gate thee the lie last

night.

Port. That it did, sir, i' the very throat o’

me: but I requited him for his he; and, I
think, being too strong for him, though he
took up my legs sometime, yet I made a shift

to cast him.
Macd Is thy master stirring^

—

Our knocking has awak’d him; here he comes.

Enter Macbeth.

Len. Good-morrow, noble sir!

Macb. Good-morrow, both!
Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane’
Macb. Not yet.

Macd. He did command me to call timely
on him.

I have almost slipp’d the hour.
Macb. I’ll bring you to him.
Macd. 1 know this is a joyful trouble to you;

But yet ’tis one.
Macb. The labour we delight in physics pain.

This IS the door,

Macd. I’ll make so bold to call.

For ’hs my linuted service. [Fxit Macduff.
Len. Goes the king hence to-day?

Macb He does: ho did appoint so.

Len. The night has been unruly: where we
lay, (.say,

Our chimneys were blown down, and, as they
Lamentings heard i’ the air, strange screams

of death;

And prophesying, with accents terrible.

Of dire combustion and confus’d events,

New hatch’d to the woeful time: the obscure
bird [earth

Clamour’d the Uve-Iong night: some say the
Was feverous, and did shake.

Macb. ’Twas a rough night.

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel

A fellow to it.

Re-enter Macduff.

Macd. 0 horror, horror, horror! Tongue
nor heart

Cannot conceive nor name thee!

Macb., Len. What’s the matter?

Macd. Confusion now hath made his master-

piece

Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope

The Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence

The life o* the building.

Macb What is’t you say? the life?

len. Mean you his majesty? (your sight

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy

With a new Gorgon: - do not bid me speak;

See, and then speak yourselves.

[Ewunt Macbeth and Lennox.
Awake! awake! -

Ring the alarum-bell: murder and treason!

Banquo and Donalbain! Malcolm! awake!

Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counteikit,

And look on death itself! up, up, and see

The great doom's image! Malcolm! Banquo!

A« from your graves rise up, and walk like

sprites,

To countenance this horror!
. .

rmp-s.
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Re-entef Lady Macbeth.

lady M. What’s the business,

That such hideous trumpet calls to parley

The sleepers of the house? speak, speak!

Maca, 0 gentle lady,

’Tis not for you to hear what I can speak:

The repetition, in a woman’s ear.

Would murder as it fell.

Re-enter Banqdo
0 Banquo, Banquo!

Our royal master’s murder’d!
Lady M. Woe, alas!

What, in our house?
Ban. Too cruel anywhere.—

Dear Duff, pr’ythee, contradict thyself.

And say it is not so.

Re-enter Macbeth and Lennox.

Macb. Had I but died an hour before tnis

chance, [stant,

I had liv’d a blessed time; for, from this in-

There’s nothing serious in mortality:

All IS but toys, renown and grace is dead.

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees

Is left this vault to brag of.

Enter Malcolm and Donalbain

Don. What is amiss'^*

Macb. You are, and do not know’t*

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood

Is stopp’d; the very source of it is stopp’d.

Macd. Your royal father’s murder’d.

Mai. 0, by whom?
ten. Those of his chamber, as it seem’d, had

done’t: (blood;

Their hands and faces were all badg’d with

So were their daggers, which, unwip’d, we
found

Upon their pillows:

They star’d, and were distracted; no man’s life

Was to be trusted with them.
Macb 0, yet I do repent me of my fury.

That I did kill them.
Macd. Wherefore did you- so?

Macb. Who can be wise, amaz’d, temperate,

and furious.

Loyal and neutral, in a moment? No man;
The expedition of my violent love

Out-ran the pauser reason. Here lay Duncan,
His silver skin lac’d with his golden blood;

And his gash’d stabs look’d hke a breach in

nature [dorers,

For nun’s wasteful entrance: tnere, the mur-
Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their

daggers [frain.

Unmannerly breech’d with gore: who could re-

That had a heart to love, and m that heart
Courage to make’s love known?
Lady M. Help me hence, ho!
Macd. Look to the lady.

Mai, Why do we hold our tongues,
That most may claim this argument for ours?
Don. What should be spoken here, where

our fate.

Hid in an auger-hole, may rush, and seize us?
Let’s away;
Our tears are not yet brew’d.
Mai. Nor our strong sorrow

Upon the foot of motion.

Ban. Look to the lady;—
[Lady Macbeth is carried out

And when we have our naked frailties lud,

That suffer m exposure, let us meet,

And question this most bloody piece of work,
To know It further. Fears and scruples shake

us:

In the great hand of God I stand; and thence,

Against the undivulg’d pretence I fight

Of treasonous mahce.
Macd. And so do I,

All. So all.

Macb Let’s brieny put on manly readiness

And meet i’ the hall together.

All Well contented.
(Fxeunf all but Mal. and Don,

Mai. What will you do? Let’s not consort

with them.
To show an unfelt sorrow is an office

Which the false man does easy. I’ll to England.
Don To Ireland I; our separated fortune

Shall keep us both the safer: where we are,

There’s daggers in men’s smiles, the near lu

blood,

The nearer bloody.
Mal. This murderous shaft that’s shot

Hath not yet lighted, and our safest way
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore to horse;

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking,

But shift away: there’s warrant in that theft

Which steals itself, when there’s no mercy left.

[Exeunt

Scene II,—The same. Without the Castle.

Enter Ross and an old Man.

Old M. Threescore and ten I can remember
well-

Within the volume of which time I have seen
Hours dreadful and things strange, but this

sore mght
Hath tnfied former knowings.

Ross. Ah, good father.

Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with
man’s act, [day,

Threaten his bloody stage: by the clock, ’tis

And vet dark night strangles the travelling

lamp;
Is’t mght’s predominance, or the day’s shame,
That darkness does the face of earth entomb,
When living light should kiss it?

Old M ’Tis unnatural,
Even hke the deed that’s done. On Tuesday

last,

A falcon, towering m her pride of place,

Was by a mousing owl hawk’d at and kill’d,

Ross. And Duncan’s horses, a thing most
strange and certain,

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race,
Turn’d wild m nature, broke their stalls, flung

out, [make
Contending ’gainst obedience, as they would
War with mankind.

Old M. ’Tis said they eat each other.

Ross. They did so; to the amazement of

mine eyes, (Macduff.
That look’d upoa’t. Here comes the good

Enter Macduff.
How goes the world, sir, now?
Macd. Why, see you not?
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Ross. Is’t known who did tiiis more than
bloody deed?

Macd. Those that Macbeth hath slain.

Ross. Alas, the day!

What good could they pretend?

Macd. They were suborn’d:

Malcolm and Donalbain, the king’s two sons,

Are stol’n away and fled; which puts upon them
Suspicion of the deed.

Ross. ’Gainst nature still:

Thriftless ambition, that wilt ravin up
Thine own life's means!—Then ’tis most like,

The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth.
Macd. He is already nam’d; and gone to

Scone
To be invested.

Ross. Where is Duncan’s body?
Macd. Carried to Colme-kill,

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors,

And guardian of their bones.

Ross Will you to Scone?
Macd. No, cousin, I’ll to Fife.

Ross. Well, I will thither.

Macd. Well, may you see things well done
there,—adieu!—

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new!
Ross Farewell, father. [those

Old M. God’s benison go with you; and with

That would make good of* bad, and friends of

foes! [Exeunt.

ACT III,

Scene I.—FoiyiES. A Room in the Palace

Enter Banouo,

Ban. Thou hast it now,—king, Cawdor,
Giamis, all

As the weird women promis’d; and, I fear,

Thou play’dst most foully for’t; yet it was said

It should not stand in thy posterity;

But that myself should be the root and father

Of many kings. If there come truth from
them,—

As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,

—

Why, by the verities on thee made good,

May they not be my oracles as well,

And set me up in hope? But, hush; no more.

Sennet sounded Enter Macbeth as King.

Lady Macbeth as Queen; Llnnox, Ross,
Lords, Ladies, and Attendants.

Macb. Here’s our chief guest.

iMdy M. If he had been forgotten.

It had been as a gap in our great feast,

And alI4hmg unbecoming.
Macb. To-night we hold a solemn supper,

sir,

And I’ll request your presence.

Ban, Let your highness
Command upon me; to the which my duties

Are with a most indissoluble tie

For ever knit.

Macb. Ride you this afterpoon?
Ban. Ay, my good lord,

Macb. We should have else desir’d your

laod advice,— (ous,—
Which still hath been both grave and prosper-

In this day’s council; but we’ll take to-morrow,
Is’t far you rider

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time
’Twixt this and supper: go not my horse the

better.

I must become a borrower of the night,
For a dark hour or twain.
Macb. Fail not our feast.
Ban. My lord, I will not. [stow’d
Macb We hear our bloody cousins are be-

In England and in Ireland; not confessing
Their cruel parncide, filling their hearers
With strange invention: but of that to-morrow;
When therewithal we shall have cause of state
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse: adieu,
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with

you? [upon’s.
Ban. Ay, my good lord: our time does call
Macb. I wish your horses swift and sure of

foot;

And so I do commend you to their backs.
Farewell.— [Exit Banquo.
Let every man be master of his time
Till seven at mght; to make society

The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself
Till supper-time alone: while then, God be

with you!
[Exeunt Lady Macbeth, Lords,

Ladies, &c.
Sirrah, a word with you: attend those men
Our pleasure?

Attend. They are, my lord, without the
palace gate.

Macb. Bring them before us.

[EAit Attendant.
To be thus is nothing;

But to be safely thus:—our fears in Banquo
Stick deep; and in his royalty of nature
Reigns that which would be fear’d: ’hs much

he dares;

And, to that dauntless temper of his mind,
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour
To act in safety. There is none but he
Whose being I do fear: and, under him,
My gemus is rebuk’d; as, it is said, [sisters

Mark Antony’s was by Caesar. He chid the
When first they put the name of king upon me,
And bade them speak to him; then, prophet-

like,

They hail’d him father to a line of Icings:

Upon my head they plac’d a fruitless crown,
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe,

Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal hand,
No son of mine succeeding. If’t be so,

For Banquo’s issue have I fil’d my mind;
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder’d;
Put rancours in the vessel of my peace
Only for them; and mine eternal Jewel
Given to the common enemy of man,
To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings

!

Rather than so, come, fate, into the list,

And champion me to the utterance!—Who’s
there?—

Re-enter Attendant, with two Murderers.

Now go to the door, and stay there till we call.

[jS^xit Attendant.

Was it not yesterday we spoke together?

X Mur. It was, so please your highness.

Macb, Well then, now
Have you consider’d of my speeches? Know
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That it was he, in the times past, which held
you

So under fortune; which you thought had been
Our innocent self: this I made good to you
In our last conference, pass’d m probation with

you, [instruments

How you were borne in hand, how cross’d, the
Who wrought with them, and aU things else

that might
To half a soul and to a notion craz’d

Say, Thus did Banguo.
1 Mur. You made it known to us.

Macb, I did so; and went further, which is

now
Our point of second meeting. Do you find

Your patience so predominant in your nature,

That you can let this go? Are you so gospell’d,

To pray for this good man and for his issue,

Whose heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave.

And beggar’d yours for ever?

X Mur. We are men, my hege.

Macb Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men;
As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spamels,

curs,

Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves are dept
All by the name of dogs: the valu’d file

Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle,

The house-keeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift which bounteous nature
Hath in him clos’d; whereby he does receive

Particular addition, from the bill

That wntes them all alike: and so of men.
Now, if you have a station in the file,

And not i’ the worst rank of manhood, say it;

And I will put that business in your bosoms,
Whose execution takes you enemy off;

Grapples you to the heart and love of us,

Who wear our health but sickly in his life,

Wluch in his death were perfect.

2 Mur. I am one, my liege,

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world
Have so incens’d that I am reckless what
I do to spite the world.

1 Mur. And I another,

So weary with disasters, tugg’d with fortune

That I would set my life on any chance,
To mend it, or be rid on’t

Macb. Both of you
Know Banquo was your enemy.
Both Mur. True, my lord.

Macb. So is he mine; and in such bloody
distance,

That every mmute of his being thrusts

Against my near’st of life: and though I could
With bare-fac’d power sweep him from my

sight,

And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not,

For certain friends that are both his and mine,
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall

Who I myself struck down: and thence it is

That I to ydur assistance do make love;

Masking the business from the common eye
For sundry weighty reasons.

2 Mur. We shall, my lord,

Perform what you command us.

r Mur. Though our lives

—

Macb. Your spirits shine through you.
Within this hour at most,

I will advise you where to plant yourselves;
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o’ the time,

The moment on’t; for’t must be done to-night.
And something from the palace; always thought
That I require a clearness: and with him,-—
To leave no rubs nor botches m the work,—
Fleance his son, that keeps him company,
Whose absence is no less material to me
Than is his father’s, must embrace the fate

Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart:

I’ll come to you anon.
Bo^h Mur. We are resolv’d, my lord.

Macb. I’ll call upon you straight: abide
within. [Exeunt Murderers

It is concluded:—Banquo, thy soul’s flight,

If it find heaven, must find it out to-night.

[Fjtri.

Scene IL—The same. Another Room in ike
Palace,

Enter Lady Macbeth and a Servant.

Lady M Js Banquo gone from court^

Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-mght.

Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend
his leisure

For a few word's.

Serv. Madam, I will. [Exit.

Lady M. Naught’s had, all’s spent,

Where our desire is got without content:

’Tis safer to be that which we destroy,

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy.

Enter Macbeth.

How now, my lord! why do you keep alone,

Of sornest fancies your corapamons making;
Using those thoughts which should indeed have

died

With them they think on? Things without all

remedy
Should be without regard: what’s done is done.
Macb. We have scotch’d the snake, not

kill’d it; [malice

She’ll close, and be herself; whilst our poor
Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let the frame of things disjoint,

Both the worlds suffer,

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep

In the affliction of these temble dreams
That shake us nightly: better be with the dead,
Whom we, to gam our place, have sent to peace,
Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In restless ecstacy. Duncan is m his grave;
After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well;

Treason has done his worst: nor steel, nor
poison,

Mahce domestic, foreign levy, nothing
Can touch him further.

Lady M Come on;
Gently my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks;
Be bnght and lovial ’rnong your guests to-night,

Macb. So shall I, love; and so, I pray, be
you;

Let your remembrance apply to Banquo;
Present him eminence, both with eye and

tongue:
Unsafe the while, that we [streams;
Must lave our honours in these flattering

And make our faces vizards to our hearts,
Disguising what they are.

lady M. . You must leave this.
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Mach. 0, full of scorpions is my mind, dear
wife! [lives.

Thoti know’st that Banquo, and his Fleance,

Lady M. But in them nature’s copy’s not
eteme. [able;

Mach. There’s comfort yet; they are assail-

Then be thou jocund: ere the bat hath flown

His cloister’d flight; ere, to black Hecate’s
summons,

The shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy hums,
Hath rung night’s yawmng peal, there shall be

done
A deed of dreadful note.

Lady M. What’s to be done?
Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, dear-

est chuck, [mght,

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seehng
Scarf up the tender eye of pihful day;

And with thy bloody and invisible hand
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond
Which keeps me pale!—Light thickens; and

the crow
Makes wing to the rooky wood:
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse;
Whiles mght’s black agents to their prey do

rouse.— [still;

Thou marvell’st at my words: but hold thee

Things bad begun make strong themselves by
ill:

So, pr’ythee, go with me. [Exeunt.

Scene HI.

—

The same. A Park or Lawn,
with a gate leading to the Palace,

Enter three Murderers.

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us?

3 Mur. Macbeth.
2 Mur. He needs not our mistrust; since he

deUvers
Our offices, and what we have to do,

To the direction just.

1 Mur, Then stand with us.

The west yet ghmmers with some streaks of

day:
Now spurs the lated traveller apace,

To gam the timely inn; and near approaches
The subject of our watch.

3 Mur. Hark! I hear horses.

Ban. [W/fAm.] Give us a light there, ho!

2 Mm. Then ’tis he; the rest

That are within the note of expectation

Already are i’ the court.

1 Mur, His horses go about

3 Mur. Almost a mile; but he does usually,

So all men do, from hence to the palace gate

Make it their walk.
2 Mur A Hght, a light!

3 Mur. ’Tis he.

1 Mur. Stand to’t.

Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a torch,

San. It will be rain to-night.

I Mur. Let it come down.
[issaifl/s Banquo.

San. Q, tretcheryl Fly, good Fleance, fly,

fly!

Thou mtyst revenge*—0 slave!

[Diet Fleance escapes.

3 Mur. Who did strike out the light?

X Mur. Was^t not the way?

3 Mur. There’s but one down: the son is fled.

2 Mur. We have lost best half of our affair*

I Mur. Well, let’s away, and say how much
is done. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The same. A Room of State in
the Palace. A Banquet prepared.

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Ross,
Lennox, Lords, and Attendants.

Mach. You know your own degrees, sit

down: at first

And last the hearty welcome.
Lords. Thanks to your majesty.
Mach. Ourself will mingle with society,

And play the humble host.
Our hostess keeps her state; hut, in best time,
We will require her welcome. [friends;
lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our

For my heart speaks they are welcome.
Mach. See, they encounter thee with their

hearts’ thanks.

—

Both sides are even: here I’ll sit i’ the midst:

Enter first Murderer to the door.

Be large in mirth; anon v/e’ll dnnk a measure
The table round.—There’s blood upon thy face.
Mur. ’Tis Banquo’s then. [within.

Mach. ’Tis better thee without than he
Is he despatch’d?
Mur. My lord, his throat is cut; that I did

for him.
Mach. Thou art the best o’ the cut-throats:

yet he’s good
That did the like for Fleance: if thou didst it,

Thou art the nonpareil.

Mur. Most royal, sir.

Fleance is ’scap’d. [been perfect;

Mach. Then comes my fit again: I had else
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock;
As broad and general as the casing air: [in

But now I am cabin’d, cribb’d, confin’d, bound
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's safe?
Mur. Ay, my good lord: safe in a ditch he

bides,

With twenty trenched gashes on his head;
The least a death to nature.

Mach. Thanks for that:

There the grown serpent hes; the worm that’s
fled

Hath nature that in time will venom breed.
No teeth for the present.—Get thee gone; to-

morrow
We’ll hear, ourselves, again. [Exit Murderer,
Lady M. My royal lord,

You do not give the cheer: the feast is sold

That IS not often vouch’d, while ’tis a-making,
’Tis given with welcome: to feed were best at

home*
From thence the sauce to meat is ceremony;
Meeting were bare without it.

Mach, Sweet remembrancer!—
Now, good digestion wait on appetite,

And health on both!
Len. May’t please your highness sit?

[The Ghost of Banquo rises, and sits in

Macbeth’s place.

Mach. Here had we now our country’s hon-
our roof’d,

Were the grac’d person of our Banquo present;
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Who may I rather challenge for unkindness
Than pity for mischance!
Ross. His absence, sir.

Lays blame upon his promise. Please’t your
highness

To grace uS with your royal company.
Macb. The table’s full.

Len. Here’s a place reserv’d, sir.

Macb. Where?
jLen. Here, my lord. What is’t

that moves your highness?

Macb. Which of you have done this?

Lords. What, my good lord?

Macb. Thou canst not say I did it: never
shake

Thy gory locks at me. [well.

Ross. Gentlemen, rise; his highness is not

Lady M. Sit, worthy friends:—my lord is

often thus, [seat;

And hath been from his youth: pray you, keep
The fit IS momentary; upon a thought

He will again be well: if much you note him
You shall offend him, and extend his passion;

Feed, and regard him not.—Are you a man?
Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look

on that
Which might appal the devil.

Lady M. 0 proper stuff!

This IS the very painting of your fear:

This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said,

Led you to Duncan. 0, these flaws, and
starts,

—

Imposters to true fear,—would well become
A woman’s story at a winter’s fire,

Authoriz’d by her grandam. Shame itself!

Why do you make such faces? When all’s done,

You look but on a stool.

Macb, Pr’ythee, see there! behold’ look!
lo! how say you?— [too.

—

Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak
If charnel-houses and our graves must send
Those that we bury back, our monuments

'

Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost disappears.

Lady M. What, qmte unmaim’d m folly?

Macb. If I stand here, I saw him.
iMdy M. Fie, for shame!
Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the

olden time,

Ere human statute purg’d the gentle weal;
Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d
Too terrible for the ear; the times have been,
That, when the brains were out. the man

would die,

And there an end; but now they rise again,

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,
Andpushus from our stools : this is more strange
Than such a murder is.

Lady M. My worthy lord,

Your noble friends do lack you.
Macb. I tio forget:

—

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends;

I have a strange infiimity, which is nothing
To those that know me. Come, love and health

to ali; [fuU.

—

Then PU sit down.—Give me some wine, fill

I drink to the general joy o’ the whole table,
And to our dear fnend Banquo, whom we miss;
Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirst.

And all to all,

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge.

Ghost rises again.

Macb. Avaunt! and quit my sight! let the
earth hide thee!

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold;
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes
Which thou dost glare with!

Lady M. Think of this, good peers,
But as a thing of custom: ’tis no other;

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time.

Macb. What man dare, I dare:

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear,
The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger;

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves
Shall never tremble: or be alive again,

And dare me to the desert with thy sword;
If trembling I inhabit then, protest me
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow!
Unreal mockery, hence! [Ghost disappears.

Why. so,—being gone,
I am a man again.—Pray you, sit still.

Lady M. You have displac’d the mirth, broke
the good meeting,

With most admir'd disorder.

Macb. Can such things be,
And overcome us like a summer’s cloud.

Without our special wonder? You make me
strange

Even to the disposition that I owe,
When now I think you can behold such sights,

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks,
When mine are blanch’d with fear.

Ross. W'hat sights, my lord^
Lady M. I pray you, speak not; he grows

worse and worse;
Question enrages him; at once, good-night: —
Stand not upon the order of your going,

But go at once
Len. Good-night; and better health

Attend his majesty I

Lady M. A kind good-night to all!

\Exeunt Lords and Attendants.
Macb. It will have blood; they say, blood will

have blood: [speak;
Stones have been known to move, and trees to

Augurs, and understood relations, have [forth

By magot-pies, and choughs,and rooks, brought
The secret’st man of blood.- What is the night?
Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which

IS which. [his person,
Macb. How say'st thou, that Macduff denies

At our great bidding?
Lady M. Did you send to Iiim, sir?

Macb. I hear it by the way; but I will send:
There’s not a one of them but m fiis house
I keep a servant fee’d. I will to-morrow
(And betimes I will) to the weird sisters;

More shall they speak; for now I am bent to

know, [good,

By the worst means, the worst For mine own
Ail causes shall give way: I am in blood
Stept in so far that, should I wade no more,
Returning were as tedious as go o’er: [hand;
Strange things I have in head, that will to

Which must be acted ere they may be scann’d.
Lady M. You lack the season of all natures,

sleep. [self-abuse

Macb. Come, we’llto sleep. My strange and
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use:*"-

We are yet but young in deed. {JSxewit
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Scene V.—Tfte Heath,

Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting
Hecate.

I Witch. Why, how now, Hecate! you look

angerly.

Hec. Have I not reason, beldams as you are,

Saucy and overbold? How did you dare

To trade and traffic with Macbeth
In riddles and aftairs of death;

And I, the mistiess of your charms,

The close contriver of all harms.

Was never call’d to bear my part.

Or show the glory of our art?

And, which is worse, all you have done
Hath been but for a wayward son.

Spiteful and wrathful; who, as others do.

Loves for his own ends, not for you.

But make amends now: get you gone,

And at the pit of Acheron
Meet me i* the morning: thither he
Will come to know his destiny.

Your vessels and 3four spells provide,

Your charms, and everything beside.

I am for the air; this night I’ll spend
Unto a dismal and a fatal end.

Great business must be wrought ere noon:
Upon the corner of the moon
There hangs a vaporous drop profound;

I’ll catch it ere it come to ground:

And that, distill’d by magic sleights,

Shall raise such artificial sprites.

As, by the strength of their illusion,

Shall draw him on to his confusion:

Hb shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear
His hopes ’bove wisdom, grace, and fear:

And you all know, security

Is mortal’s chiefest enemy.
[Music and song within: Come away, come

away, &c.
Harkl I am call’d; my little spirit, see,

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. [JSxif.

1 Witch. Come, let’s make haste; she’ll

soon be back again. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.—Fokrfs. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Lennox and another Lord.

ten. My former speeches have but hit your
thoughts,

Which can interpret further: only, I say.

Things have been strangely borne. The gra-

cious Duncan
Was pitied of Macbeth: —marry, hewas dead:—
And the right-valiant Banquo walk’d too late;

Whom, you may say, if’t please you, Fleance
kill’d,

For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late.

Who cannot want the thought, how monstrous
It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain
To kill their gracious father? damned fact!

How it did grieve Macbeth! did he not straight,

In pious rage, the two delinquents tear.

That were the slaves of drink and thralls of

sleep?
Was not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too;

For ’twould have anger’d any heart alive,

To hear the men deny’t. So that, I say.

He has borne all things well: and I do think,

That had he Duncan’s sons under his key,—
As, an’t please heaven, he shall not,—they

should find

What ’twere to kill a father; so should Fleance.
But, peace!—for from broad words, and ’cause

he fail’d

His presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear,
Macduff lives in disgrace. Sir, can you tell

Where he bestows himself?
' Lord. The son of Duncan,
From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth.

Lives m the English court; and is receiv’d
Of the most pious Edward with such grace
That the malevolence of fortune nothing
Takes from his high respect: thither Macduffi
Is gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward:
That, by the help of these,—with Him above
To ratify the work,—we may again
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights;
Free from our feasts and banquets bloody

knives;

Do faithful homage, and receive free honours,—
All which we pine for now: and this report
Hath so exasperate the king that he
Prepares for some attempt of war.

Len. Sent he to Macduff?
Lord. He did: and with an absolute, Sir,

not J,

The cloudy messenger turns me his back, [time
And hums, as who should say, YouHl rue the
That clogs me with this answer.

Len. And that well might
Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel
Fly to the court of England, and unfold
His message ere he come; that a swift blessing
May soon return to this our suffering country
Under a hand accurs’d!

Lord. I’ll send my prayers with him!
[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—A dark Cave. In the middle, a
Caldron Boiling.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches.

1 Witch. Thrice the brinded cat hath mew’d.
2 Witch. Thrice; and once the hedge-pig

whin’d.
3 Witch. Harpier cries:—’tis time, ’tis time.

1 Witch. Round about the caldron go;

In the poison’d entrails throw.—
Toad, that under the cold Stone,

Days and nights hast thirty-one

Swelter’d venom sleeping got,

Boil thou first i’ the charmed pot!

All. Double, double toil and trouble;

Fire, burn; and, caldron, bubble.
2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake,

In the caldron boil and bake;
Eye of newt, and toe of frog.

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog,

Adder’s fork, and blmd-womi’s sting,

Lizard’s leg, and howlet’s wing,

—

For a charm of powerful trouble,

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble.

All Double, double toil and trouble,

Fire, burn; and, caldron, bubble.
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3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf,

Witches’ mtimmy, maw and gulf

,
Of the ravin’d salt-sea shark,

Root of hemlock digg’d i’ the dark,

Liver of blasphenjmg Jew,
Gall of goat, and slips of yew
Sliver’d in the moon’s echpse,

Nose of Turk, and Tartar’s hps,

Fmge'r of hirth-strangl’d babe,
Dltch-dehver’d by a drab,—
Make the gruel tluck and slab:

Add thereto a tiger's chaudron,
For the ingredients of our caldron.

All. Double, double toil and trouble;

Fire, burn; and, caldron, bubble.

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood.

Then the charm is firm and good.

Enter Hecate.

Bee. 0, well done! I commend your pains,

And every one shall share i’ the gains.

And now about the caldron sing.

Like elves and fairies in a ring,

Enchanting all that you put in.

SONG.
Black spirits and white, red spirits and gray;

Mingle, mingle, mmgle, you that mingle may.

[Exit Hecate.
2 Witch. By the pricldng of my thumbs,

Something wicked this way comes:—
Open, locks, whoever knocks!

Enter Macbeth.

Macb. How now, you secret, black, and
midnight hags!

What is’t you do!

All. A deed without a name.
Mach. I conjure you, by that which you pro-

fess,—
Howe’er you come to know it,—answer me:
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight

Against the churches; though the yesty waves
Confound and swallow navigation up; [down;

Though bladed corn he lodg’d, and trees blown
Though casdes topple on their warders’ heads;
Though palaces and pyramids do slope

Their heads to their foundations; though the
treasure

Of nature’s germins tumble altogether,

Even till destruction sicken,—answer me
To what I ask you.

1 Witch. Speak.
2 Witch. Demand.
3 Witch. We’ll answer.
1 Witch. Say, if thou’dst rather hear it from

our mouths,
Or from our Masters?
Macb. Call ’em, let me see ’em.

1 Witch. Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten
Her nine farrow; grease that’s sweaten
From the murderer’s gibhet throw
Into the flame,

AIL Come, high or low;

Thyself and office deftly show!

Thunder. An Apparition of m armed Bead
rises.

Macb. Tell me, thou unknown power,—
1 Witch, He knows thy thought:

Hear his speech, but say thou naught.

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! be-
ware Macduff; [enough.

Beware the Thane of Fife.—Dismiss me:—

^

[Descends.
Mach. Whate’er thou art, for thy good cau-

tion, thanks; [word more,

—

Thou hast harp'd my fear aright:—but one
1 Witch. He will not be commanded: here’s

another, "

More potent than the first.

Thunder. An Appantion of a bloody Child
rises.

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth!

—

Macb. Had I three ears, I’d hear thee.
App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute; laugh

to scorn
The power of man, for none of woman bora
Shall harm Macbeth. [Descends.
Macb. Then live, Macduff: what need I fear

of thee!

But yet I’il make assurance double sure,
And take a bond of fate: thou shalt not hve;
That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies,

And sleep in spite of thunder,—What is this,

Thunder. An Apparition of a Child crowned,
with a tree m his hand, rises.

That rises hke the issue of a king,

And wears upon his baby brow the round
And top of sovereignty?

All. Listen, but speak not to’t.

App. Be lion-mettled, proud; and take no
care

Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are:
Macbeth shall never vanquish’d be, until

Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill

Shall come against him. [Descends.
Macb. That will never be;

Who can impress the forest; bid the tree
Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bode-

mentsl good!
Rebellion's head, rise never, till the wood
Of Birnam rise, and our high-plac’d Macbeth
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath
To time and mortal custom.--Yet my heart
Throbs to know one thing, tell me,— if your art
Can tell so much,—shall Banquo’s issue ever
Reign in this kingdom?
Ml. Seek to know no more.
Macb. I will be satisfied: deny me this,

And an eternal curse fall on you! Let me
know:— [this?

Why sinks that caldron? and what noise is

1 Witch. Show!
[l/oujfdaps.

2 Witch. Show!
3 Witch. Show!
AIL Show his eyes and grieve his heart;

Come like shadows, so depart!

Eight Kings appear, and pass over in order,
the last with a glass in hts hand; Banquo
following.

Macb. Thou art too hke the spirit of Ban-
quo; ‘down! (half,

Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls;—and thy
Thou other gold-bound brow, is Hke the first:—
A third is like the former,—Filthy hags!
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Why do you show me this?—A fourth?—Start,

eyes!

Whati will the Hue stretch out to the crack of

doom?
Another yet?—A seventh?—PH see no more:

—

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass

Which shows me many more; and some I see

That twofold balls and treble sceptres carry:

Hornble sight!—Now, I see, ’tis true;

For the blood-bolter’d Banquo smiles upon me,
And points at them for his.—What! is this so?

1 Witch, Ay, sir, aU this is so:—but why
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly?—

• Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites.

And show the best of our dehghts;

Pll charm the air to give a sound,

While you perform your antic round;

That this great king may kindly say,

Our duties did his welcome pay.

jjkfwsic. The Witches dance, and then vanish,

Macb. Where are they? Gone?—Let this

pernicious hour
Stand aye accursed in the calendar!

—

Come in, without there.

Enter Lennox.

Len. What’s your grace’s will?

Macb, Saw you the weird sisters?

Len. No, my lord.

Macb, Came they not by you?
Len. No, indeed, my lord.

Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride;

And damn’d all those that trust them!—I did

hear
The galloping of horse: who was’t came by?

Len. ’Tis two or three, my lord, that bring
you word

Macdhff IS fled to England.
Macb. Fled to England!
Len. Ay, my good lord. (ploits:

Mach, Time, thou anticipat’st my dread ex-

The fiightly purpose never is o’ertook

Unless the deed go with it: from this moment
The very firstlings of my heart .shall he
The firstlings of my hand. And even now,
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought

and done:
The castle of Macduff I will surprise;

Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o’ the sword
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls

That trace him in his line. No boasting like

a fool;

This deed Pll do before this purpose cool:

But no more sights!—Where are these gentle-

men?
Come, bang me where they axe, [Exeunf.

Scene II—Fipe. A Room in Macpcff’s
Castle.

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Ross.

ladit Macd, What had he done, to make
him fly the land?

Rms. You must have pafleace^madam.
L, Macd. He had none:

His flight was madness; when our actions do
not,

Our fears do make us braltors*

Ross. You know not
Whether it was his wisdom or his fear.

L. Macd. Wisdom! to leave his wife, to

leave his babes,
His mansion, and his titles, in a place
From whence himself does fly? lie loves us not:
He wants the natural touch; for fhe poor wren,
The most diminutive of birds, will fight,

Her young ones in her nest, against the owl.
All IS the fear, and nothing is the love;

As little is the wisdom, where the flight

So runs against all reason.
Ross. My dearest coz,

I pray you, school yourself: but, for your
husband,

He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows
The fits o’ the season. I dare not speak much

further:

But cruel are the times, when we are traitors,

And -do not know ourselves; when we hold
rumour

From what we fear, yet know not what we fear.

But float upon a wild and violent sea
Each way and move.—I take my leave of you*
Shall not be long but Pll be here again:

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb
upward

To what they were before.—My pretty cousin,

Blessing upon you! [less.

L. Mach. Father’d he is, and yet he’s father-

Ross. I am so much a fool, should I stay

longer,

It would be my disgrace and your discomfort:
I take my leave at once. [Exit.

L. Macd. Sirrah, your father’s dead;
And what will you do now? How will you live?

Son. As birds do, mother.
L. Mach. What, witn worms and flies

Son. With what I get, I mean; and so do
they. [net nor lime,

L. Macd. Poor bird! thou’dst never fear the
The pit-fall nor the gm.

Son. Why should I, mother? Poor birds

they are not set for.

My father is not dead, for all your saying.

L. Macd. Yes, he is dead: how wilt thou do
for a father?

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband?
L, Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any

market.
Son. Then you’ll buy ’em to sell again.

L. Macd. Thou speak’st with all thy wit;

and yet, i’ faith,

With wit enough for thee.

Son. Was my father a traitor, moth'i?
L. Macd. Ay, that he was.
iSon. What is a traitor?

t. Macd. Why, one that swears and Hes.

Son. And be all traitors that do so?
t. Macd. Every one that does so is a traitor,

and must be hanged. [and lie?

Son. And must they all be hanged tlwt swear
L. Macd. Every one.

Son. Who must hang them?
L. Macd. Why, the honest men.
Son. Then the Ears and swearers are fools:

for there are liars and swearers enow to beat

the honest men, and hang up them,
L. Macd. Now, God help thee, poor mon-

keyl But how wilt thou do for a father?
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Son. If he were dead, you’d weep for him
if you would not, it were a good sign that I

should quickly have a new father.

L. Macd. Poor prattler! how thou talk’st.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Bless^^ you, fair dame! I am not to

you known,
Though in your state of honour I am perfect.

I doubt some danger does approach you nearly

If you Will take a homely man’s advice,

Be not found here; hence, with your httle ones.

To fright you thus, methmks, I am too savage
To do worse to you were fell cruelty, [you

Which IS too nigh your person. Heaven preserve

I dare abide no longer. \Exit

L. Macd. Whither should I fly?

I have done no harm. But I remember now
I am in this earthly world, where to do harm
Is often laudable; to do good, sometime
Accounted dangerous folly, why then, alas.

Do I put up that womanly defence, [faces?

To say I have done no harm?—What are these

Enter Murderers.

1 Mm. Where is your husband'?’

L. Macd. I hope, m no place so unsanctified

Where such as thou mayst find him.

1 Mur. He’s a traitor.

Son. Thou best, thou shag-hair’d villain.

1 Mur What, you egg? [Stabbing him.
Young fry of treachery!

Son. He has kill’d me, mother:
Run away, I pray you! [D/es.

[£Aif Lady Madcuff, crying Murder,
and pursued by the Murderers.

Scene IIL—England. Before the King’s
Palace.

Enter Malcolm and Macduff.

Mel. Let us seek out some desolate shade,
and there

Weep our sad bosoms empty.
Macd. Let us rather

Hold fast the mortal sword, and, like good men,
Bestride our down-fall’n birthdom: each new

morn [sorrows

New widows howl; new orphans cry; new
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out

Like syllable of dolour.

Mai. What I believe, I’ll wail;

What know, believe; and what I can redress.

As I shall find the time to friend, I will.

What you have spoke, it may be so perchance.
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our

tongues, [v<ell;

Was once thought honest: you have lov’d lum
He hath not touch’d you yet. I am young;

but something [dom
You may deserve of him through me; and wis-
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb
To appease an angry god.

Macd, I am not treacherous.

Mai. But Macbeth is.

A good and virtuous nature may recoil

In an imperial charge. But T shall crave your
pardon; [pose;

That which you are, my thoughts cannot trans-

Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell:
Though all things foul would wear the brows*

of grace,

Yet grace must stiU look so.

Macd. I have lost my hopes.
Mai. Perchance even there where I did find

my doubts.

Why in that rawness left you wife and child,—
Those precious motives, those strong knots of

love,—
Without leave-taking?—! pray you,
Let not my jealousies be your dishonours,
But mine own safeties:—you may be rightly

just,

Whatever I shall think.

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country!
Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure,

For goodness dare not check thee! wear thou
thy wrongs.

Thy title is afteer’d.—Fare thee well, lord:

I would not be the villain that thou think’st

For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp
And the rich East to boot.

Mai Be not offended:
I speak not as m absolute fear of you.
I think our country sinks beneath the yoke;
It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gash
Is added to her wounds. I think, withal,

There would be hands uplifted m my right;

And heie, from gracious England, have I offer

Of goodly thousands: but, for all this,

When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head,
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country
Shall have more vices than it had before;

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever.
By him that shall succeed.

Macd. What should he be?

Mai. It is myself I mean: m whom I know
All the particulars of vice so grafted

That, when they shall be open’d, black Macbeth
Will seem as pure as snow; and the poor state

Esteem him as a lamb, being compar’d
With my confineless harms.

Macd. Not in the legions
Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn’d
In evils to top Macbeth.
Mai. I grant him bloody,

Luxunous, avaricious, false, deceitful,

Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin

That has a name: but there’s no bottom, none,
In my voluptuousness: your wives, your daugh-

ters, [up
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill

The cistern of my lust; and my desire
All continent impediments would o’erbear,
That did oppose my will: better Macbeth
Than such a one to reign.

Macd. Boundless mtamperance
In nature is a tyranny; it hath been
The untimely emptying of the happy throne,
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet
To take upon you what is yours; you may
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty,

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hood-
wink. [be

We have willing dames enough; there cannot
That vulture in you, to devour so many
As will to greatness dedicate themselves,
Finding it so inclin’d.
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Mai. With this there grows,

In my most ill-compos’d affection, such

A stanchless avance, that, were I king,

I should cut off the nobles for their lands;

Desire his jewels, and this other’s house:

And my more-having would be as a sauce

To make me hunger more; that I should forge

Quarrels uniust against the good and loyal,

Destroying them for wealth.

Macd. This avarice

Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious root

Than summer-seeming lust; and it hath been

The sword of our slam kings, yet do not fear;

Scotland hath foysons to fill up your will,

Of your mere ov^n* all these are portable,

With other graces weigh’d.

Mol. But I have none: the king-becoming
graces,

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness,

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness.

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,

I have no relish of them; but abound
In the division of each several cnme, [should

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I

Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell.

Uproar the universal peace, confound
All unity on earth.

Macd. 0 Scotland! Scotland!

Mai. If such a one be fit to govern, speak:

I am as I have spoken-
Macd. Fit to govern!

No, not to live!—0 nation miserable.

With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepterM,
When Shalt thou see thy wholesome days again,

Since that the truest issue of thy throne

By his own interdiction stands accurs’d,

And does blaspheme his breed?—Thy royal

father [thee,

Was a most sainted king; the queen that bore

Oftener upon her knees than on her feet,

Died every day she lived. Fare-thee-welll

These evils thou repeat’st upon thyself

Have banish’d me from Scotland.—0 my
breast.

Thy hope ends here!
Mai. Macduff, this noble passion,

Child of intregity, hath from ray soul

Wip’d the black scruples, reconcil’d my
thoughts

To thy good truth and honour. Devihsh
Macbeth

By many of these trains hath sought to win me
Into his power; and modest wisdom plucks me
From over-credulous haste: but God above
Deal between thee and me! for even now
I put myself to thy direction, and
Unspeak mine own detraction; here abjure
The taints and blames I laid upon myself.
For strangers to ray nature. I am yet
Unknown to woman; never was forsworn.
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own;
At no time broke my faith; would not betray
The devil to his fellow; and delight [ing

No less in truth than life: my first false speak-
Was this upon myself:—what I am truly,

Is thine, and my poor country’s, to command:
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach,
Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men,
Already at a point, was setting forth:

Now we’II together; and the chance of goodness

Be hke our warranted quarrel! Why are you
silent? [at once

Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things
’Tis hard to reconcile.

Enter a Doctor.

Mai. Well; more anon.—Comes the king
forth, I pray you? [souls

Doct. Ay; sir: there are a crew of wretched
That stay his cure: their malady convinces
The great assay of art, but, at his touch,
Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand.
They presently amend.
Mai. I thank you, doctor, {Exit Doctor.
Macd. What's the disease he means?
Mai. ’Tis called the evil:

A most miraculous work in this good king;
Which often, since my here-remain in England,
I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven.
Himself best knows: but strangely-visited

people,

All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye,
The mere despair of surgery, he cures;
Hanging a golden stamp about their necks.
Put on With holy prayers: and ’tis spoken,
To the succeeding royalty he leaves
The healing benediction. With this strange

virtue,

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy;
And sundry blessings hang about his throne,
That speak him full of grace.
Macd See, who comes here?
Mai. My countryman; but yet I know him

not.

Enter Ross.
Macd. My ever- gentle cousin, welcome

hither.

Mai. I know him now. Good God, betimes
remove

The means that makes us strangers!

Ross. Sir, amen.
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did?
Ross. Alas, poor country,

—

Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot
Be call’d our mother, but our grave: where

nothing,

But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile;
Where sighs, and groans, and shneks, that rent

the air, [seems
Are made, not mark’d; where violent sorrcw
A modern ecstacy; the dead man’s knell
Is there scarce ask’d for who; and good men’s

lives

Expire before the flowers in their caps.

Dying or ere they sicken.

Macd. 0, relation

Too nice, and yet too true!

Mai. What’s the newest grief?

Ross. That of an hour’s age doth hiss the

speaker;

Each minute teens a new one.

Macd. How does my wife?

Ross. Why, well.

Macd. And all my children?

Ross. Well too.

Macd. The tyrant has not batter’d at their

pence?
Ross, No; they were well at peace when

I did leave ’em.
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Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech: how
goes’t? [tidings,

Ross. When I came hither to transport the

Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour
Of many worthy fellows that were out;

Which was to my behef witness’d the rather.

For that I saw the tyrant’s power a-foot:

Now IS the time of help; your eye m Scotland

Would create soldiers, make our women fight,

Ta doff their dire distresses.

MaL Be’t their comfort

We are coming thither: gracious England hath
Lent us good Siward and ten thousand men;
An older and a better soldier none
That Chnstendom gives out.

Ross. Would I could answer
This comfort with the like! But I have words
That would be howl’d out in the desert air.

Where heanng should not latch them.
Macd. What concern they?

The general cause? or is it a fee-grief

Due to some single breast?

Ross. No mind that’s honest

But in it shares some woe; though the main part

Pertains to you alone.

Macd. If it be mine,
Keep It not from me; quickly let me have it.

Ross. Let not your ears despise my tongue
for ever, [sound

Which shall possess them with the heaviest

That ever yet they heard.

Macd. Hum! I guess at it.

Ross. Your castle is surpns’d; your wife and
babes

Savagely slaughter’d: to relate the manner.
Were, on the quarry of these murder’d deer.

To add the death of you.

Mai. Merciful heaven!

—

What, man! ne’er pull your hat upon your
brows: [speak

Give sorrow words: the gnef that does not
Whispers the o’er-fraught heart, and bids it

break.

Macd. My children too?

Ross. Wife, children, servants, all

That could be found.

Macd. And I must be from thence!

My wife kiU’d too?

Ross. I have said.

MaL Be comforted:
Let’s make us medicines of our great revenge,
To cure this deadly gnef.

Macd. He has no children.—All my pretty

[ones?

Did you say all?—0 hell-kite!—All?

What, all my pretty chickens and their dam
At one fell swoop?
MaL Dispute it hke a man.
Macd. I shall do so;

But 1 must also feel it as a man:
I cannot but remember such things were,
That were most precious to me.—Did heaven

look on,

And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff,
They were all struck for thee! naught that I am,
Notjfor their own demerits, but for name,
Fell slaughter on their souls: heaven rest them

now! [let grief
Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword;

Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it

Macd. 0, 1 could play the woman with mine
oye, [heavens,

And braggart with mys tongue!—But, gentle
Cut short all intermission; front to front
Bnng thou this fiend of Scotland and myself;
Within my sword’s length set him; if he ’scape,
Heaven forgive him too!

Mai. This tune goes manly.
Come, go we to the king; our power is ready;
Our lack is nothing but our leave: Macbeth
Is ripe for shakmg, and the powers above
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer

you may;
The night is long that never finds the day.

[Exeunt

ACT V.

Scene I.—Dunsinane. A Room in the
Castle.

Enter a Doctor of Physic and a Waiting-
Gentlewoman.

Doct. I have two nights watched with you,
but can perceive no truth in your report.
When was it she last walked?

Gent. Since his majesty went into the field,

I have seen her rise from her bed, throw her
nightgown upon her, unlock her closet, take
forth paper, fold it, write upon it, read it, after-

wards seal it, and again return to bed; yet all

this while m a most fast sleep.

Doct. A great perturbation in nature,—to
receive at once the benefit of sleep, and do the
effects of watching!—In this slumbery agita-

tion, besides her walking and other actual per-
formances, what, at any time, have you heard
her say?
Gent That, sir, which I will not report after

’

her.

Doct. You may to me; and ’tis most meet
you should.

Gent. Neither to you nor any one; having
no witness to confirm my speech. Lo you,
here she comes!

Enter Lady Macbeth, with a taper.

This is her very guise; and, upon my life, fast

asleep. Observe her; stand close.

Doct. How came she by that hght?
Gent Why, it stood by her: she has light

*

by her continually; ’tis her command,
Doct. You see, her eyes are open.
Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut.

Doct What IS it she does now? Look, how
she rubs her hands.

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, to

seem thus washing her hands: I have known
her continue in this a quarter of an hour.
Lady M. Yet here’s a spot.

Doct Hark! she speaks: I will set down
what comes from her, to satisfy my remem-
brance the more strongly.

Lady M. Out, damned spotl out, I sa^—
One; two: why, then ’tis time to do’t:—Hell
is murky!—Fie, my lord, fie! a soldier, and
afeard? What need we fear who knows it,

when none can call our power to account?—
Yet who would have thought the old man to

have had so much Mood in him? •
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JOocL Do you mark that?

Lady M, The Thane of Tife had a wife;

where is she now?—What, wiU these hands
ne’er be clean?—No more 0’ that, my lord, no

more 0’ that: you mar all with this starting.

Doct. Go to, go to; you have known what
you should not.

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I

am sure of that: heaven knows what she has

known.
Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still:

all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this

little hand. Oh, oh, oh!

J)ocL What a sigh is there! The heart is

sorely charged.

Gent. I would not have such a heart in my
bosom for the digmty of the whole body.

Doct. Well, well, well,—
Gent. Pray God it be, sir.

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice:

yet I have known those which have walked m
their sleep who have died hohly in their beds.

I^dy M. Wash your hands, put on your
nightgown; look not so pale:—I tell you yet

again, Banquo’s buried; he cannot come out

on’s grave.

Doct. Even so?

Lady M, To bed, to bed; there’s knocking

at the gate: come, come, come, come, give me
your hand: what's done cannot be undone: to

bed, to bed, to bed. [Exit.

Doct. Will she go now to bed?
Gent. Directly.

Doct. Foul whisperings are abroad: unnat-
ural deeds

Do breed unnatural troubles: infected minds
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets.

More needs she the divine than the physi-

cian.

—

God, God forgive us alii—Look after her;

Remove from her the means of all annoyance,
And still keep eyes upon her: —so, good-night:

My mind she has mated, and amaz’d my sight:

I think, but dare not speak,

GenU Good-night, good doctor.

(Ejceunf.

Scene II.—T/ie Country near Dunsinane.

Enter, ufiih drum and colours, MknteH'H,
CAmiNKbs, Angus, Lennox, ancf Soldiers.

Ment. The English power is near, led on
by Malcolm,

His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff.
Revenges burn m them; for their dear causes
Would to the bleeding and the gnm alarm
Exate the mortified man.

Any. Near Birnam wood
Shall we well meet them; that way are they

coming*
Ccith. Who knows if Donalbain be with his

brother?
ten. For certain, sir, he is not: I have a file

Of all the gentry: there is Siward’s son,

And many uarougli youths, that even now
Protest their first of manhood*
Menf. What does the tyrant?

. Caith, Great Duntinane he strongly fortifies:

Some say he’s mtdi othf**!, that lesser hate

Mm,

Do call it valiant fury: but, for certain.

He cannot buckle his distemper’d course
Within the belt of rule.

Any, Now does he feel
His secret murders sticking on his hands;
Now minutely revolts upbraid Ms faith-breach;
Those he commands move only in command.
Nothing in love: now does he feel his title

Hang loose about him, like a giant’s robe
Upon a dwarfish tMef,
Ment. Who, then, shall blame

His pester’d senses to recoil and start,

When all that is witMn him does condemn
Itself for being there?

Caith. Well, march we on,
To give obedience where ’tis truly ow’d:
Meet we the medicine of the sickly weal;
And with Mm pour we, in our country’s purge.
Each drop of us.

Len. Or so much as it needs,
To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the

weeds.
Make we our march towards Birnam.

[Exeunt, marching.

Scene III.—Dunsinane. A Room in the
Castle.

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants.

Macb. Bring me no more reports; let them
fly all:

Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane
I cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy

Malcolm? [know
Was he not born of woman? The spirits that
AU mortal consequences have pronounc’d me

thus,— [woman
Fear not, Macbeth; no man thaFs born of
Shall e’er have power upon thee.—Then fly,

false thanes,
And mingle with the English epicures:

The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear.
Shall never sag with doubt nor shake with fear.

Enter a Servant.

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac’d
loon!

Where gott’st thou that goose look?

Serv. There is ten thousand—
Macb. Geese, wllain?

$crv. Soldiers, sir.

Macb. Go, prickthyface, and over-red thyfear,
Thou lily-Iiver’d boy. What soldiers, patch?
Death of thy soul! those linen cheeks of thine

Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-
face?

Serv. The English force, so please you.

Macb. Take thy face hence. [Exit Servant
SeytonI—I am sick at heart,

When I behold—Seyton, I say!—TMs push
Will chair me ever, or disseat me now.
I have liv’d long enough: my way of life

Is fall’n into the sear, the yellow leaf;

And that which should accompany old age,

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,

X must not look to have; but, in their stead,

Curses not loud, but deep, mouth-honour,
breath, [dare not.

Which the poor heart would fain deny, and
Seytonf—
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Enter Seyton.

Sey. What is your gracious pleasure?

Macb. What news more?
Sey. All is confirm’d, my lord, which was

reported. [be hack’d.

Macb. I’ll fight till ^^om my bones my flesh

Give me my armour.
Sey. ’Tis not needed yet.

Macb. I’ll put it on.

Send out more horses, skirr the country round;
Hang those that talk of fear.—Give me mine

armour.—
How does your patient, doctor?

Doct. Not so sick, my lord,

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies;

That keep her from her rest.

ikTccb. Cure her of that:

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas’d;

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow;
Raze out the written troubles of the brain;

And with some sweet oblivious antidote

Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff

Which weighs upon the heart?

Doct. Therein the patient

Must minister to himself. [of it.

—

Macb. Throw physic to the dogs,—I’ll none
Come, put mine armour on; give me my

staff,—

Seyton, send out.—Doctor, the thanes fly from
me.- [cast

Come, sir, despatch.—If thou couldst, doctor.

The water of my land, find her disease,

And purge it to a sound and pristine health,

I would applaud thee to the very echo,

That should applaud again,—Pull’t off, I say.

—

What rhubarb, senna, or what purgafive drug,
Would scour these Enghsh hence? Hear’st

thou of them'* [tion

Doct. Ay, my good lord; your royal prepara-
Make us hear something.
Macb. Bring it after me.

—

I will not be afraid of death and bane,
Tin Birnam forest come to Dunsmane.

[Exeunt all except Doctor.
Doct. Were I from Dunsinane away and

clear,

Profit again should hardly draw me here.

[Exit.

Scene IV.—Country near Dunsmane: a
Wood tn view.

Enter, with drum and colours, Malcolm, old
Siw’ARD and his Son, Macduff, Menteith,
Caithness, A.ngus, Lennox, Ross, and
Soldiers, marching.

Mai. Cousins, I hope the days are near at
hand

That chambers will be safe.

Ment. We doubt it nothing.
Siw. What wood is this before us?
Ment. The wood of Birnam.
Mai. Let every soldier hew him down a

bough, [shadow
And bear’t before him; thereby shall we
The numbers of out host, and make discovery
Err in report of us.

Sold. It shall be done. [tyrant
Siw. We learn no other but the confident

.

Keeps still in Dunsmane, and will endure
Our setting down before’t.

Mai. ’Tis his main hope;
For where there is advantage to be given.

Both more and less have given him the revolt;

And none serve with him but constrained
things,

Whose hearts are absent too.

Macd. Let our just censures
Attend the true event, and put we on
Industrious soldiership.

Siw. The time approaches,
That will with due decision make us know
What we shall say we have, and what we owe.
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate;

But certain issue strokes must arbitrate:

Towards which advance the war,
[Exeunt, marching.

Scene V.—Dunsinane. Within the Castle.

Enter, with drum and colours, Macbeth,
Seyton, and Soldiers.

Macb. Hang out our banners on the out-
ward walls;

The cry is still, They come: our castle’s strength
Will laugh a siege to scorn: here let them he
Till famine and the ague eat them up*
Were they not forc’d with those that should be

ours, [beard,
We might have met them darefiil, beard to
And beat them backward home.

[A cry of women within.
What is that noise?

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord.

[Exit.

Macb. I have almost forgot the taste of fears:

The time has been, my senses would have
cool’d

To hear a night-shriek; and my fell of hair
Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir

As life were in’t: I have supp’d full with
horrors;

Direness, familiar to my slaught’rous thoughts,
Cannot once start me.

Re-enter Seyton.

Wherefore was that cry?
Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead.
Macb. She should have died hereafter;

There would have been a time for such a
word,

—

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day
To the last syllable of recorded time;
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle t

Life’s but a walking shadow; a poor player,

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,

And then is heard no more: it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.

Enter a Messenger.

Thou com’st to use thy tongue; thy story
quickly.

Afm. Gracious my lord,

I should report that which I say I saw.
But know not how to do it.

Macb. Well, say, sir.
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Mess. As I did stand my watch upon the hiH^

I look’d toward Birnam, and anon, methought,

The wood began to move.
Mach. and slave!

[Sfnftmg him.

Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if’t be not

so.

Within this three mile may you see it coming;

I say, a moving grove.

Mach. H thou speak’st false,

trpon the next tree shalt thou hang alive.

Till famine chng thee: if thy speech be sooth,

I care not if thou dost for me as much.

—

I pull in resolution; and begin

To doubt the equivocation of the fiend

That lies like truth: Fear not, till Birnam wood
Do come to Dunsmane;—md now a wood
Comes toward Dunsinane.—Arm, arm, and

out!

—

If this which he avouches does appear,

There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here.

Fgin to be a-weary of the sun, [done.

—

And wish the estate o’ the world were now un-
iting the alarum-bell!—Blow, windl come,

wrack!
At least we’ll die with harness on our back.

[Exeunt.

Scene VI.—The same. A Plain before the
Castle.

Enter, with drum and colours, Malcolm, old

SiWARD, Macdxjff, &c., and their Army,
with boughs.

Mai. Now near enough; your leafy screens
throw down,

And show like those you are.—You, worthy
uncle,

Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son,

Lead our first battle: worthy Macdufi and we
Shall take upon’s what else remains to do,

According to our order.

Siw. Fare you well,

—

Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night.

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight.

Macd, Make all our frumpets speak; give

them all breath,

Those clamorous harbingers of blood And death.
[Exeunt.

Scene VIL—The same. Another part of the

Plain.

Alarums. Enter Macbeth.

Mach. They have tied me to a stake; I can-

not fly, IWhat’s he
But, bear-like, I must fight the course.

—

That was not born of woman? Such a one
Am I to fear, or none.

Enter young Siwarh.

To. Siw. What is thy name?
Mach. Thou’it be afraid to hear it.

fo. Siw. No; though thou calFst thyself a
hotter name

Than any is m hell.

Mach, My name’s Macbeth.
Yo. Siw, The devil Mmself could not pro-

nounce a title

More hateful to mine ear.

Mach. No, nor more fearful.

Yo. Siw. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant; with
my sword

I’ll prove the he thou speak’st.

[They fight, and young Siwaud is slain.

Mach. Thou wast bom of woman.

—

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn,
Brandish’d by man that’s of a woman bom.

[Exit

Alarums. Enter Macduff,

Macd. That way the noise is.—Tyrant,
show thy face!

If thou be’st slain, and with no stroke of mine,
My vdfe and children’s ghosts will haunt me

shll.

I cannot stnke at wretched kerns, whose arms
Are hir’d to bear their staves; either thou,

Macbeth,
Or else my sword, with an unbatter’d edge,
I sheathe againundeeded. Therethoushouldst

be;
By this great clatter, one of greatest note
Seems bruited. Let me find Mm, fortune!
And more I beg not. [Exit Alarums.

Enter Malcolm and old SrwARD.

Siw. This way, my lord;—the castle’s gently
render’d:

The tyrant’s people on both sides do fight;

The noble thanes do bravely in the war;
The day almost itself professes yours.
And litfle is to do.

Mai. We have met with foes
That strike beside us.

Siw. Enter, sir, the castle.

[Exeunt. Alarums.

Scene VIII.—The same. Another part of the
Plain.

Enter Macbeth.

Mach. Why, should I play the Roman fool,

and die [gashes
On mine own sword? whiles I see lives, the
Do better upon them.

Enter Macduff.

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn
Mach. Of all men else I have avoided thee.

But get thee back; my soul is too much charg’d
With blood of thine already.

Macd. I have no words,—
My voice is in my sword: thou bloodier villain

Than terras can give thee out!
f
Theyfight

Mach, Thou losest labour:
As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air

With thy keen sword impress, as make mo
bleed:

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests;

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield

To one of woman bom.
Macd. Despmr thy charm;

And let the angel whom thou shll hast serv’d
Tell thee, Macdufi was from Ms mother’s womb
Untimely ripp’d. [so,

Mach. Accursed be that tongue that tells me
For it hath cow’d my better part of man!
And be these juggling fiends no more behev’d,
That palter witli us in a double sense;
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That keep the word of promise to our ear.

And break it to our hope!—I’ll not fight with
thee.

Macd. Then yield thee, coward,
And live to be the show and gaze o’ the time;

We’ll have thee, as our rarer monsters are,

Painted upon a pole, and underwnt,
Here may you see the tyrant.

Macb. I will not yield,

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s
feet,

And to be baited with the rabble’s curse.

Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane,
And thou oppos’d, being of no woman bora,
Yet I will try the last. Before my body
I throw my warlike shield: lay on, Macduff;
And damn’d be him that first cries, Hold,

enough! {Exeunt, fighting.

Retreat. Flourish. Enter, with drum and
colours, Malcolm, old Siward, Ross,
Lennox, Angus, Caithness, Menteith
and Soldiers.

Mai. I would the friends we miss were safe

arriv’d. [see,

Siw. Some must go off; and yet, by these I

So great a day as this is cheaply bought.
Mat. Macduff is missing, and your noble son,

Ross. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier’s

debt*

He only liv’d but till he was a man;
The which no sooner had his prowess confirm’d
In the unshrinking station where he fought,

But like a man he died.

Siw. Then he is dead?
Ross. Ay, and brought off the field: your

cause of sorrow
Must not be measur’d by his worth, for then
It hath no end.

Siw. Had he his hurts before?

J?oss. Ay, on the front.

Sue. Why, then, God’s soldier be he!
Had I as many sons as I have hairs,

I would not wish them to a fairer death:
And, so his knell is knoll’ d.

Mai. He’s worth more sorrow.
And that FU. spend for him.

Siw. He’s worth no more:
They say he parted well, and paid his score:
And so, God be with him1—Here comes newer

comfort.

Re-enter Macduff, with Macbeth’s head.

Macd. Hail, kingl for so -thou art: behold,
where stands

The usurper’s cursed head: the time is free:

I see thee compass’d with thy kingdom’s pearl
That speak my salutation m their minds;
Whose voices I desire aloud with mine,

—

Hail, King of Scotland!
All. Hail, King of Scotland!

• [Flourish.

Mai. We shall not spend a large expense of
time

Before we reckon with your several loves,
And make us even with you. My thanes and

kinsmen.
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland
In such an honour nam’d. What’s more to do,
Which would be planted newly with the time,

—

As calhng home our exil’d friends abroad.
That fled the snares of watchful tyranny;
Producing forth the cruel immsters
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-bke queen.
Who, as ’tis thought, by self and violent hands
Took off her life;—this, and what needful else
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace,
We will perform in measure, time, and place:
So, thanks to all at once, and to each one,
Whom we invite to see us crown’d at Scone.

[Flourish. Exeunt.
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ACT I.

Scene I.—Elsinore. A Platform before the
Castle.

Francisco at his post. Enter to him
Bernardo.

Ber. Who's there?
Fran* Nay, answer me: stand, and tinfold

yourself.
Bet. Long live the kingl
Fran. Bernardo?
Ber. He.
Fran* You come most carefully upon your

hour.
Ber* *tismw stracfc twelve; get thee to bed,

J
Francisco-

Fran. For this relief much thanks: ’tis bitter

cold,

And I am sick at heart.
Ber. Have you had quiet guard?
Fran. Not a mouse stirring.

Ber. Well, good-night.
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus,
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste.

Fran. I think I hear them.—Stand, hoi
Who is there?

Enter Horatio and Marcellus.

JSbr* Friends to this ground.
Mar, And Hegemea to the Dane.
Fran, Give you good-night.
Mar. O, farewell, honest soldier;

Who hath reliev’d you?
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Fran. Bernardo has my place.

Give you good-night. [Exit

Mar. Hoilal Bernardo!
Ber. Say,

What, is Horatio there?

Hor. A piece of him.
Ber. Welcome, Horatio:—welcome, good

Marcellus. [night?

Mar. What, has this thing appear’d again to-

Ber. I have seen nothing.

Mar. Horatio says ’tis but our fantasy,

And will not let belief take hold of him
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us:

Therefore I have entreated him along

With us to watch the minutes of this night;

That, if again this apparition come
He may approve our eyes and speak to it.

Hor. Tush, tush, ’twill not appear.

Ber. Sit down awhile.

And let us once again assail your ears.

That are so fortified against our story,

What we two nights have seen.

Hor. Well, sit we down.
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this,

Ber, Last night of all,

When yon same star that’s westward from the

pole

Had made his course to illume that part of

heaven
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself,

The bell then beafeng one,— [comes again!

Mar. Peace, break thee off; look where it

Enter Ghost, armed.

Ber. In the same figure, like the kmg that’s

dead. [Horatio.

Mar. Thou art a scholar; speak to it,

Ber. Looks it not like the king? mark it,

Horatio. [and wonder.
Hor. Most like:—it harrows me with fear

Ber. It would be spoke to.

Mar, Question it, Horatio.
Hor, What art thou, that usurp’ st this time

of night.

Together with that fair and warhke form
In which the majesty of buried Denmark
Did sometimes march? by heaven I charge

thee, speak'

ikfar. It is offended.

Ber. See, it stalks away!
Hor. Stay! speak, speak! I charge thee,

speak! [Bjwf Ghost.
Mar. *Tis gone, and "will not answer, [pale:

Ber. How now, Horatio! you tremble and look
Is not this something more than fantasy?
What think you on’t?

Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe
Without the sensible and true avouch
Of mme own eyes.

Mar. Is it not like the king?
Hor. As thou art to thyself:

Such was the very armour he had on
When he the ambitious Norway combated;
So frown’d he once when, in an angry parle.

He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice.

’Tis strange, [hour,
Mar. Thus twice before, and just at this dead

With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch.
Hor. In what particular thought to work I

know not;

But, in the gross and scope of my opinion,

This bodes some strange eruption to our state.

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he
that knows,

Why this same stnet and most observant watch
So niihtly toils the subject of the land;

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon,
And foreign mart for implements of war; [task
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore
Does not divide the Sunday from the week;
What might be toward, that this sweaty haste
Doth make the night jomt-iabourer with the

day:
Who is’t that can inform me?
Hor. That can I;

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last kmg,
Whose image even but now appear’d to us,

Was, as you know, by Fortmbras of Norway,
Thereto piick’d on by a most emulate pride^
Dar’d to the combat; in which our valiant

Hamlet,— [him,

—

For so this side of our known world esteem’d
Did slay this Fortmbras; who, by a seal’d

compact,
Well ratified by law and heraldry,

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands,

Which he stood seiz’d of, to the conqueror:
Against the which, a moiety competent
Was gagged by our king, which had return’d

To the inheritance of Fortmbras, [cov’nant,

Had he been vanquisher, as by the same
And carnage of the article design’d, [bras,

His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortin-

Of unimproved mettle hot and full,

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there.

Shark’d up a list of landless resolutes,

For food and diet, to some enterprise

That hath a stomach in’t: which is no other,

—

As it doth well appear unto our state,

—

But to recover ot us by strong hand,
And terms corapulsative, those foresaid lands
So by his father lost: and this, I take it,

Is the main motive of our preparations,

The source of this our watch, and the chief head
Of this post-haste and romage in the land.

Ber. I think it be no other, but e’en so:

Well may it sort, this portentous figure

Comes armed through our watch; so like the
kmg

That was and is the question of these wars.
Hor. A mote it is to trouble the mind’s eye.

In the most high and palmy state of Rome,
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, [dead
The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets:

As, stars with trams of fire and dews of blood,
Disasters m the sun; and the moist star,

Upon whose influence Neptune’s empire stands
Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse:

And even the like precurse of fierce events,—
As harbingers preceding still the fates,

And prologue to the omen coming on,—
Have heaven and earth together demonstrated
Unto our climature and countrymen.—
But, soft, behold! lo, where it comes againl

JRe^nfer Ghost.

I’ll cross it, though it blast me.--Stay, illusion!

If thou hast any sound or use of voice,
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Speak to me:
If there he any good thing to he done,

That may to thee do ease, and grace to me,
Speak to me:
If thou art privy to thy country’s fate,

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid,

0, speak!

Or if thou hast uphoarded in thy life

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth,

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk
in death, [Coc^: crows.

Speak of it;—stay, and speak!—Stop it, Mar-
cellus.

Max. Shall I strike at it with my partisan?

Eor. Do, if it will not stand.

Bet. ’Tis here I

Hot. ’Tis here!

Mar. *Tis gone! [Fxit Ghost.

We do it wrong, being so raajestical.

To offer it the show of violence;

For it is, as the air, invulnerable,

And our vain blows malicious mockery, [crew.

Ber. It was about to speak when the cock
Hor. And then it started like a guilty thing

Upon a fearful summons. I have heard,

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn,
Doth with his lofty and shnll-soundmg throat

Awake the god of day; and at his warning,
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or aii^

The extravagant and erring spirit hies

To his confine: and of the truth herein
This present object made probation.
Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock.

Some say that ever ’gainst that season comes
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated,

The bird of dawning smgeth all night long;

^nd then, they say, no spirit can ivalk abroad;
The nights are wholesome; then no planets

strike,

Uo fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm;
So hallow’d and so gracious is the time. [it.

Hor, So have I heard, and do in part believe

But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad,

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill:

Break we our watch up: and, by my advice.

Let us impart what we have seen to-mght
Unto young Hamlet: for, upon my life,

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him:
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it,

As needful m our loves, fitting our duty?
Mar. Let’s do’t, I pray; and I this morn-

ing know
Where we shall find him most conveniently.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—Elstnore, A Room of State in

the Castle.

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, PoLOwros
Laertes, Voltimand, Cornelius, Lords,
and Attendants.

King, Though yet of Hamlet our dear
brother’s death

The memory be green; and that it us befitted

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole king-
dom

To be contracted in one brow of woe;
Tet so far hath discretion fought with nature
That we with wisest sorrow think on him,
Together with remembrance of ourselves.

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen.
The impenal jointress of this warlike state,

Have we, as ’twere with a defeated joy,—
With one auspicious and one dropping eye,

With mirth and funeral, and wiLh dirge in

mamage,
In equal scale weighing delight and dole,

—

Taken to wife; nor have we herein barr’d
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone
With this affair along:—for all, our thanks.
Now follows that you know, young Fortinbras,
Holding a weak supposal of our worth,
Or thinking by our late dear brother’s death
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame,
Colleagued with the dream of his advantage.
He hath not fail’d to pester us with message,
Importing the surrender of those lands
Lost by his father, with all bonds of law.
To our most vahant brother. So much for

him.

—

Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting:
Thus much the business is:—we have here writ

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,

—

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears
Of this his nephew’s purpose,—to suppress
His further gait herein; in that the levies,

The lists, and full proportions, are all made
Out of this subject:—and we here despatch
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand,
For bearers of this, greeting to old Norway;
Giving to you no further personal power
To business with the king more than the scope
of these dilated articles allow. (duty.

Farewell; and let your haste commend your
Cor. and Vol, In that and all things will we

show our duty.

jRTmp. We doubt it nothing: heartily farewell.

[Exeunt Vol. and Cor.
And now, Laertes, what’s the news with you?
You told us of some suit; what is’t, Laertes?

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane,
And lose your voice: what wouldst thou beg,

Laertes,

That shall not be my offer, nor thy asking?

The head is not more native to the heart,

The hand more instrumental to the mouth,
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father.

What wouldst thou have, Laertes’

Laer. Dread my lord,

Your leave and favour to return to France;

From whence though willingly I came to Den-
mark,

To show my duty in your coronation;

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done.

My thoughts and wishes bend again toward
France, [pardon.

And bow them to your gracious leave and
King. Have you your father’s leave? What

says Polonius? [slow leave

Pot. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my
By laboursome petition; and at last

Upon his will I seal’d my hard consent:

I do beseech you, give him leave to go.

King. Take tby fair hour, Laertes; time be
thine,

And thy best graces spend it at thy will!—

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son,—
Ham. [Aside.] A little more than kin, and

less than kind. (you?

King. How is it that the clouds still hang on
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Ham, Not so, my lord; I am too much, i Ham, 0, that this too toa solid flesh would
the sun. [off, melt,

Queen, Good Hamlet, cast thy flighted colour Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew!
And let thine eye look hke a friend on Den- Or that the Everlasting had not fix’d [God!

mark. His canon ’gainst self-slaughter! 0 God! 0
•Do not for ever with thy vailed lids How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable

Seek for thy noble father in the dust: [die Seem to me all the uses of this world!

Thou itoow’st ’tis common,—all that live must Fie on’t! 0 fie! ’tis an unweeded garden,

Passing through nature to eternity. That grows to seed; things rank and gross in

Ham, Ay, madam, it is common. nature

Queen, If it be, Possess it merely. That it should come to this!

Why seems it so particular with thee? [seems. But two months dead!—nay, not so much, not
Ham, Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know not two:

*Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. So excellent a king; that was, to this,

Nor customary suits of solemn black, Hyperion to a satyr; so loving to my mother,
Nor windy suspiration of forc’d breath, That he might not beteem the winds of heaven
No, nor the fnutful river in the eye, Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth!

Nor the dejected ’haviour of the visage, Must I remember? why, she would hang on him
Together with all forms, moods, shows of grief, As if increase of appetite had grown
That can denote me truly: these, indeed, seem; By what it fed on: and yet, within a month,—
For they are actions that a man might play; Let me not think on’t,—Frailty, thy name is

But I have that within which passeth show; woman!

—

These but the trappings and the suits of woe. A little month; or ere those shoes were old

King, *Tis sweet and commendable in your With which she follow’d my poor father’s body
nature, Hamlet, Like Niobe, all tears;—why she, even she,

—

To give these mourning duties to your father: 0 God! a beast, that wants discourse of reason,

But, you must know, your father lost a father; Would have mourn’d longer,—married with

That father lost, lost his; and the survivor mine uncle, [father

bound, My father’s brother; but no more hke my
In filial obhgation, for some term Than I to Hercules* within a month;
To do obsequious sorrow: but to persevere Ere yet the salt of most unnghteous eyes,

In obstinate condolement is a course Had left the flushing in her galled eyes,

Of impious stubbornness; 'tis unmanly grief: She mamed:—0, most wicked speed, to post
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven; With such dextenty to incestuous sheets!

A heart fortified, a mind impatient; . It is not, nor it cannot come to good; [tongue!

An understanding simple and unschool’d: But break, my heart,—for I must hold my
For what we know must be, and is as common
As any the most vulgar thing to sense. Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and
Why should we, in our peevish opposition, Bernardo.
Take it to heart? Fie I ’tis a fault to heaven,
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, Hot. Hail to your lordship!

To reason most absurd; whose common theme Ham, I am glad to see you well:

Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried, Horatio,—or I do forget myself, [vant ever.
From the first corse till he that died to-day, Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor ser-
This must be so. We pray you, throw to earth Ham, Sir, my good friend; I’ll change that
This unprevailing woe; and think of us name with you; (tio?

—

As of a father: for let the world take note And what make you from Wittenberg, Hort-
You are the most immediate to our throne; Marcellus?
And with no less nobility of love Mar. My good lord,

—

Than that which dearest father bears his son Ham, I am very glad to see you.—Good
Do I impart toward you. For your intent even, sir.

—

In going back to school in Wittenberg, But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg?
It is most retrograde to our desire:

^
Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord.

And we beseech you bend you to remain Ham. I would not hear your enemy say so;
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, Nor shall you to mine ear that violence,
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. To make it truster of your.own report

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Against yourself: I know you are no truant.
Hamlet: But what is your affair in Elsinore?

I pray thee, stay with us; go not to Wittenberg. We’ll teach you to drink deep ere you depart.
Ham* I shall in aUmy best obey you, madam. Hor. My lord, I came to see your father’s
King, "Why, ’tis a loving and a fair reply; funeral, [student;

Be as ourself in Denmark.—Madam, come; Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-
This gentle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet I think it was to see my mother’s wedding.
Sits smiling to my heart: in grace whereof, Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow’d hard upon.
No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day Ham, Thnft, thrift, Horatio! the funeral-
But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell; bak’d meats
And' the king’s rouse the heavens shall bruit Did coldly furnish forth the marriage table®.

again, Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven
Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away, i Ere I had ever seen that day, HoratioI—

lExeunt alt but Hamlet. i My ,father,—methinks I see mj father.
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Hot. Where, my lord?

Ham. la mind's eye, Horatio.

Hor. I saw him once; he was a goodly king.

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all,

I shM not look upon his like again.

Hor. My lord, I ihink I saw him yesternight.

Ham. Saw who?
Hor. My lord, the king your father.

Ham. The king my father!

Hor. Season your admiration for awhile

With an attent ear, till I may deliver,

Upon the witness of these gentlemen,

This marvel to you.

Ham. For God’s love, let me hear.

Hor. Two nights together had these gentle-

men,
Marcellus and Bernardo, in their watch,

In the dead vast and middle of the night,

Been thus encounter’d. A figure hke your
father.

Arm’d at all points exactly, cap-a-pe.

Appears before them, and with solemn march
Goes slow and stately by them: thrice he walk’d

By their oppress’d and fear-surpnsed eyes,

Within Ms truncheon’s length; whilst they,

distill’

d

Almost to jelly with the act of fear,

Stand dumb, and speak not to Mm. TMs to me
In dreadful secrecy impart they did;

And I with them the tMrd night kept the watch:

Where, as they had deliver’d, both m time,

Form of the tMng, each word made true and
good,

The apparition comes: I knew your father;

These hands are not more like.

Ham. But where was tMs?
Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we

watch’d.

Ham. Did you not speak to it?

JETor. My lord, I did;

But answer made it none: yet once methought
It lifted up its head, and did address

Itself to motion, hke as it would speak:

But even then the morn cock crew loud,

And at the sound it shrunk in haste away.
And vanish’d from, our sight.

Ham, ’Tis very strange.

Hor. As I do hve, my honour’d lord, ’tis

true;

And we did think it writ down in our duty

To let you know of it. (me.

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but tMs troubles

Hold you the watch to-night?

Mar. and Bet. Wo do, my lord.

Ham, Arm’d, say you?
Mar. and Bar. Arm'd, my lord.

Ham* From top to toe?

Mar, and Set. My lord, from head to foot.

Ham. Then saw you not his face?

Hor. O yes, my lord; he wore his beaver up.

Ham. What, look’d he frowningly?

Hot. a countenance more in sorrow than in

anger.
Ham. Pale or red?
Hor. Nay, very pale.

Ham. And fix’d Ms eyes upon you?
Hor. Most constantly.

Ham. t would I had been there.

Hor, It would have much amaz’d you.

Ham. Very Eke, very Eke. Stay’d it long?

Hor, While one with moderate haste mighi
teU a hundred.

Mar. and Bar. longer, longer.
Hor. Not when I saw’t.

Ham. His beard was ^zzled,—no?
Hor. It was, as I have seen it in Ms hfe,

A sable silver’d.

Ham. I will watch to-night;

Perchance ’twill walk again.

Hor. I warrant it will.

Ham. If it assume my noble father’s person
I’ll speak to it, though hell itself should gape
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all,

If you have Mtherto conceal’d this sight,

Let it be tenable in your silence still;

And whatsoever else shaU hap to-mght,
Give it an understanding, but no tongue:
I will requite your loves. So, fare ye well:

Upon the platform, ’twixt eleven and twelve.

I’ll visit you.
All. Our duty to your honour.
Ham. Your loves, as mine to you: farewell.

[Exeunt Hor., Mar., and BeR.
My father’s spirit in arms! all is not well;

I doubt some foul play: would the night were
come!

Till then sit still, my soul: foul deeds wiU rise,

Though all the earth o’erwhelm them, to men’s
eyes. [Hxif.

Scene III.—A Room in Polonixjs’s House,

Enter Laertes and Ophelia.

Laer. My necessaries are embark’d: farewell:

And, sister, as the winds give benefit.

And convoy is assistant, do not sleep,

But let me hear from you.
Oph. Do you doubt that?
laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his

favour,

Hold it a fasMon and a toy in blood:
A violet in the youth of primy nature,
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting,

The perfume and suppUance of a minute;
No more.

Oph. No more but so?
laer. Think it no more:

For nature, crescent, does not grow alone
In thews and bulk; but as tMs temple waxes,'
The inward service of the mind and soul
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now;
And now no soil nor cautel doth besmirch
The virtue of his will: but you must fear,

His greatness weigh’d, Ms will is not Ms own;
For he Mmself is subject to Ms birth:

He may not, as unvalu’d persons do,
Carve for himself; for on Ms choice depends
The safety and the health of the whole state;

And therefore must Ms choice be circumscrib’d
Unto the voice and yielding of that body
Wherefore he is the head. Then if he says he

loves you,
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it

As he in his particular act and place
May give Ms saying deed; which is no further

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal.

Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain

If with too credent ear you list Ms songs,

Of lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open
To Mi unmaster’d importunity.
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Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister;

And keep withm the rear of your aflEection,

Out of ^e shot and danger of desire.

The chariest maid is prodigal enough
If she unmask her beauty to the moon:
Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes:

The canker galls the infants of the spring

Too oft before their buttons be disclos’d;

And in the mom and liquid dew of youth
Contagious blastments are most immment.
Be wary, then; best safety lies in fear:

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near.

Oph. I shall the effect of this good lesson

keep [brother.

As watchman to my heart. But, good my
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do.

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven;
Whilst hke a puff’d and reckless hbertine.

Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads,

And recks not his own read.

Laer. 0, fear me not.

I stay too long;—^but here my father comes.

Enter Polonius.

A double blessing is a double grace;

Occasion smiles upon a second leave, [shamel

Pol. Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for

The wind sits m the shoulder of your sail,

And you are stay’d for. There,—my blessing

with you!
[Laying his hand on Laertes’s head.

And these few precepts in thy memory
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no

tongue,

Nor any unproportion’d thought his act.

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel;

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment
Of each new-hatch’d, unfledg’d comrade. Be-

ware
Of entrance to a quarrel; but, being in,

Bear’t that the opposed may beware of thee.

Give every man thine ear, but few tby voice;

Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judg-
ment.

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,
But not express’d in fancy; rich, not gaudy;
For the apparel oft proclaims the man;
And they in France of the best rank and station
Are most select and generous chief in that.

Neither a borrower nor a lender be:

For a loan oft loses both itself and friend;

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.
This above all,—to thine own self be true;

And it must follow, as the night the day,
Thou canst not then be false to any man.
Farewell* my blessing season this m theel

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my
lord. [tend.

Pol. The time invites you; go, your servants
Laer. Farewell, Ophelia; and remember well

What I have said to you.
Oph. ’Tis m my memory lock’d,

And you yourself shall keep the key of it.

Laer. Farewell. [Exit.

Pol. What is’t, Ophelia, he hath said to you?
Oph. So please you, something touching the

lord Hamlet.

Pol Marry, well bethought:

*Tis told me he hath very oft of late

Given private time to you; and you yourself
Have of your audience been most free and

bounteous:

K it be so,—as so ’tis put on me,
And that in way of caution,—I must tell you.
You do not understand yourself so clearly

As It behoves my daughter and your honour.
What is between you? give me up the truth.

Oph. He hath, my lord, of late made many
tenders

Of his affection to me. [girl,

Pol Affection! pooh! you speak like a green
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance.

Do you believe his tenders, as you call them?
Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I should

think. [baby;

Pol Mairy, I’ll teach you: think yourself a
That you have ta’en these tenders for true pay,

Which are not sterhng. Tender yourself more
dearly;

Or,—^not to crack the wind of the poor phrase,
Wronging it thus,—you’ll tender me a fool.

Oph. My lord, he hath importun’d me with
love

In honourable fashion.

Pol Ay, fashion you may call it; go to, go to.

Oph. And hath given countenance to his
speech, my lord,

With almost all the holy vows of heaven.
Pol Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I

do know,
When the blood bums, how prodigal the soul
Lends the tongue vows: these blazes, daughter,
Giving more light than heat,— e.xtmct in both,
Even in their promise, as it is a-making,

—

You must not take for fire. From this time
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence;
Set your entreatments at a higher rate

Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet,
Beheve so much m lum, that he is young;
And with a larger tether may he walk
Than may be given you: in few, Ophelia,
Do not believe his vows; for they are brokers,-

-

Not of that die which their investments show,
But mere implorators of unholy suits.

Breathing Hke sanctified and pious bawds,
The better to beguile. This is for all,—
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth,

Have you so slander any moment leisure
As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet.
Look to’t, I charge you; come your ways.

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. [Exeunt.

Scene IV,—The Platform.

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellios.

Ham. The air bites shrewdly; it is very cold.
Hor. It IS a nipping and an eager air.

Ham. What hour now?
Hor. 1 think it lacks of twelve.
Mar. No, it is struck.
Plor. Indeed? I heard it not; then it draws

near the season
Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk.

[iyJourish of trumpets, and ordnance
shot off within.

What does this mean, my lord?
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Ham* The king doth wake to-night, and
takes his rouse, [reels;

Keeps wassail, and the swaggering up-spring

And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish
down,

The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out

The triumph of his pledge.

Hot. Is it a custom?
Ham. Ay, marry, is’t;

But to my mmd,—though I am native here.

And to the manner bom,—it is a custom
More honour’d m the breach than the observ-

ance.

This heavy-headed revel east and west
Makes us traduc’d and tax’d of other nations:

They clepe us drunkards, and with swinish
phrase

Soil our addition; and, indeed, it takes

From our achievements, though perform’d at

height,

The pith and marrow of our attribute.

So oft it chances in particular men
That, for some vicious mole of nature in them,
As in their birth,—wherein they are not guilty,

Since nature cannot choose his ongin,

—

By the o’ergrowth of some complexion,
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason;

Or by some habit, that too much o’er-leavens

The form of plausive manners;—that these
men,

—

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect,

Being nature’s livery or fortune’s star,

—

Their virtues else,—be they as pure as grace,

As infinite as man may undergo,

—

Shall in the general censure take corruption

From that particular fault: the dram of eale

Doth all the noble substance of a doubt
To his own scandal.

Hor. Look, ray lord, it comes!

Enter Ghost.

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend
us! —

Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damn’d.
Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from

hell,

Be thy intents wicked or charitable,

Thou com’st in such a questionable shape
That I will speak to thee: I’ll call thee Hamlet,
King, father, royal Dane: 0, answer me!
Let me not burst m ignorance; but tell

Why thy canoniz’d bones, hearsed in death,

Have burst their cerements; why the sepulchre.

Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn’d,

Hath op’d his ponderous and marble jaws
To cast thee up again! What may this mean,
That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel,

Revisit’st thus the glimpses of the moon,
Making mght hideous, and we fools of nature
So horridly to shake our disposition

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls?

Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we
do? [Ghose beckons Hamlet.

Hot. It beckons you to go away with it.

As if it some irapartment did desire

To you alone.
Mar. Look, with what courteous action

It waves you to a more removed ground;
But do not go with it.

Hor, No, by no means.
Ham. It will not speak, then will I follow it.

Hor. Do not, my lord.

Ham. Why, what should be the fear?
I do not set my life at a pin’s fee;
And for my soul, what can it do to that,

Being a thing immortal as itself?

It waves me forth again;—I'll follow it.

Hot. What if it tempt you toward the flood,

my lord.

Or to the dreadful summit of the chff

That beetles o’er his base into the sea,

And there assume some other hornble form,
Which nught deprive your sovereignty of

reason.
And draw you into madness? think of it:

The very place puts toys of desperation,
Without more motive, into every brain
That looks so many fathoms to the sea
And hears it roar beneath.
Ham. It waves me still.

—

Go on; I’ll follow thee.
Mar. You shall not go, my lord.

Ham. Hold off your hands.
Hor. Be rul’d; you shall not go.

Ham. My fate ones out,

And makes each petty artery m this body
As hardy as the Nemean lion’s nerve.

—

[Ghost beckons.
Still am I call’d;—unhand me, gentlemen;

—

[Breaking from them.
By heaven, I’ll make a ghost of him that lets

me.
I say, awayI—Go on; I’ll follow thee.

[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlet.
Hor. He waxes desperate with imagination-
Mar. Let’s follow; ’tis not fit thus to obey

him. [come?
Hor. Have after.—To what issue will this

Mar. Something is rotten in the state of

Denmark.
Hor. Heaven will direct it.

Mar. Nay, let’s follow him.
[Exeunt.

Scene V.—A more remote part of the

Platform.

Enter Ghost and Hamlet.

Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? speak
I’ll go no farther.

Ghost. Mark me.
Ham. X will.

Ghost. My hour is almost come,
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames
Must lender up myself.

Ham. Alas, poor ghost!

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious

hearing
To what I shall unfold.

Ham. Speak; I am bound to hear.

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou
Shalt hear.

Ham. What?
Ghost. I am thy father’s spirit;

Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night,

And, for the day, confin’d to waste in fires

Till the foul enmes done in my days of nature

Are burnt and purg’d away. But that I am
forbid
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To tell the secrets of jny prison-house,

I could, a tale unfold whose lightest word
Would harrow up thy soul; freeze thy young

blood; [spheres;

Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their

Thy knotted and combined locks to part,

And each particular hair to stand on end,

Like quiUs upon the fretful porcupine:

But this eternal blazon must not be
To ears of flesh and b|ood.—List, list, 0, list!

—

If thou didst ever thy dear father love,

—

Ham. 0 God! [murder.

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural

Bam. Murder!
Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is;

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural.

. Ham. Haste me to know’t that I, with

wings as swift

As meditation or the thoughts of love,

May sweep to my revenge.

Ghost. I find thee apt;

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, [hear:

Wouldst thou not stir in this- How, Hamlet,
• ’Tis given out that, sleepmg in mine orchard,

A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Den-
mark

Is by a forged process of my death
Rankly abus’d: but know, thou noble youth.

The serpent that did sting thy father’s life

Now wears his crown.
Ham. 0 my prophetic soul! mine uncle!

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate

beast, [gifts,

—

With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous

O wicked wit and gifts that have the power
So to seduce!—won to Ms shameful lust

The will of my most seeming virtuous queen:
0 Hamlet, what a falhng-off was there!

From me, whose love was of that dignity

That it went hand in hand even with the vow
1 made to her in mamage: and to decline

Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor
To those of mine!
But virtue, as it never will he mov’d.
Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven;
So lust, though to a radiant angel link’d,

Will sate itself in a celestial bed
And prey on garbage.
But, soft! methinks I scent the morning air;,

Brief let me be.—Sleeping within mine orchard,
My custom always in the afternoon,
Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole,

With juice of cursed hebenon^n a viM,
And in the porches of mine ears did pour
The leperous distilment; whose effect

Holds such an enmity with blood of man
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through
The natural gates and alleys of the body;
And with a sudden vigour it doth posset
And curd, like eager droppings into milk,
The thin and wholesome blood: so did it mine;
And a most instant fetter bark’d about,
Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust,

All my smooth body.
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand,
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatch’d:
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin,

Unhousel’d, unanointed, unanel’d;
No reckoning made, but sent to my account

With all my imperfections on my head:
O, horrible! 0, horrible! most homble!
H thou hast nature in thee, bear it not;
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be
A couch for luxury and damned incest.

But, howsoever thou pursu’st tMs act,

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive
Against thy mother aught: leave her to heaven.
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge,
To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once

!

The glowworm shows the matin to be near.
And ’gms to pale his uneffectual fire:

Adieu, adieu! Hamlet, remember me. [Fxff.

Ham. 0 all you host of heaven! 0 earth!
what else? [heart;

And shall I couple hell?—0, fie!—Hold, my
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old,

But bear me stiffly up.—Remember thee!
Ay, thou poor ghost, wMle memory holds a seat
In this distracted globe. Remember thee!
Yea, from the table of my memory
I’ll wipe away all trivial fond records.

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past,
That youth and observation copied there;

And thy commandment all alone shall live

Within the book and volume of my brain,

Unmix’d with baser matter: yes, by heaven.

—

0 most pernicious woman!
0 villain, villain, smiling, damned villain!

My tables,—meet it is I set it down,
That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain;

At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark:
[Writing,

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word;
It is. Adieu, adieu! remember me:
1 have swom’t.
Hor. [Within.] My lord, my lord,

—

Mar. [Within.] Lord Hamlet,—
Hor. [Within.] Heaven secure hnnl
Mar. [Within.] So be it!

Hor. [Within.] Ulo, ho, ho, my lord!

Ham. HiUo, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come.

Enter Horatio and Marcellus.

Mar. How is’t, my noble lord?

Hor. What news, my lord?
Ham. 0, wonderful!
Hor. Good my lord, tell it.

Ham. No; you’ll reveal it.

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven.
Mar. Nor I, my lord.

Ham. How say you, then; would heart of

man once think it?—
But you’ll be secret?

Hor. and Mar. Ay, by heaven, my lord.

Ham. There’s ne’er a villain dwelling in all

Denmark
But he’s an arrant knave.
Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come

from the grave
To tell us this.

Ham. Why, right; you are i’ the right;

And so, without more circumstance at all,

I hold it fit that we shake hands and part:

You, as your business and desire shall point

you,—
For every man has business and desire,

Such as it is;—and for mine own poor part,

Look you, I’ll go pray. [my lord.

Hor, These are but wild and whirling words
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Hdm. I’m sorry they offend you, heartily;

Yes, faith, heartily.

Bor. There’s no offence, my lord.

Bam, Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is,

Horatio, [here,

—

And much offence too. Touching this vision

It IS an honest ghost, that let me tell you:

For you desire to know what is between us,

O’ermaster’t as you may. And now, good
friends,

As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers,

Give me one poor request,

ifor. What is’t, my lord? we will.

Bam. Never make known whac you have
seen to-night.

Bor. and Mar. My lord, we will not.

Bam. Nay, but swear’t.

jBor, In faith.

My lord, not 1.

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith.

Bam. Upon my sword.
Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already.

Bam. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed.
Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear.
Bam* Ha, ha, boy! say’st thou so? art thou

there, truepenny?— [age,

—

Come on,—you hear this fellow in the cellar-

Consent to swear.

Bor. Propose the oath, my lord.

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have
seen,

Swear by my sword.
Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. [ground. —
Bam. Hie et vbique? then we’ll shift our

Come hither, gentlemen,
And lay your hands again upon my sword:
Never to speak of this that you have heard.
Swear by my sword.

Ghost. {Bencafh.J Swear- [earth so fast?

Bam. Well said, old mold canst worki’ the

A worthy pioneer!—Once more remove, good
friends. [strange!

Bor. 0 day and night, but this is wondrous
Hem. And therefore as a stranger give it

welcome. [Horatio,

There are more things in heaven and earth,

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.

But come;

—

Heife, as before, never, so help you mercy,
How strange or odd soe’er I bear myself,—
As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet
To put an antic disposition on, -
That you, at such times seeing me, never shall,

With arms encumber’d thus, or this head-shake.

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase,

As, Weff, well, we know; "-or, We could, an
if we would; — [fhey might;-"

Or, // we list to speak; or, There be, an if

Of such ambiguous giving out, to note

That you know aught of me: this not to do,

So grace and mercy at your roost need help you,

Swear.
Ghost ISenmth.] Swear,
Bam. Rest rest, perturbed spirit!—So,

gentlemen,
With tl my love I do commend to you:

And whit so poor t man at Hamlet is

May do, to express Ms love and friendingto you,

God vrtof, ahtll not lack, tot us go in to-

gether;

And still your fingers on your lips, I pray.
The time is out of joint:—0 cursed spite,

That ever I was born to set it right!

—

Nay, come, let’s go together. [Exeunt

ACT 11.

Scene I.—A Room in Polonius’s House,

Enter Polonius and Reynaldo.

Pol. Give him this money and these notes,
Reynaldo.

Rey. I will, my lord. [Reynaldo,
Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good

Before you visit him, to make inquiry
Of his behaviour.
Rey. My lord, I did intend it.

Pot. Marry, weU said; very well said. Look
you, sir.

Inquire me first what Danskers are in Paris;
And how, and who, what means, and where

they keep,
What company, at what expense; and finding,
By this encompassment and drift of question,
That they do know my son, come you more

nearer
Than your particular demands will touch it:

Take you, as ’twere, some distant knowledge
of him;

As thus, / know his father and his friends,
And in part him;—do you mark this, Reynaldo?

Rey. Ay, very well, my lord. [nof well:
Pol. And in part him;—but, you may say,

But ipt be he I mean, he*$ very wild;

Addicted so and so; and there put on him
What forgenes you please; marry, none so rank
As may dishonour him; take heed of that;

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips

As are companions noted and most known
To youth and liberty.

Rey. As gaming, my lord.

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing,
quarrelling,

Drabbing:—you may go so far.

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him.
Pol. Faith, no; as you may season it in the

charge.

You must not put another scandal on Mm,
That he is open to incontinency;

That’s not my meaning; but breathe Ms faults

so quaintly

That they may seem the taints of liberty;

The flash and outbreak of a fiery roind;

A savageness in unreclaimed blood.

Of general assault.

Key. But, my good lord,— •

Pot Wherefore should you do this?

Rey. Ay, my lord,

I would know that.

Pol, Marry, sir, here’s my drift;

And I beHeve it is a fetch of warrant:
You laying these slight sullies on my son,

As ’twere a thing a little soil’d i’ the working,
Mark you,
Your party in converse, Mm you would sound,
Having ever seen in the prenominate crimes
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assur’d

He doses with you in this consequence;
Good sir, or so; or/r/em#, or gentleman,—
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According to the phrase or the addition

Of man and country,

Rey. Very good, my lord.

Pol. And then, sir, does he this,—he does,

—

What was I about to say?—By the mass, I was
About to say something:—^where did I leave?

Rey. At closes in the consequence,

kt friend or so, and gentleman. [marry;

Pol. At—closes in the consequence,—ay,
He closes with you thus :

—

Iknow thegentleman;
/ saw him yesterday, or f other day, h/ou say,

Or then, or then; with such, or such; and, as

There was he gaming; there overtook m’s rouse;

There falling out at tennis: or perchance,

I saw him enter such a house of sale,

—

Videlicet, a brothel.—or so forth.

—

See you now;
Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth:

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach,

With windlaces, and with assays of bias,

By indirections find directions out:

3o, by my former lecture and advice, [not?

Shah you my son. You have me, have you
Rey. My lord, I have.

Pol, God b’ wi’ you; fare you well.

Rey. Good my lord I

Pol. Observe his inclination m yourself.

Rey. I shall, my lord.

Pol. And let him ply his music.

Rey. Well, my lord.

Pol. Farewell! [Exit Reynaldo.

Enter Ophelia.

How now, Ophelia! what’s the matter?

Oph. Alas, my lord, I have been so affrighted!

Pol. With what, i’ the name of God?
Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my cham-

ber,

Lord Hamlet,—with his doublet all unbrac’d;

No hat upon his head; his stockings foul’d.

Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to his ankle;

Fale as his shirt; his knees knocking each
other;

And with a look so piteous in purport

As if he had been loosed out of hell

To speak of horrors,—he comes before me.
Pol Mad for thy love?

Oph. My lord, I do not know;
But truly I do fear it,

Pol What said he?
Oph. He took me by the wnst, and held me

hard;
Then goes he to the length of all his arm;
And With his other hand thus o’er his brow,
He falls to such perusal of my face

As he would draw it. Long stay’d he so;

At last,—a little shaking of mine arm,
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,

—

He rais’d a sigh so piteous and profound
That it did seem to shatter all his bulk
And end his being; that done, he lets me go:

And, with his head over his shoulder turn’d,

He seem’d to find his way without his eyes;
For out o’ doors he went without their help,
And to the last bended their hght on me.
Pol Come, go with me: I will go seek the

;

king.
I

This is the very ecstacy of love; i

Whose violent property fordoes itself,
]

And leads the will to desperate undertakings,
As oft as any passion under heaven
That does afSict our natures. I am sorry,

—

W^at, have you given him any hard words of
late? {command,

Oph. No, my good lord; hut, as you did
I did repel his letters, and denied
His access to me.
Pol That hath made him mad.

I am sorry that with better heed and judgment
I had not quoted him: I fear’d he did but trifle,

And meant to wreck thee; but, beshrew my
jealousy!

It seems it is as proper to our age
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions
As it is common for the younger sort

To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king:
This must be known; which, being kept close,

might move
More grief to hide than hate to utter love.

[JSxeunf.

Scene II.—A Room in the Castle.

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz,
Gueldenstern, and Attendants.

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz and
Gmldensteml

Moreover that we much did long to see you.
The need we have to use you did provoke
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard
Of Hamlet’s transformation, so I call it.

Since nor the exterior nor the inward man
Resembles that it was. What it should be.
More than his father’s death, that thus hath

put him
So much from the understanding of himself,

I cannot dream of: I entreat you both,

That being of so young days brought up with,

him, [humour.
And since so neighbour’d to his youth and
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court
Some httle time: so by your companies
To draw him on to pleasures, and to gather.

So much as from occasion you may glean,

Whether aught, to us unknown, afficts him
thus,

That, open’d, lies within our remedy.
Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much

talk’d of you;
And sure I am two men there are not living

To whom he more adheres. If it will please
you

To show us so much gentry and good-will
As to expend your time with us awhile,
For the supply and profit of our hope.
Your visitation shall receive such thanks
As fits a king’s remembrance.

Ros. Both your majevSties
Might, by the sovereign power you have of us.
Put your dread pleasures more into command
Than to entreaty.

Gml We both obey,
And here give up ourselves, in the full bent,
To lay our service freely at your feet,

To be commanded.
King. Thanks, Rosencrantz and gentle Guil-

denstem. {Rosencrantz:
Queen, Thanks, Guildenstcm tad gentle

And I beseech you instantly to visit
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My too-mttch-changed son.—Go, some of you,

And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is.

Guil. Heavens make our presence and our
practices

Pleasant and helpful to him!

Queen. Ay, amen!
[Exeunt Ros., Goa., and some Attendants.

Enter Polonius.

Pot. The ambassadors from Norway, my
good lord,

Are joyfully retuin’d.

King. Thou still hast been the father of good
news.

Pol. Have I, my lord? Assure you, my good
liege,

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul,

Both to my God and to my gracious king;

And I do think,—or else this brain of mine
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure

As it hath us’d to do,—that I have found
The very cause of Hamlet’s lunacy.

King. 0, speak of that; that do I long to

hear.

Pol. Give first admittance to the ambas-
sadors;

My news shall be the fruit to that great feast

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring

them in. {Exit Polonius.
He tells me, my sweet queen, that he hath

found
The head and source of all your son’s distemper.

Queen. I doubt it is no other but the mam,

—

His father’s death and our o’erhasty marriage.

King. Weil, wc shall sift him.

Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimand and
Cornelius.

Welcome, my good friends!

Say, ‘Voltimand, what from our brother Norway?
Most fair return of greetings and desires.

Upon our first, he sent out to suppress

His nephew’s levies; which to him appear’d

To be a preparation ’gainst the Polack;

But, better look’d into, he truly found
It was against your highness: whereat griev’d,—

That so his sickness, age, and impotence

Was falsely borne in hand.—sends out arrests

On Fortinbras; which he, m brief, obeys;

Receives rebuke from Norway; and, in jBne,

Makes vow before his uncle never more
To give the assay of arms against your majesty.

Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy,

Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee;

And his commission to employ those soldiers,

So levied as before, against the Polack:

With an entreaty, herein further shown,
[Gim a paper.

That it might please you to give quiet pass

Through your dominions for this enterprise,

On such regards of safety and allowance

As therein are set down.
King. It likes us well;

And at our more consider’d time we’ll read,

Answer, and think upon this business.

Meantime we thank you for your well-took

labour:

Go to your rest; at night we’ll feast together;

Most welcome home! !

IBxemi Volt. «nrf Cor. i

Pol. This business is well ended.

—

My hege, and madam,—^to expostulate
What majesty should be, what duty is,

Why day is day, night night, and time is time.
Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time.
Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit,

Andtediousnessthelimbsandoutwardflounshes,
I will be bnef:—your noble son is mad:
Mad call I it; for to define true madness,
What is’t but to be nothing else but mad?
But let tliat go-

Queen. More matter with less art.

Pol. Madam, I swear I use no art at all.

That he is mad, ’tis true ’tis pity;

And pity ’tis ’tis true: a foolish figure;
But farewell it, for I will use no art.

Mad let us grant him, then: and now remains
That we find out the cause of this effect;

Or rather say, the cause of this defect,
For this effect defective comes by cause;
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus.
Perpend.
I have a daughter,—have whilst she is mine,

—

Who, m her duty and obedience, mark,
Hath given me this: now gather, and surmise.

[Reads.
To the celestial, and my souVs idol, the most

beautified Ophelia ,

—

That’s an ill phrase, a vile phrase,—beautified
IS a vile phrase: but you shall hear. Thus;

In her excellent white bosom, these, &c.
Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her?
Pol. Good madam, stay awhile; I will be

faithful. [iJends.

Doubt thou the stars are fire;

Doubt that the sun doth move;
Doubt truth to be a bar;

But never doubt / love.

0 dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers,
I have nof: art to reckon my groans: but that I
love thee best, O most best, believe it. Adieu.

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst this

machine is to him, Hamlet.
This, in obedience, hath my daughter show’d

me:
And more above, hath his solicitings,

As they fell out by time, by means, and place,

All given to mine ear.

King, But how hath she
Receiv’d his love?

Pol. What do you tliink of me?
King. As of a man faithful and honourable.
Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might

you think,

When I had seen this hot love on the wing,

—

As I perceiv’d it, I must tell you that,

Before my daughter told me,—what might you,
Or my dear majesty you queen here, think,

If I had play’d the desk or table-book;

Or given my heart a winkng, mute and dumb;
Or look'd upon this love with idle sight;--

What might you think? No, I went round to

work,
And my young mistress thus I did bespeidc:

Lord Hamlet is a prince out of ihy sphere;

This must not be: and then I precepts gave her,

That she should lock herself from his resort,

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens.

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice;
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And he, reptdsed,—a short tale to make,

—

FeU into a sadness; then into a fast;

Thence to a watch; thence into a weakness;
Thence to a lightness; and, by this declension.

Into the madness wherein now he raves

And all we wail for.

King. Do you think ’tis this?

Queen. It may be, very likely.

Pol. Hath there been such a time,—I’d fain

know that,

—

That I have positively said, *Tis so,

When it prov'd otherwise?

King. Not that I know.
Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwise

[Pointing to his head and shoulder,

If circumstances lead me, I will find
^

Where truth is hid, thou^ it were hid mdeec
Within the centre.

King. How may we try it further

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks for

hours together

Here in the lobby.

Queen, So he does, indeed.

Pol. At such a time I’ll loose my daughter

to him:
Be you and I behind an arras then;

Mark the encounter: if he love her not,

And be not from his reason fall’n thereon,

Let me be no assistant for a state.

But keep a farm and carters.

King. We will try it.

Queen. But look, where sadly the poor wretch

comes reading.

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away:
PH board him presently:—0, give me leave.

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Attendants.

Enter Hamlet, reading.

How does my good Lord Hamlet?
Ham- Well, God-a-mercy.
Pol. Do you know me, my lord?

Ham. Excellent, excellent well; you’re

fishmonger.

Pol. Not I, my lord. [man.
Ham. Then I would you were so honest a
Pol. Honest, my lord! ^
Bam. Ay, sir; to be honest, as this world

goes, is to be one man picked out of ten thou-

sand.

Pol. That’s very true, my lord.

Bam. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead
dog, being a god-kissing camon,—Have you a
daughter?

Pol. I have, my lord.

Bam. Let her not walk i’ the sun: con-
ception is a blessing; but not as your daughter
may conceive:-—friend, look to’t.

Pol. How say you by that?—fisidfe-l Still

harping on my daughter:—yet he knew me
not at first; he said I was a fishmonger: he is

far gone, far gone: and truly in my youth I
suffered much extremity for love; very near
this. I’ll speak to him again.—What do you
read, my lord?

Bam. Words, words, words.
Pol What is the matter, my lord?
Bam. Between who? (lord.

Pol I mean, the hiatter that you read, my
Bam. Slanders, sir: for the satirical slate

says here that old men have gray beards; that
their faces are wrinkled; their eyes purging
thick amber and plum-tree gum; and that they
have a plentiful lack of wit, together with most
weak hams: all which, sir, though I most
powerfully and potently beheve, yet I hold it

not honesty to have it thus set down; for you
yourself, sir, should be old as I am, if, Hke a
crab, you could go backward.
Pol [Aside.] Though this be madness, yet

there is method in’t—Will you walk out of
the air, my lord?

Bam. bito my grave?
Pol Indeed, that is out o’ the air.—[Asifc.]

How pregnant sometimes his rephes are! a
happiness that often madness hits on, which
reason and sanity could not so prosperously he
delivered of. I will leave him, and suddenly
contrive the means of meeting between him
and my daughter.—More honourable lord, I
will most humbly take my leave of you.
Bam. You cannot, sir, take from me any-

thing that I will more willingly part withal,

—

except my life, except my life, except my life.

Pol Fare you well, my lord.

Bam. These tedious old fools!

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Pol You p to seek the Lord Hamlet; there
he is.

Bos. [To Folonius.] God save you, sir!

[Exff POLOKIUS.
Guil Mine honoured lord!

Bos. My most dear lord!

Bam. My excellent good friends! How dost
thou, Guildenstern? Ah, Rosencrantz! Good
lads, how do ye both?

Bos. As the indifferent children of the earth.
Guil Happy in that we are not overhappy;

On fortune’s cap we are not the very button.
Bam. Nor the soles of her shoe?
Bos. Neither, my lord.

Bam. Then you live about her waist, or in
the middle of her favours?
Guil Faith, her privates we.
Bam. In the secret parts of fortune? 0,

most true; she is a strumpet. What’s the
news? [grown honest.

Bos. None, my lord, but that the world’s
Bam. Then is doomsday near: but your

news IS not true. Let me question more in
particular: what have you, my good friends,
deserved at the hands of fortune, that she sends
you to prison hither?

Guil Pnson, my lord!

Bam. Denmark’s a prison.

Bos. Then is the world one.
Bam. A goodly one; in which there are

many confines, wards, and dungeons, Denmark
‘ leing one o’ the worst.

Bos. We think not so, my lord.

Bam. Why, then, ’tis none to you; for there
s nothing either good or bad, but thinMng
makes it so: to me it is a prison.

Bos, Why, then, your ambition makes it

me; ’tis too narrow for your mind.
Bam. 0 God, I could be bounded in a nut-

shell, and count myself a Wag of infinite spacOf

.

ere it not that I have bad dreams.
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Guil- Which dreams, indeed, are ambition;

for the very substance of the ambitious is

merely the ^adow of a dream.

jShm. A dream itself is but a shadow.

Ros. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy

and light a quahty that it is but a shadow’s

shadow.
Bam. Then are our beggars bodies, and our

monarchs and outstretched heroes the beggars*

shadows. Shall we to the court? for, by my
fay, I cannot reason.

Ros. and GmL We’ll wait upon you.

Ham. No such matter: I will not sort you
with the rest of my servants; for, to speak to

you like an honest man, I am most dreadfully

attended. But, in the beaten way of friend-

sbp, what make you at Elsinore?

Ros. To visit you, my lord; no other occasion.

Bam. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in

thanks; but I thank you: and sure, dear

friends, my thanks are too dear a halfpenny.

Were you not sent for? Is it your own inclin-

ing? Is it a free visitation? Come, deal justly

with me: come, come; nay, speak.

Guil. What should we say, my lord?

Ham. Why, anything—but to the purpose.

You were sent for; and there is a kind of con-

fession in your looks, which your modesties

have not craft enough to colour: I know the

good king and queen have sent for you.

Ros. To what end, my lord?

Ham. That you must teach me. But let me
conjure you, hy the rights of our fellowship,

by the consonancy of our youth, by the obhga-
tion of our ever-preserved love, and by what
more dear a better proposer could charge you
withal, be even and direct with me, whether
you were sent for or no?
Ros. What say you? \To Guildenstern
Bam. [iside.I Nay, then, I have an eye of

you.—If you love me, hold not of.

Guil. My lord, we were sent for.

Ham. I will tell you why; so shall my
anticipation prevent your discovery, and your
secrecy to the king and queen moult no feather.

I have of late, -but wherefore I know not,—
lost all my mirth, forgone all custom of exer-

cises; and, indeed, it goes so heavily with my
disposition that this goodly frame, the earth,

seems to me a sterile promontory; this most
excellent canopy, the air, look you, this brave
o’erhangmg firmament, this majostical roof

fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no
other thing to me than a foul and pestilent con-
gregation of vapours. What a piece of work
is man! How noble in reason I how infinite

in faculties! in form and moving, how express
and admirable! in action, how like an angel!

in apprehension, how like a god! the beauty
of the world I the paragon of animals! And
yet, to me, what is this quintessence of dust?
man delights not me; no, nor woman neither,

though by your smiling you seem to say so.

Ros. My lord, there was no such stuff m my
thoughts.

Bam. Why did you laugh, then, when I

smd, Man deliffhis not me?
Ros. To think, my lord, if you dehght not

in man, what lenten entertainment the players
shall receive from you; we coted them on the

957

way; and hither axe they coming, to offer you
service.

Ham. He that plays the king shall be wel-
come,—his majesty shall have tribute of me;
the adventurous knight shall use his foil and
target; the lover shall not sigh gratis; the
humorous man shall end his part in peace;
the clown shall make those laugh whose lungs
are tickled o’ the sere; and the lady shall*say
hex mind freely, or the blank verse shall halt
for’t.—What players are they?

Ros. Even those you were wont to take
delight in,—the tragedians of the city.

Ham. How chances it they travel? their
residence, both in reputation and profit, was
better both ways.

Ros. I think their inhibition comes by the
means of the late innovation.
Ham. Do they hold the same estimation

they did when I was m the city? Are they so
followed?

Ros. No, indeed, they are not.
Ham. How comes it? do they grow rusty?
Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps m the

wonted pace: but there is, sir, an aery of

children, little eyases, that cry out on the top
of question, and are most tyrannically clapped
for’t: these are now the fashion; and so he-
rattle the common stages,—so they call them,
—thatmany wearing rapiers are afraid of goose-
quills, and dare scarce come thither.

Ham. What, are they children? who main-
tains ’em? how are they escoted? Will they
pursue the quality no longer than they can sing?
will they not say afterwards, if they should
grow themselves to common players,-as it is

most hke, if their means are no better,—their

writers do them wrong, to make them exclaim
against their own succession?

Ros. Faith, there has been much to do on
both sides; and the nation holds it no smto
tarre them to controversy; there was for awhile
no money bid for argument, unless the poet
and the player went to cuffs in the question.

Ham. Is’t possible?

Gml. 0
,

there has been much throwing
about of brains.

Ham. Do the boys carry it away?
Ros. Ay, that they do, my lord; Hercules

and his load too.

Ham. It is not strange; for mine uncle is

king of Denmark, and those that would make
mouths at him while my father lived, give

twenty, forty, fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece

for his picture in little. ’Sblood, there is some-
thing in this more than natural, if philosophy
could find it out. [Rlourisk of trumpets withm.

Guil. There are the players.

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsi-

nore. Your hands, come; the appurtenance
of welcome is fashion and ceremony: let me
comiply with you in this garb; lest my extent

to the players, which, I tell you, must show
fairly outward, should more appear like enter-

tainment than yours. You ore welcome: but

my uncle-father and aunt-mother are deceived.

Quit. In what, my dear lord?

Ham. I am but mad north-north-west: when
the wind is southerly I know a hawk from a
handsaw.
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Enter Polonius.

Pol. Well be with yotj, gentlemen!
Ham. Hark yon, Guildenstern;—and you

too;—at each ear a hearer, that great baby
you see there is not yet out oi his swathing-

clouts.

Ros. Happily he’s the second time come to

them; for they say an old man is twice a child.

Ham. 1 will prophesy he comes to teU me of

the players; mark it.—You say right, sir; o’

Monday morning, ’twas so indeed.
Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you.

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you.

When Roscius was an actor in Rome,

—

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord.

Ham. Buzz, buzz!

Pol. Upon mine honour,

—

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass,

—

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for

tragedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-

comical, histoncal-pastoral, tragical-historical,

tragical-comical-historical-pastoral, scene in-

dmdable, or poem unlimited: Seneca cannot

be too heavy nor Plautus too hght. For the

law of writ and the hberty, these are the only

men.
Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel, what a

treasure hadst thou!

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord?

Ham. Why-
One fair daughter, and no more,
The which he loved passing welL

Pol. [iside.] Still on my daughter.

Ham. Am I not i’ the right, old Jephthah?
Pol If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I

have a daughter that I love passmg well.

Ham. Nay, that follows not.

Pol Whai follows, then, my lord?

Ham* Why—
As by lot, God wot,

and then, you know,

It came to pass, as most like it was,—

the first row of the pious chanson will show you
more; for look where my abridgement comes.

Enter four or five Players.

You are welcome, masters; welcome, aU:—

I

am glad to see thee well:—welcome, good
fnends.—0, ray old friend! Thy face is

valanced since I saw thee last; comest thou to

beard me in Denmark?—What, my young lady
and imstressl By’r lady, your ladyship is

nearer heaven than when I saw you last, by the
altitude of a chopine. Pray God, your voice,

hke a piece of uncurrent gold, be not cracked
within the nng.—Masters, you are all welcome.
We’ll e’en to’t hke French falconers, fly at

anything we see: we’ll have a speech straglit:

come, give us a taste of your quality; come, a
passionate speech,

I Play. What speech, my lord?

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once,—^but It was never acted; or, if it was, not
above once; for the play, I remember, pleased
not the million; ’twas caviare to the general;
but it was,—as I received it, and others whose
judgments in such matters cried m the top of

mine,—^an excellent play, well digested in the
scenes, set down with as much modesty as
cunning. I remember, one said there were no
sallets in the lines to make the matter savoury,
nor no matter in the phrase that might indite
the author of affectation; but called it an
honest method, as wholesome as s«veet, and by
very much more handsome than fine. One
speech m it I chiefly loved: ’twas AEneas’ tale
to Dido; and thereabout of it especially where
he speaks of Priam’s slaughter: if it live in
your memory, begin at this hne;—let me see,
let me see:

—

The ruggedPyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beast,

—it is not so:—it begins with Pyrrhus;

—

The rugged Pyrrhus,—he whose sable arms.
Black as his purpose, did the night resemble
When he lay couched in the ominous horse,

—

Hath now this dread and black complexion
smear’d

With heraldry more dismal; head to foot
Now is he total gules; horridly trick’d

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters,
sons,

Bak’d and impasted with the parching streets,

That lend a tyrannous and damned light

To their vile murders: roasted in wrath and
fire,

And thus o’er-sized with coagulate gore,

With eyes hke carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus
Old grandsire Piiam seeks.

—

So proceed you.
Pol ’Fore God, my lord, well spoken, with

good accent and good discretion.

I Play. Anon he finds him [sword,
Striking too short at Greeks; his antique
Rebellious to his arm, hes where it falls,

Repugnant to command: unequal match’d,
Pyrrhus at Pnam drives;m rage strikes wide;
But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless

Ilium,

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top
Stoops to his base; and with a hideous crash
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus’ ear: for, lo! his

sword.
Which was declining on the milky head
Of reverend Pnam, seem’d i’ the air to stick:

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood;
And, like a neutral to bus wiH and matter,
Did nothing.

But as we often see, against some storm,
A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still.

Theblood winds speechless, andthe orb below
As hush as death, anon the dreadful thunder
Dothrend the region; so, after Pyrrhus' pause,
A roused vengeance sets him new a-work;
And never did the Cyclops’ hammers fall

On Mars his armour, forg’d for proof eteme,
With less remorse than Pyrrhus’ bleeding

sword
Now falls on Priam.— [gods,
Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune! All you
In general synod, take away her power;
Break all the spokes and fellies from her

wheel, [heaven,
And bowl the round knave down the Mil of
As low as to the fiends I
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Pot This is too long.

Ham. It shall to the barber’s, with your

beard.—Pr’ythee, say on.—He’s for a jig, or a

tale Of bawdry, or he sleeps:—say on; come

to Hecuba.

I Plcy. But who, O, who had seen the

mobled queen,

—

HaM. The mobled queen?

Pol. That’s good; mobled queen is good.

I play. Run barefoot up and down,
threatening the flames

With bisson rheum; a clout upon that head
p^ere late the diadem stood; and, for a robe,

About her lank and all o’er-teemed loins,

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up;

—

"^0 tks had seen, with tongue in venom
steep’d, [pronounc'd:

Gainst Fortune’s state would treason have
But if the gods themselves did see her then.

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport

In mincing with his sword her husband’s
limbs,

The instant burst of clamour that she made,

—

Unless things mortal move them not at all,

—

Would have made milch the burning eyes of

heaven,
And passion in the gods.

Pot Look, whether he has not turn’d his

colour, and has tears in’s eyes.—Pray you, no
more.
Ham. ’Tis well; I’ll have thee speak out

the rest soon.—Good my lord, will you see the

players well bestowed? Do you hear, let

feembe well used; for they are the abstracts and
brief chronicles of the time; after your death

you were better have a bad epitaph than their

ill report while you live. [their desert.

Pot My lord, I will use them according to

Ham. Odd’s bodikin, man, better: use every

man after his desert, and who should scape

whipping!’ Use them after your own honour
and dignity: the less they deserve the more
merit is in your bounty. Take them in.

Pot Come, sirs.

Ham. Follow him, friends: we’ll hear a

play to-morrow. {Exit PfiLONlos with all the

Players but the First.) Dost thou hear me, old

friend; can you play the Murder of Gonzago?
I Play. Ay, my lord.

Ham. We’ll ha’t to-morrow night. You
could, for a need, study a speech of some
dozen or sixteen lines which I would set down
and insert in't? could you not?

X Play. Ay, my lortJ,

Ham. Very well Follow that lord; and
look you mock him not. (L'xii; First Player.l

—My good friends, [to Ros, and Gmi..l I’ll

leave you till night: you are welcome to
Elsinore,

Ros. Good my lord I

[Exotmf Ros. and Gmu
Ham. Ay, «o God b’ wi’ ye I* Now I am

alone,

0, what a rogue and peasant slave am It
fa it not monstrous that this player here,
But in t fiction, in a dream of passion,
Could force his soul so to hfa own conceit
That from her worldni' ai his liitge wan’d;

Tears in his eyes, distraction in’s aspect,
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting
With forms to his conceit? And all for nothingl
For Hecuba?
What’s Hecuba to him or he to Hecuba, [do,

That he should weep for her? What would he
Had he the motive and the cue for passion
That I have? He would drown the stage with

tears,

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech;
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free;

Confound the ignorant, and amaze, indeed.
The very faculties of eyes and ears.
Yet I,

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak.
Like Juhn-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause,
And can say nothing; no, not for a king
Upon whose property and most dear hfe
A damn’d defeat was made. Am I a coward?
Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across?
Plucks ofl my beard and blows it in my face?

Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie i’ the
throat,

As deep as to the lungs? who does me this, ha?
’Swounds, I should take it: for it cannot he
But I am pigeon-Uver’d, and lack gall

To make oppression bitter; or ere this

I should have fatted all the region kites

With this slave’s offal:—bloody, bawdy villain!

Remorseless, treachery, lecherous, landless

villain!

O, vengeance!
Why, what an ass am II This is most brave,
That I, the son of a dear father murder’d,
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell.

Must, like a whore, unpackmy heart with words,
And fall a-cursing like a very drab,

A scullion! [heard
Fie upon’tl foh!—About, my brain! I have
That guilty creatures, sitting at a play,

Have fay the very cunning of the scene
Been struck so to the soul that presently
They have proclaim’d their malefactions;
For murder, though it have no tongue, will

speak [players

With most miraculous organ. I’ll have these
Play something like the murder of my father

Before mine uncle: I’M observe his looks;

I’M tent him to the quick: if he but blench,

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen
Maybe the devil: and the devil hath power
To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and perhaps
Out of my weakness and my melancholy,

—

As he is very potent with such spirits, —
Abuses me to damn me: I’ll have grounds
More relative than this:- -the play’s the thing

Wherein I’M catch the conscience of the king.

[Exit.

ACT IIL

Scene L—a Room in the Castle.

Enter King, Oxieen, Polonius, Ophpxia
Rosenckantc, and Gwedenstern.

King, And can you, by no drift of circum-

stance,

Get from him why he puts on this confusion,

Grating so harshly all his days of quiet

With turbulent and dangerous lunacy?
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Ros* He does confess he feels himself dis-

tracted; [speak.

But from what cause he will by no means
GuL Nor do we find him forward to be

sounded;
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof

Whenwe would bring him on to some confession

Of his true state.

Queen. Did he receive you well?

Ros, Most like a gentleman.
Gull. But with much forcing of his disposition.

Ros. Niggard of question; but, ofourdemands,
Most free in his reply.

Queen. Did you assay him
To any pastime?
Ros. Madam, it so fell out that certain

players
W'e o’er-raught on the way: of these we told

him;
And there did seem in him a kind of joy

To hear of it: they are about the court;

And; as I think, they have already order

This night to play before him.

Pot. ’Tis most true:

And he beseech’d me to entreat your majesties

To hear and see the matter. [content me
King. With aU my heart; and it doth much

To hear him so inclin’d.

—

Good gentlemen, give him a further edge,

And drive his purpose on to these delights.

Ros. We shall, my lord.

[Exeunt Ros. and Gvil.

King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too;

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither

That he, as ’twere by accident, may here

Affront Ophelia:
Her father and myself,—-lawful espials,

—

Will so bestow ourselves that, seeing, unseen.
We may of their encounter frankly judge;
And gather by him, as he is behav’d,

IPt be the affliction of his love or no
That thus he suffers for.

Queen. I shall obey you:

—

And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish
That your good beauties be the happy cause
Of Hamlet’s wildness: so shall I hope your

virtues
Will bring him to his wonted way again.

To both your honours.
Oph. Madam, I wish it may.

[Exit Queen.
Pol. Ophelia, walk you here.—Graaous, so

please you,
We will bestow ourselves.—[To Ophelia.]

Read on this book;
That show of such an exercise may colour
Your loneliness.—^We are oft to blame in this,

—

’Tis too much prov’d,—^that with devotion’s

visage
And pious action we do sugar o*er
The devil himself.
King. [Aside.] 0, ’tis too true!

How smart a lash that speech doth give my con-
science!

The harlot’s cheek, beautied with plastering art,

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it

Than is my deed to my most painted word:
0 heavy burden! [lord.

Pol. I hear him coming: let’s withdraw, my
[Exeunt King and Polonxus. ,

Enter Hamlet,

Ham. To be, or not to be,—that is the
question:

—

Whether ’hs nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
And by opposing end them?—To die,—to

sleep,

—

No more; and by a sleep to say we end
The heart-ache and the thousand natural

shocks
That flesh is heir to,

—
’tis a consummation

Devoutly to be wish’d. To die,—to sleep;

—

To sleep I perchance to dream:—ay, there’s
the rub;

For in that sleep of death what dreams may
come,

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

Musi give us pause: there’s the respect
That makes calamity of so long Hfe; [time,

For who would bear the whips and scorns of
The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s con-

tumely,
The pangs of despis’d love, the law’s delay.

The insolence of office, and the spurns
That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear.
To grunt and sweat under a weary life.

But that the dread of something after death,

—

The undiscover’d country, from whose bourn
No traveller returns,—puzzles the will,

And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;

And Ihus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought;
And enterprises of great pith and moment,
With this regard, their currents turn awry.
And lose the name of action.—Soft you now!
The fair Ophelia.—Nymph, in thy orisons
Be all my sins remember’d.

oph. Good my lord,

How does your honour for this many a day?
Barn. I humbly thank you; well, well, well.

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of
yours.

That I have longed long to re-deliver;

I pray you, now receive them.
Bam. No, not I;

I never gave you aught. [you did;

My honour’d lord, you know right well
And, with them, words of so sweet breath com-

pos’d [lost,

As made the things more rich: their perftime
Take these again; for to the noble mind
Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unMnd.
There, my lord.

Bam. Ha, ha! are you honest?
Oph. My lord?
Bam. Axe you fair?

Oph. What means your lordship?
Bam. That if you be honest and fair, your

honesty should admit no discourse to your
beauty.

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better
commerce than with honesty?
Bam. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty

will sooner transform honesty from what it it to
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a bawd than the force of honesty can translate

beauty into Ms likeness: tMs was sometime a
paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I

did love you once.

Oph, Indeed, my lord, you made me believe
so.

Ham» You should not have believed me;
for virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock but
we shaE rehsh of it: 1 loved you not.

Oph, I was the more deceived.

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery: why wouldst
thou be a breeder of sinners? I am myself in-

different honest; but yet I could accuse me of

such things that it were better my mother had
not born me: I am very proud, revengeful, am-
bitious; with more offences at my beck than I

have thoughts to put them in, imagination to

^ve them shape, or time to act them in. What
should such fellows as I do crawling between
heaven and earth? We are arrant hnaves, all;

believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery.
Where's your father?

Oph. At home, my lord.

jfiam. Let the doors be shut upon him, that

he may play the fool nowhere but in’s own
house. Farewell.

Oph. 0, help him, you sweet heavens!
Ham. If thou dost marry. I’ll give thee this

plague for thy dowry,—be thou as chaste as

ice, as pure as snow, thou shalt not escape
calumny. Get thee to a nunnery, go: fare-

well. Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a
fool; for wise men know well enough what
monsters you make of them. To a nunnery,
go; and quickly too. FareweU.

Oph. O heavenly powers, restore Mm I

Ham. 1 have heard of your paintings too,

weU enough; God has given you one face and
you make yourselves another: you jig, you
amble, and you lisp, and nickname God’s crea-

tures, and make your wantonness your ignor-

ance. Go to, I'll no more on’t; it hath made
me mad. I say, we will have no more mar-
riages; those that are married already, all but
one, shall live; the rest shall keep as they are.

To a nunnery, go.

Oph, O, what a noble mind is here o’erthrown

!

The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's eve, tongue,

sword:
The expectancy and rose of the fair state.

The glass of fashion and the mould of form.

The observ’d of all observers.—quite, quite

down!
And 1, of ladies most deject and wretched
That suck’d the honey of his music vows,
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason,

Like sweet beEs jangled, out of tune and harsh;

That unmatch’d form and feature of blown
youth

Blasted with ecstasy: 0, woe is me,
To have seen what I have seen, see what I

see!

Re-enter KiNO and POLONros.

King. Love! his affections do not that way
tend; [little,

Npr what he spake, though it lack’d form a
Was not like madnes& There's something in

Ms soul

O’er wMch Ms melancholy sits on brood;
And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose
Will be some danger: wMch for to prevent,
I have in quick determination [land
Thus set it down:—^he shall with speed to Eng-
For the demand of our neglected tribute:

Haply, the seas and countries different.

With variable objects, shall expel
TMs sometMng-settied matter in Ms heart;
Whereon Ms brains still beating puts him thus
From fasMon of Mmself. What think you on't?

Pol. It shall do well: but yet do I believe
The origin and commencement of Ms grief

Sprung from neglected love.—How now,
Ophelia!

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said;
We heard it all.—My lord, do as you please;
But if you hold it fit, after the play,
Let Ms queen mother all alone entreatMm
To show Ms grief: let her be round with him;
And I'll be plac’d, so please you, in ear
Of all their conference. If she finds Mm not,
To England send Mm; or confine Mm where
Your wisdom best shall tMnk.
King. It shall be so:

Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—A Halt in the Castle,

Enter Hamlet and certain Players.

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I
pronounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue:
but if you mouth it, as many of your players
do, I had as lief the town-crier spoke my lines.

Nor do not saw the air too much with your
hand, thus; but use all gently: for in the very
torrent, tempest, and, as I may say, the wMrl-
wind of passion, you must acquire and beget a
temperance that may give it smoothness* 0,
it offends me to the soul, to hear a robustious
periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters,

to very rags, to split the ears of the groundlings,

who, for the most part, are capable of nothing
but inexplicable dumb shows and noise: 1
could have such a fellow wMpped for o’erdoing
Termagant; it out-herods Herod: pray you,

avoid it.

X Play. I warrant your honour.
Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your

own discretion be your tutor: suit the action to

the word, the word to the action; with this

special observance, that you o’erstep not the
modesty of nature: for anytMng so overdone is

from the purpose of playing, whose end, both
at the first and now, was and is, to hold, as
'twere, the mirror up to nature; to show virtue

her own feature, scorn her own image, and the

very age and body of the lime Ms form and
pressure. Now, tMs overdone or come tardy
off, though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot
but make the judicious grieve; the censure of

the wMch one must, in your allowance, o'er-

weigh a whole theatre of others. 0, there be
players that I have seen play,—and heard
others praise, and that highly,—not to speak
it profanely, that, neither having the accent of

Christians, nor the gait of Christian, pagan, nor

man, have so strutted and bellowed that I have
thought some of nature's journeymen hadmade
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men. and not made them well, they imitated

humanity so abominably.
I Fluff, 1 hope we have reformed that in-

differently with us, sir.

Ham. Of reform it altogether. And let

those that play your clowns speak no more than
is set down for them: for there be of them that

will themselves laugh, to set on some quantity

of barren spectators to laugh too; though, in

the meantime, some necessary question of the

play be then to be considered: that’s vUlan-

ous, and shows a most pitiful ambition in the

fool that uses it. Go, make you ready.

[Exeunt Players.

Enter POLOKitrs, Rosencrantz, and
GUILDENSTERK.

How now, my lord I will the kmg hear this

piece of work?
Fol. And the queen too, and that presently.

Ham, Bid the players make haste.

[Exit POLONIUS.
Will you two help to hasten them?

Ros, and GutL We will, my lord.

[Exeunt Ros. and Gun..
Ham. What, ho, Horatio!

Enter Horatio.

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service.

Ham. Horatio, thou art e’en as just a man
As e’er my conversation cop’d withal.

Hor. 0, my dear lord,—
Ham, Nay, do not think I flatter;

For what advancement may I hope from thee.

That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits,

To feed and clothe thee? Why should the poor
be flatter’d?

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp;
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou

hear?
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice.

And could of men distinguish, her election

Hath seal’d thee for herself: for thou hast been
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing;
A man that Fortune’s buffets and rewards
Hast ta’en with equal thanks: and bless’d are

those
Whose blood and judgment are so well com-

mingled
That they are not a pipe for Fortune’s finger
To sound what stop she please. Give me that

man
That is not passion’s slave, and I will wear him
In my heart’s core, ay, in ray heart of heart.
As I do thee.—Something too much of this.

—

There is a play to-night before the king;
One scene of it comes near the circumstance
Which I have told thee of my father’s death:
I pr’yfhee, when thou see’st that act a-foot.
Even with the very comment of thy soul
Observe mine uncle; if his occulted guilt
Do not itself unkennel in one speech,
It is a damned ghost that we have seen;
And my imaginations are as foul
As Vulcan’s stithy. Give Mm heedful note:
For I mine eyes will livet to Ms face;
And, after, we will both our judgments join
In censure of his seeming.

Hor, Well, my lord;

If he steal aught the whilst tMs play is playing,
And scape detectmg, I will pay the theft.

Ham. They are coming to the play; I must
be idle;

Get you a place.

Danish march. A flourish. Enter King,
Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosen-
CRANTZ, Gueldenstern, and others.

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet?
Ham. Excellent, i’ faith; of the chameleon’s

dish: I eat the air, pronuse-crammed: you
cannot feed capons so.

King. I have nothing with tMs answer,
Hamlet; these words are not mine.
Ham. No, nor mine now.—My lord, you

played'once i’ the umversity, you say? [To Pol.
Pol. That did I, my lord, and was accounted

a good actor.

Ham. And what did you enact?
Pol. I did enact Julius Caesar: I was killed

i’ the Capitol; Brutus killed me.
Ham. It was a brute part of him to kiU so

capital a calf there.—Be the players ready?
Ros. Ay, my lord; they stay upon your

patience.

Queen, CoMe hither, my good Hamlet, sit

by me.
Ham. No, good mother, here’s metal more

attractive.

Pol. Of ho! do you mark that?

[To the Kmc.
Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap?

[Lying down at Ophelia’s

/

eef.

Oph, No, my lord.

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap?
Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Do you think I meant country matters?
Oph. I tMnk nothing, my lord.

Ham. That’s a fair thought to lie between
maids’ legs.

Oph. What is, my lord?

Bam. NotMng.
Oph. You are merry, my lord.

Ham. Who, I?

Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. O, your only jig-maker. What should
a man do but be merry? for, look you, how
cheerfully my mother looks, and my father died
within’s two hours.

Oph. Nay, ’tis twice two months, my lord.

Ham. So long? Nay, then, let the devil
wear black, for I’ll have a suit of sables. 0
heavens! die two months ago, and not forgot-
ten yet? Then there’s hope a great man’s
memory may outlive his life half a year: but,
by’r lady, he must build churches, then; or
else shall he suffer not thinking on, with the
hobby-horse, whose epitaph is, For, 0, /or, 0,
the hdbbff-hoTse is forgot.

Trumpets sound. The dumb show enters.

Enter a King and a Queen, very lovingly; the
Queen embracing him and he her. She
kneelSf and makes show of protestation unto
him. He takes her upt and declines his head
upon her neck: lays him down upon a bank
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offlowers: she^ seeing him asleep, leaves him
Anon comes in a fellow, takes off his crown,
kisses it, and pours poison in the King’s ears,

and exit. The Queen returns; finds the

King dead, and makespassionate action. The
Poisoner, with some two or three Mutes,
comes in again, seeming to lament with her.

The dead body is carried away. The Poisoner
wooes the Queen with gifts: she seems loth

and unwilling awhile, but in the end accepts

his love. [Exeunt.

Oph. Wliat means this, my lord?

Mam. Many, this is miching mallecho; it

means mischief.

Oph. Belike this show imports the argument
of the play.

Enter Prologue.

Ham. We shall know by this fellow: the
players cannot keep counsel; they’ll tell all.

Oph. Will he tell us what this show meant?
Ham. Ay, or any show that you’ll show him:

be not you ashamed to show, he’ll not shame to

teU you what it means,
Oph. You are naught, you are naught: PH

mark the play.

Fro For us, and for our tragedy,

Here stooping to your clemency.
We beg your hearing patiently.

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring?
Oph. ’Tis brief, my lord.

Ham. As woman’s love.

Enter a King and a Queen,

P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus’
cart gone round

Neptune’s salt wash and Tellus’ orbed ground.
And thirty dozen moons with borrow’d sheen
About the world have times twelve thirtiesbeen,
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands
Unite commutual in most sacred bands.
F. Queen. So many journeys may the sun

and moon
Make us again count o’er ere love be done!
But, woe is me, you are so sick of late,

So far from cheer and from your former state

That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust,

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must:
For women’s fear and love holds quantity;

In neither aught, or in extremity.

Now, what my love is, proof hath made you
know;

And as my love is siz’d, my fear is so:

Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear;

Where little fears grow great, great love grows
there. [shortly too:

P. King. Faith, I must leave thee, love, and
My operant powers their functions leave to do:

And thou shalt live in this fair world behind,
Honour’d, belov’d; and haply one as kind
For husband shalt thou,—

Q. Queen. 0, confound the rest!

Such love must needs be treason in my breast:
In second husband let me be accurst!
None wed the second but who kill’d the first.

Ham. Wormwood, wormwood.
F. Queen* The instances that second mar-

riage move
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love:

A second time I kiU my husband dead
When second husband kisses me in bed,

F. King. I do believe you think what now
you speak;

But what we do determine oft we break.
Purpose is but the slave to memory;
Of violent birth, but poor validity: [tree;

Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the
But fall unshaken when they meUow he.

Most necessary ’tis that we forget

To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt:
What to ourselves in passion we propose,
The passion ending, doth the purpose lose.

The violence of either grief or joy
Their own enactures with themselves destroy:
Where joy most revels gnef doth most lament;
Gnef joys, joy grieves, on slender accident.

This world is not for aye; nor ’tis not strange

That even our loves should with our fortunes

change;
For ’tis a question left us yet to prove
Whether love lead fortune or else fortune love.

The great man down, you mark his favourite

flies;

The poor advanc’d makes fnends of enemies.
And hitherto doth love on fortune tend:

For who not needs shaU never lack a fnend;
And who in want a hollow friend doth try

Directly seasons him his enemy.
But, orderly to end where I begun,

—

Our Wills and fates do so contrary run
That our devices still are overthrown; [own:
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our
So think thou wilt no second husband wed;
But die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead.

P. Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor
heaven light I

Sport and repose lock from me day and nigdit!

To desperation turn my trust and hopel

An anchor’s cheer in prison be my scope!

Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy,

Meet what I would have well, and it destroy!

Both here and hence, pursue me lasting strife.

If, once a widow, ever I be wife!

Ham. If she should break it now!
[To Ophelia.

P. King. ’Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave

me here awhile;

My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile

The tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps.

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain,

And never come mischance between us twain!

[Exit.

Ham. Madam, how Uke you this play?

Queen. Theladyproteststoomuch,methinks.

Ham. 0, but she’ll keep her word.

King. Have you heard the argument? Is

there no offence in’t?

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in

jest; no offence i’ the world.

King. What do you call the play?

Ham. The Mouse-trap. Marry, how?
Tropically. This play is the image of a murder
done in Vienna: Gonzago is the duke’s name:
his wife, Baptists: you shall see anon; ’tis a

knavish piece of work; but what 0’ that? your

majesty, and we that have free souls, it touches

us not: let the galled jade wince, our withers

are unwrung.
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Enter Iuciahus.

This is one Ludanus, nephew to the king.

Oph, You are a good chorus, my lord.

Ham, I could interpret between you and
your love, if 1 could see the puppets dallying.

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen.
Ham. It would cost you a groaning to take

off my edge.

Ophf Still better, and worse.
Ham. So you must take your husbands.

—

Begin, murderer; pox, leave thy damnable
faces and begin. Come:—The croaking raven
doth bellow for revenge.

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit,

and time agreeing;

Confederate season, else no creature seeing;

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds col-

lected.

With Hecate’s ban thrice blasted, thrice in-

fected,

Thy natural magic and dire property

On wholesome hie usurp immediately.
{Pours the poison into the sleeper^s ears.

Ham. He poisons him i’ the garden for’s

estate. His name’s Gonzago: the story is

extant, and writ in choice Italian: you shall

sec anon how the murderer gets the love of

Gonzago’s wife.

Oph. The king rises.

Ham. What, frighted with false fire!

Queen. How fares my lord?

Pol. Give o’er the play.

Kirw. Give me some Ught:—away!
M. Lights, lights, lights!

[J?xeunf all but Ham. and Hor.
Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep,

The hart ungalled play ;

> For some must watch, while some must
sleep:

So runs the world away.

—

Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers,
if the rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me,
with two Provencial roses on my razed sho
get me a fellowship in a cry of players, sir?

JETor. Half a share.

Ham. A whole one, I.

For thou dost know, 0 Damon dear.
This realm dismantled was

Of Jove himself: and now reigns here
A very, very—pajocfc.

Hor. You might have rhymed.
Ham. O good Horatio, I'll lake the ghost’s

word for a thousand pound. Didst perceive?
Hor. Very well, my lord.

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning,

—

Hor. I did very weH note him.
Ham. Ah, hal—Come, some music! come,

the recorders!

—

For if the king like not the comedy,
Why, then, belike,—he likes it not, perdy.

Come, some music!

Re-enter Rosencrantz and Guiidenstern.

Gud. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word
with you.
Ham. Sir, a whole history.
Gud. The king, sir,

—

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him? ftempered.
Gml. Is, in his retirement, marvellous <Us-

Ham. With drink, sir?

Guil. No, my lord, rather with choler.

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more
richer to signify this to his doctor; for, for me
to put him to his purgation would perhaps
plunge him into far more choler.

Gud. Good my lord, put your discourse
into some frame, and start not so wildly from
my affair.

Ham. I am tame, sir:—pronounce.
Gi«7. The queen, your mother, in most great

affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you.
Ham. You are welcome.
Guil Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not

of the right breed. If it shall please you to

make me a wholesome answer, I will do your
mother’s commandment: if not, your pardon
and my return shall be the end of my business.
Ham. Sir, I cannot.

Gitt7. What, my lord?

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer; my
wit's diseas’d: but, sir, such answer as I can
make, you shall command; or, rather, as you
say, ray mother: therefore no more, but to the
matter: my mother, you say,

—

Ros. Then thus she says: your behaviour
hath struck her into amazement and admira-
tion.

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish

a mother!—But is there no sequel at the heels
of this mother’s admiration?

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her
closet ere you go to bed.
Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our

mother. Have you any further trade with us?
Ros. My lord, you once did love me.
Ham. So I do still, by these pickers and

stealers.

Ros. Good my lord, w'hat is your cause of

distemper? you do, surely, bar the door upon
your own liberty if you deny your griefs to

your friend.

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement.
Ros. How can that be, when you have the

voice of the king himself for your succession in

Denmark?
Ham. Ay, but While the grass growSt—the

proverb is something musty.

Re-enter the Players, with Recorders.

0, the recorders:—let me see one.— To with
draw with you:—why do you go about to

recover the wind of me, as if you would drive

me into a toil?

Guil. 0, my lord, if my duty be too bold
my love is too unmannerly.
Ham. I do not well understand that. Will

you play upon this pipe?

Guil My lord, I cannot.

Ham. 1 pray you.

Gud. Believe me, I cannot.

Ham. 1 do beseech you.
Gui7, I know no touch of it, my lord.

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying: govern these
ventages with your finger and thumb, give it

breath with your mouth, and it will discourse
most eloquent music. Look you, these are the
stops.

Guil But these caimot 1 command to any
utterance of hianony; I have not the «ldll»



SCENE II.] HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK 965

Ham, Why, look you now, how unworthy a

thing you make of mel You would play upon

me; you would seem to know my stops; you
wo^d pluck oi;t the heart of my mystery; you
would sound me from my lowest note to the

top of my compass: and there is much music,

excellent voice, in this httle organ; yet cannot

you make it speak. ’Sblood, do you think that

I am easier to be played on than a pipe? Call

me what instrument you will, though you can

fret me you cannot play upon me.

Enter PoLONius.

God bless you, sir!

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with

you, and presently.

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud that’s almost

in shape of a camel?
Pol. By the mass, and ’tis like a camel mdeed.
Ham. Methinks it is like a weasel.

Pol. It is backed hke a weasel.

Ham. Or like a whale?
Pol. Very like a whale.

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by
and by.—They fool me to the top of my bent.

—I will come by and by,

Pol* I will say so.

Ham. By and by is easily said. [Exit

POLONiUS.)—Leave me, Mends.
[Exeunt Ros., Guil., Hor., and Players

’Tis now the very witchmg time of mght,
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes

out [blood.

Contagion to this world: now could I drink hot

And do such bitter business as the day
Would quake to look on. Soft! now to my

mother.

—

0 heart, lose not thy nature; let not ever

The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom:
Let me be cruel, not unnatural:

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none;

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites,

—

How in my words soever she be shenl,

To give them seals never, my soul, consent!

Scene HI.—A Room in the Castle.

Enter King, Rosencrantz, and Guilden-
STERN.

King* I like Mm not; nor stands it safe with
us [you;

To let Ms madness range. Therefore prepare

I you! commission will forthwith despatch,

And he to England shall along with you:

The terms of our estate may not endure
Hazard so dangerous as doth hourly grow
Out of his lunacies.

Guil. We will ourselves provide:

Most holy and religious fear it is

To keep those many many bodies safe

That live and feed upon your majesty,

Ros. The single and peculiar life is bound,
With all the strange and armour of the mind,
To keep itself from ’noyance; but much more
That spirit upon whose weal depend and rest

The lives of many. The cease of majesty
Dies not alone; but Eke a gulf doth draw
What’s near it with it: it if a massy wheel,

Fix’d on the summit of the M|hest mount,

Towhosehuge spokes tenthousand lesserthings
Are mortis’d and adjoin’d; which, when it falls

Each small annexment, petty consequence
Attends the boisterous rum. Never alone
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan.

King. Ann you, I pray you, to this speedy
voyage;

For we will fetters put upon this fear,

Which now goes too free-footed.

Ros. and Guil. We will haste us.
[Exeunt Ros and Gm.

Enter PoLONins.

Pol. My lord, he’s going to his mother’s
closet:

BeMnd the arras I’ll convey myself [home:
To hear the process; I’ll warrant she’ll tax him
And, as you said, and wisely was it said,
’Tismeetthatsomemoreaudiencethanamother.
Sincenaturemakesthem partial, shouldo’erhear
The speech, of vantage. Fare you weU, my

liege:

I’ll call upon you ere you go to bed,
And tell you what I know.
King. Thanks, dear my lord.

[Exit POLONIUS.
0, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven;
It hath the primal eldest curse upon’t,- --

A brother’s murder!—Pray can I not,

Though inchnation be as sharp as will:

My stronger guilt defeats my strong mtent;
And, like a man to double business bound,
I stand m pause where I shall first begin.
And both neglect. What if tMs cursed hand
Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood,

—

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves

mercy
But to confront the visage of offence?
And what’sm prayer but tMs twofold force,—
To be forestalled ere we come to fall,

Or pardon’d being down? Then I’E look up;
My fault is past. But, 0, what form of prayer
Can serve my turn? Forgive me my foul

murder!

—

That cannot be; since I am still possess’d
Of those effects for wMch I did tiie murder,

—

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen.
May one be pardon’d and retain the offence?'

In the corrupted currents of tMs world
Offence’s gilded hand may shove by justice;

And oft ’tis seen the wicked prize itself

Buys out the law: but ’tis not so above;
There is no shuffling,—there the action lies

In Ms true nature; and we ourselves compell’d,

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults,

To give in evidence. What then? what rests?

Try what repentance can; what can it not?
Yet what can it when one can not repent?

O wretched state! 0 bosom black as death!

O Emed soul, that, struggling to be free.

Art more engag’d! Help, angels! make assay:

Bow, stubborn knees; and, heart, with strings

of steel,

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babel
AU may be well. [Refires and krmh.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham. Now might 1 do it pat now he is

praying;
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And now I’ll do’t—and so lie goes to heaven;

And so am I reveng’d:—that would be scann’d:

A villain kills my father; and for that,

I, his sole son, do this same villain send
To heaven.
O, this is hire and salary, not revenge.
He took my father grossly, full of bread;

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as

May; [heaven?

And how his audit stands who knows save

But in our circumstance and course of thought

’Tis heavy with him: and am I, then, reveng’d.

To take him in Ihe purging of his soul,

When he is fit and season’d for his passage?

No.
Up, sword; and know thou a more horrid hent:

When he is drunk, asleep, or in bis rage;

Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed;

At gaming, swearing; or about some act

That has no relish of salvation in’t;

—

Then trip him, that his beds may kick at

heaven;
And that his soul may be as damn’d and black

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays:

This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. [ExiU

[The King rises and advances.

King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain
below:

Words without thoughts never to heaven go.

[Exit.

Scene IV.—Another Room in the Castle.

Enter Queen and Poeonius.

Pol. He will come straight. Look you lay

home to him: [with,

Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear
And that your grace hath screen’d and stood

between
Much heat and him. I’ll silence me e’en here.
Pray you, be round with him.
Ham. [Within.] Mother, mother, motherl
Queen. I’U warrant you:

Fear me not:—^withdraw, I hear him coining.

[PoLONius goes behind the arras.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham. Now, mother, what’s the matter?
Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much

offended. [offended.

Ham. Mother, you have my father much
Queen. Come, come, you answer with an

idle tongue. [tongue.

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked
Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet!
Ham. What’s the matter now?
Queen. Have you forgot me?
Ham. No, by the rood, not so:

You are the queen, your husband’s brother’s
wife; [mother.

And,—would it were not sol—you are my
Queen. Nay, then. I’ll set those to you that

can speak.
Ham. Come, come, and sit you down; you

shall not budge;
You go not till I set you up a glass
Where you may see the inmost part of you.

Queen. What vralt thou do? thou wilt not
murder me?

—

Help, help, ho!

Pol. [Behind.] What, ho! help, help, help!
Ham. How now! a rat? [Drcias.

Dead, for a ducat, dead!
[Makes a pass through the arras.

Pol, [Behind.] 0, 1 am slain!

[FaZZa and dies.

Queen. O me, what hast thou done?
Ham. Nay, I know not;

Is it the king? [Drams forth Polonius.
Queen. 0, what a rash and bloody deed is

this! [mother,
Ham. A bloody deed!—almost as bad, good

As Mil a king and many with his brother.
Queen. As Mil a king!

Ham. Ay, lady, ’twas my word.—
Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell!

[To Polonius.
I took thee for thy better: t^e thy fortune;
Thou fmd’st to be too busy is some danger.

—

Leave wringing of your hands: peace; sit you
down.

And let me wring your heart: for so I shall.

If it be made of penetrable stuff;

If damned custom have not braz’d it so
That it is proof and bulwark against sense.

Queen. What have I done, that thou dai’st
wag thy tongue

In noise so rude against me?
Ham. Such an act

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty;
Calls virtue hypocrite; takes oS the rose
From the fair forehead of an innocent love,

And sets a bhster there; makes mamage-vows
As false as dicers’ oaths: 0, such a deed
As from the body of contradiction plucks
The very soul, and sweet religion makes
A rhapsody of words: heaven’s face doth glow;
Yes, this sohdity and compound mass,
With tnstful visage, as against the doom
Is thought-sick at the act.

Queen. Ah me, what act,

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index?
Ham. Look here upon this picture and on

this,

—

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.
See what a grace was seated on this brow;
Hyperion’s curls; the front of Jove hxmselJf;

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command;
A station like the herald Mercury
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill;

A combination and a form, indeed,
Where every god did seem to set his seal,

To give the world assurance of a man:
This was your husband.—Look you now, what

follows:

Here is your husband, like a mildew’d car
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you

eyes?
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed,
And batten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes?
You cannot call it love; for at your age
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble,
And waits upon the judgment: and what judg-

ment (have,
Would step from this to this? Sense, sure, you
Else could you not have motion: but sure riiat

sense
Is apoplex’d: for madness would not err;
Nor sense to ecstasy was ne’er so thrall’d
But it reserv’d some quantity of choice
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To serve in such a difierence. What devil was’t

That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodman-bUnd?

Eves without feeling, feeling without sight,

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all,

Or but a sickly part of one true sense

Could not so mope,

0 shame ! where is th:^ hlushi Rebellious hell,

If thou canst mutine in a matron’s bones,

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax,

And melt in her own fire: proclaim no shame

When the compulsive ardour gives the charge,

Since frost itself as actively doth bum,
And reason panders will.

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more:

Thou turn’s! mine eyes into my very soul;

And there I see such black and grained spots

As will not leave their tinct.

j^am. Nay, but to live

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed,

Stew’d in corraption, honeying and makmglove
Over the nasty sty,

—

Queen. 0, speak to me no more;

These words like daggers enter in mine ears;

Ko more, sweet Hamlet.
Ham. A murderer and a villain;

A slave that is not twentieth part the tithe

Of your precedent lord; a vice of kings;

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule,

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole,

And put it in his pocketl

Queen. No more.
Ham. A king of shreds and patches.

—

Enter Ghost

Save me, and hover o’er me with your wings,

You heavenly guardst—What would your gra-

cious figure?

Queen. Alas, he’s madi [chide,

Ham. 00 you not rome your tardy son to

That, laps’d m time and passion, lets go bv
The important acting of your dread command?
0, say I

Ghost. 00 not forgot; this visitation

Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose.

But, look, amazement on thy mother sits:

0, step between her and her fighting soul,—
Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works,—
Speak to her, Hamlet.
Ham. How is it with you, lady?

Queen, Alas, how is’t with you,

That you do bend your eye on vacancy,

And with the incorporal air do hold discourse?

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep;

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm,
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements,
Starts up and Monds on end. O gentle son.
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look?
Ham. On him, on him! Look you, how pale

he glares! latones.

His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to

Would make them capable,—Bo nov look upon
me:

Lest With this piteous action ymi convart
My stern effecti : then whit l have to do
Will want true colour; tears perchiwce for

Wood,
Qmen. To whom do you speak this?

ffam. 00 ymi see nothing there?
Quan, Nothing at all; yet ill that is I see.

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear?
Queen, No, nothing but ourselves
Ham. Why, look you therel look, how it

steals away!
My father, in his habit as he liv’d I

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the

^ portall [£xit Ghost.
Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain:

This bodiless creation ecstasy
Is very cunning in.

Ham. Ecstasyl
My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep

time.
And makes as healthful music: it is not madness
That I have utter’d: bring me to the test,
And I the matter will re-word; which madness
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace,
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul,
That not your trespass, butmymadness speaks;
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place.
Whilst rank corruption, mining all within,
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven;
Repent what’s past; avoid what is to come;
And do not spread the compost on the weeds,
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my

viitue;

For in the fatness of these pursy times
Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg.
Yea, curb and woo for leave to do him good.
Queen. 0 Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heart

in twain.

Ham. O, throw away the worser part of it,

And live the purer with the other half.

Good-night: but go not to mine uncle’s bed;
Assume a virtue, if you have it not.

That monster custom, who all sense doth eat,
Of habits devil, is angel yet in this,

—

That to the use of actions fair and good
He likewise gives a frock or livery

That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night;
And that shall lend a land of easiness
To the next abstinence: the next more easy;
For use almost can change the stamp of nature.
And either curb the devil, or throw hun out
With wondrous potency. Onco more, good-

night:

And when you are desirous to be bless’d,

rU blessing beg of you.—For this same lord

[Famtina to Polonius.
I do repent: but Heaven hath pleas’d it so,

To punish mo with tliis, and this with me,
That I must be their scourge and minister.

I will bestow him, and will answer well
The death I gave him. So, again, good-night.

—

I must bo cruel only to be kind:
Thus bad begins and worse remains behind.

—

One word more, good lady.

Oi«»cn. What shall I do?
Harn. Not this, by no means, that I bid you

do:

Let the bloat king temot you again to bed;
Pinch wanton on your cheek; call you his mouse;
And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses,

Or paddling in your neck with his damn’d fingers,

Make you to ravel all this matter out,

that I essentially am not in madness, (know;

But mad in craft. ’Twere good you let him
For who that’s but a qmm, fair, sober,

_

wise,

Would from i paddock, from a bat, a gib,

Such dear coneernings hide? who would do so?



968 HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK [act IV.

No» ia despite of sense and secrecy,

Unpeg the basket on the house^s top,

Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape,

To try conclusions, in the basket creep,

And break your own neck down. [breath

Queen* Be thou assur’d, if words be made of

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe
What thou hast said to me.
Ham* I must to England; you know that?

Queen* Alack,

I had forgot: ’tis so concluded on.

Ham* There’s letters seal’d: and my two
schoolfellows,

—

Whom I will trust as I will adders fang’d,

—

They bear the mandate; they must sweep my
way.

And marshal me to knavery. Let it work;
For *tis the sport to have the engineer

Hoist with his own petard: and’t shall go hard
But I will delve one yard below their mines,
And blow them at the moon: 0, ’tis most sweet.

When in one line two crafts directly meet,

—

This man shall set me packing:

I’ll lug the guts into the neighbour room.

—

Mother, good-night.—Indeed, this counsellor

Is now most still, most secret, and most grave.

Who was in life a foohsh prating knave.
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you:

—

Good-night, mother.
[Exeunt severally; Ham. ^dragging out Pol.

ACT IV.

Scene L—A Room in the Castle*

Enter Kmc, Queen, Rosencrantz, and
Gtjildenstern.

King* There’s matter in these sighs, these
profound heaves: [them.

You must translate: ’tis fit we understand
Where is your son?

Queen* Bestow this place on us a little while.

[To Ros. and Guil., who go out*

Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night!

King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet?
Queen. Mad as the sea and wind, when both

contend
Which is the mightier; in his lawless fit,

Behind the arras hearing something stir.

He whips his rapier out, and cries, A rat, a rat!

And, in this brainish apprehension, kills

The unseen good old man.
King* 0 heavy deedl

It had been so with us had we been there:

His liberty is full of threats to all;

To you yourself, to us, to every one.
Alas, how shall this bloody deed be answer’d?
It will be laid to us, whose providence
Should have kept short, restrain’d, and out of

haunt [love,

This mad young man: but so much was our
We would not understand what was most fit;

But, like the owner of a foul disease,
To keep it from divulging, let it feed
Even on the pith of life- Where is he gone?

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath
MU’d:

O’er whom his very madness, like some ore
Among a mineral of metals base,
Shows Itself pure; he weeps for what is done.

King. 0 Gertrude, come away!
The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch
But we will ship him hence: and this vile deed
We must, with all our majesty and skill,

Both countenance and excuse.—^Ho, Guilden-
steml

Re-enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Friends both, go join you with some further
aid;

Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain,

And from his mother’s closet hath he ^agg’d
him: [body

Go seek him out; speak fair, and bring the
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this.

[Exeunt Ros. and Gun.
Come, Gertrude, we’ll call up our wisest

friends;

And let them know both what we mean to do
And what’s untimely done: so haply slander,

—

Whose whisper o’er the world’s diameter,
As level as the cannon to his blank, [name,
Transports his poison’d shot,—may miss our
And hit the woundless air.—0, come awayl
My soul IS full of discord and dismay.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—Another Room in the Castle*

Enter Hamlet.

Ham* Safely stowed. [Hamlet!
Ros. and Guil. [TVzfhm.] Hamlet! Lord
Ham. What noise? who calls on Hamlet?

O, here they come.

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Ros. What have you done, my lord, with
the dead body? [kin.

Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto ’tiS

Ros. Tell us where ’tis, that we may take it

thence,

And bear it to the chapel.

Ham. Do not believe it.

Ros. Believe what?
Ham. That I can keep your counsel, and

not mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a
sponge!—what replication should be made by
the son of a king?

Ros. Take you me for a sponge, my lord?
Ham. Ay, sir; that soaks up the king’s

countenance, his rewards, his authorities. But
such officers do the king best service in the end:
he keeps them, like an ape, m the corner of his
jaw; first mouthed, to be last swallowed:
when he needs what you have gleaned, it is but
squeezing you, and, sponge, you shrill be dry
again.

Ros, 1 understand you not, my lord.

Ham. I am glad of it; a knavish speech
sleeps m a foohsh ear.

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where the
body is, and go with us to the king.

Ham. The body is with the king, but the
king is not with the body. The king is *
thing,

—

Guil. A thing, my lord!

Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him. Hide
fox, and all after. [Exeunt,
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Scene HI.

—

Another Room in the Casifle*

Enter King, attended.

King, I have sent to seek Mm, and to find
the body.

How dangerous is it that this man goes loose!

Yet must not we put the strong law on him:
He’s lov’d of the distracted multitude,

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes;
And where ’tis so, the offender’s scourge is

weigh’d, [even,

But never the offence. To bear all smooth and
This sudden sending him away must seem
Deliberate pause: diseases desperate grown
By desperate appliance are reliev’d,

Or not at alL

Enter Rosencrantz.

How now! what hath befaUenI [lord,

Ros, Where the dead body is bestow’d, my
We cannot get from him.

King, But where is he?
Ros, Without, my lord; guarded, to know

your pleasure.

Kiruf* Bring Mm before us.

Ros, Ho, Guildensteml bring in my lord.

Enter Hamlet and Gtjildenstbrn,

King, Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius?
Ham, At supper.
Kirw- At supper 1 where?
Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is

eaten: a certain convocation of clitic worms
are e’en at him. Your worm is your only
emperor for diet: we fat all creatures else to

fat us, and we fat ourselves for maggots: your
fat king ahd your lean beggar is but variable

service,—two dishes, but to one table: that’s

the end.
King. Alas, alas!

Ham, A man may fish with the worm that

hath eat of a king, and eat of the fish that hath
fed of that worm.

King, What dost thou mean by this?

Ham, Nothing but to show you how a Mug
may go a progress through the guts of a beggar.

King, whore is Polonius?
Ham* In heaven; send tMther to see: if

y^ur messenger find him not there, seek him i’

the other place yourself. But, indeed, if you
find Mm not within tMs month, you shall noso
him as you go up the stairs into the lobby.

Kang, Go seek Mm there.

[To some Attendants.

Ham. Ho will stay fill ye come.
fFxeunf Attendants.

King* Hamlet, tMs deed, for thine especial

WMch we do tender, as we dearly grieve

For that iwMch thou hast done,—must send
thee hence

With fiery quickness; therefore prepare thyself;

The hark is ready, and the wind at help,

The associates tend, and everything is bent
For England.
Ham. For England!
King, Ay, Hamlet
Hm* Good.
King* So is It, if thou knew*it our purposes.

Ham, I see a cherub that sees them.*—But,
come; for Englaadl—FareweE, dear mother.

King, Thy loving father, Hamlet.
Ham, My mother: father and mother is man

and wife; man and wife is one flesh; and so,

my mother.—Come, for England I [ExiL
King, Follow Mm at foot; tempt him with

speed aboard;
Delay it not; I’ll have Mm hence to-night;
Away! for everything is seal’d and done
That else leans on the aflair, pray you, make

haste. [Exeunt Ros. and Guil.
And, England, if my love thou hold’st at

aught,

—

Asmy great power thereof may give thee sense,
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe
Pays homage to us,—thou mayst not coldly set
Our sovereign process; wMch imports at full,

By letters conjuring to that effect,

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England;
For Uke the hectic in my blood he rages,
And thou must cure me: till 1 know Ms done.
Howe’er my haps, my joys will ne’er begin.

[Exit.

Scene IV.—A Plain in Denmark,

Enter Fortinbiias, and Forces marching.

For, Go, captain, from me greet the Danish
Mng:

Tell Mm that, by Ms license, Fortinbras
Craves the conveyance of a promis’d march
OverMs kmgdom. You know the rendezvous,
If that Ms majesty would aught with us,

We shall express our duty in Ms eye.
And let Mm know so.

Cap, I will do’f, my lord.

For, Go softly on*
[Exeunt For. and Forces.

Enter HAmlet, Rosencrantz, Gtoden-
STERN, &C.

Ham* Good sir, whose powers are these?

Cap. They are of Norway, sir.

Ham. How purpos’d, sir, I pray you?
Cap, Against some part of Poland
Ham. Who commands them, sir?

Cap, The nephew to old Norway, Fortin-

bras. [sir.

Ham Goes it against the main of Poland,
Or for some frontier?

Cfltp. Truly to speak, and with no addition,

W© go to gain a little patch of ground
That hath in it no profit but the name.
To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it;

Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole
A ranker rate should It be sold in fee. [fend it.

Ham* Why, then the Polacfc never will de-

Cap, Yes, it is already garrison’d.

Horn. Two thousand souls and twenty thou-

sand ducats
Will not debate the question of tMs straw:

TMs is the imposthume of much wealth and
peace, [out

That inward breaks, and shows no cause with-

the man (ties.—I humbly thank you, sir.

Cap, God b* wi’ you, sir. [Exit,

Ros, Will’t please you go, my lord?
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Ham, m be with you straight Go a httle

before. [Exeunt all but Hamlet.
How all occasions do inform against me,
And spur my dull revenge 1 What is a man,
If his chief good and market of his time
Be but to sleep and feed? a beast, no more.
Sure he that made us with such large discourse.

Looking before and after, gave us not
That capability and godlike reason
To fust in us unus’d. Now, whether it be
Bestial oblivion or some craven scruple

Of thinking too precisely on the event,

—

A thought which, quarter’d, hath but one part

wisdom
And ever three parts coward,—I do not know
Why yet I live to say, This thingss to do;
Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and

means
To do’t. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me:
Witness this army, of such mass and charge.
Led by a delicate and tender prince;

Whose spirit, with divine ambition puff’d.

Makes mouths at the invisible event;

Exposing what is mortal and unsure
To all that fortune, death, and danger dare,

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great

Is not to stir without great argument,
But greatly to find quarrel m a straw [then,

When honour’s at the stake. How stand I,

That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d,

Excitements of my reason andmy blood,

And let all sleep? while, to my shame, I see
The imminent death of twenty thousand men.
That, for a fantasy and trick of fame,
Go to their graves iike beds; fight for a plot

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause,
Which is not tomb enough and conUnent
To hide the slain?—0, from this time forth,

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth!
[Exit.

Scene V.

—

Elsinore. A Room in the Castle.

Enter Queen and Horatio.

Queen. I will not speak with her.
Hot. She is importunate; indeed, distract:

Her mood wiU needs be pitied

Queen. What would she have?
Hot. She speaks much of her father; says

she hears
There’s tricks i’ the world; and hems, and

beats her heart; [doubt,

Spurns enviously at straws; speaks things in
That carry but half sense: her speech is nothing.

Yet the unshaped use of it doth move
The hearers to collection; they aim at it.

And botch the words up fit to their own
thoughts;

Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures
yield them, (thought,

Indeed would make one think there might be
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily.
’Twere good she were spoken with; for she

may strew
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds.
Queen. Let her come in.' [Exit Horatio.

To my sick soul, as sin’s true nature is,

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss:
So full of artless jealousy is guilt,

It spills itself in fearing to be spilt.

Reenter Horatio and Ophelia.

Oth. Where is the beauteous majesty of
Denmark?

Queen. How now, Ophelia!

Opk. How should I your true love know [Sws.
From another one?

By his cockle hat and staff.

And his sandal shoon.

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this
song?

Oph. Say you? nay, pray you, mark.

He is dead and gone, lady, [Swj/a,
He IS dead and gone;

At his head a grass green turf,

At his heels a stone.

Queen., Nay, but, Ophelia,

—

^h. Pray you, mark.

White his shroud as the mountain [Siwpa.
snow,

Enter King.

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord.

Oph. Larded with sweet flowers; [/Singes.

Which bewept to the grave did go
With true-love showers.

King. How do you, pretty lady?

Oph. Well, God ’ild you! They say the
owl was a baker’s daughter. Lord, we know
what we are, but know not what we may be.

God be at your table 1

King. Conceit upon her father.

Oph. I^ay you, let’s have no words of this;

but when they ask you what it means, say you
this:

To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day (Sings.
All m the morning betime,

And I a maid at your window,
To be your Vaientme.

Then up he rose, and donn’d his clothes,

And dupp’d the chamber-door;
Let in the maid, that out a maid
Never departed more.

King. Pretty Ophelia!

Oph. Indeed, la, without an oath. I’ll make
an end on’t;

By Gis and by Saint Charity, (Sings.

Alack, and fie for shame!
Young men will do’t, if they come to’t;

By cock, they are to blame.

Quoth she, before you tumbled me,
You promis’d me to wed*

So would I h. * done, by yonder stm.
An thou hadst not come to my bed.

King. How long hath she been thus?
Oph. I hope aU will be well. We must be

patient: but I cannot choose but weep, to think

they should lay him i’ the cold ground. My
brother shall know of it: and so I thank you;

for your good counsel,—Come, my cotchl—
Good-night, ladies; good-night, sweet ladies;

good-nii^t, good-ndght [Exit.

King. Follow her close; give her good
watch, I pray you. [Exit Horatio#
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0, this is the poison of deep grief; it springs

All from her father’s death. O Gertrude,
Gertrude,

When sorrows come, they come not sin^e spies,

But in battahons ! First, her father slain:

Next, your son gone; and he most violent author
Of his own just remove: the people muddied,
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and

whispers
For good Polonius’ death; and we have done

but greenly

In hugger-mugger to inter him: poor Ophelia
Divided from herself and her fair judgment,
Without the which we are pictures, or mere

beasts:

Last, and as much containing as all these.

Her brother is in secret come from France;
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds,

And wants not buzzers to infect his ear

With pestilent speeches of his father’s death;

Wherein necessity, of matter beggar’d.

Will nothing stick our person to arraign

In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this,

Like to a murdering piece, in many places

Gives me superfluous death. [A noise within.

Queen. Alack, what noise is this?

King* Where are my Switzers? let them
guard the door.

Enter a Gentleman.

What is the matter?
Genf. Save yourself, my lord:

The ocean, overpeenng of his list.

Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head,
O’erbears your officers. The rabble call him

lord;

And, as the world were now but to begm.
Antiquity forgot, custom not known.
The ratiflers and props of every word,
They cry. Choose wet Laertes shall be king!

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the
clouds,

Laertes shall be king, Laertes king!

Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail they
cry I

O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs!

King. The doors are broke. [iVoisc within.

Enter Laertes, armed; Danes following.

Laer, Where is this king?—Sirs, stand you
aU without.

Danes* No, let’s come in.

Laer. I pray you, give me leave.

Danes* We wiU, we will.

[They retire without the door.

Laer. I thank you;—-keep the door.—0 thou
vile Mng,

Give me my father!

<?ueen. Calmly, good Laertes.
Laer. That drop of blood that’s calm pro-

claims me bastard;
Cries cuckold to my father; brands the harlot

Even here, between the chaste unsmirched
brow

Of my true mother.
King* What is the cause, Laertes,

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like?—
Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our person:
There’s such diviidty doth hedge a king,

LL

That treason can but peep to what it would,
Acts little of his will,—TeH me, Laertes,
Why thou art thus incens’d.—Let him go,

Gertrude:

—

Speak, man.
Laer. Where is my father?
King. Dead.
Queen. But not by him.
King. Let him demand his fill. [with:

Laer. How came he dead? I’ll not be juggled
To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackest devil!

Conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit!

I dare damnation:—to this point I stand,

—

That both the worlds I give to neghgence,
Let come what comes; only I’ll he reveng’d
Most throughly for my father.

King. Who shall stay you?
Laer. My will, not all the world:

And for my means. I’ll husband them so weU,
They shall go far with httle.

King. Good Laertes,
If you desire to know the certainty
Of your dear father’s death, is’t wnt in your

revenge [and foe.

That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend
Winner and loser?

Laer. None but his enemies.
King. Will you know them, then?
Laer. To his good friends thus wide I’ll ope

my arms;
And, like the kind hfe-rendering pelican,

Repast them with my blood.
King. Why, now you speak

Like a good child and a true gentleman.
That I am guiltless of ;your father’s death.
And am most sensible in gnef for it.

It shall as level to your judgment pierce

As day does to your eye.

Danes. [Within.] Let her come in.

Laer. How now! what noise is that?

Re-enter Ophelia, fantastically dressed mtk
straws and flowers.

0 heat, dry up my brains! tears seven times salt

Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eyes!

—

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid by weight
Tdl our scale turn the beam. 0 rose of May I

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia!

—

0 heavens! is’t possible a young maid’s wits

Should be as mortal as an old man’s life!

Nature is fine in love; and where ’tis fine

It sends some precious instance of itself

After the thing it loves.

Oph. They bore him barefac’d on the bier [SiTiys.

Hey no nonny, nonny, hey nonny,
And on his grave rain’d many a tear,—

Fare you well, my dove!
Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst per-

suade revenge,
It could not move thus.

Oph. You must sing. Down-a-down, an you
call him a-down-a. 0, how the wheel becomes
it! It is the false steward, that stole his

master’s daughter.
Laer. This nothing’s more than matter.

Oph. There’s rosemarry, that’s for remem-
brance; pray, love, remember: and there is

pansies that’s for thoughts.
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Laer. A document in madness,—^thoughts

and remembrance fitted.

Oph. There’s fennel for you, and colum-
bines:—there’s rue for you; and here’s some
for me:—we may call it herb-grace o’ Sundays;

—0, you must wear your rue with a difference.

—There’s a daisy:—I would give you some
violets, but they withered all when my father

died:—they say, he made a good end,

—

Por bonny sweet Robin is all my joy,— [Sings.

laer. Thoughts and affliction, passion, hell

itself.

She turns to favour and to prettiness.

Oph. And will he not come agam? [Sings.

And will he not come agam?
No, no, he is dead,

' Go to thy death-bed.
He never will come agam.

His beard was as white as snow
All flaxen was his poll;

He is gone, he is gone,
And we cast away moan:

God ha* mercy on his soul!

And of all Christian souls, I pray God.—God
b’ wi’ ye. [E^t.

laer. Do you see this, 0 God? [grief,

King. Laertes, I must commune with your

Or you deny me right. Go but apart,

Make choice of whom your wisest friends you
will, (me:

And they shall hear and judge ’twixt you and
If by direct or by collateral hand
They find us touch’d, we will our kingdom give,

Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours,

To you in satisfaction; but if not,

Be you content to lend your patience to us,

And we shall jointly labour with your soul

To give it due content.

Laer. Let this be so;

His means of death, his obscure bunal,

—

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o’er his bones
No noble rite nor formal ostentation,

—

Cry to be heard, as ’twere from heaven to earth,

That I must caU’t in question.

King. So you shall;

And where the offence is, let the great axe fall.

I pray you, go with me. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.—Another Room in the Castle.

Enter Hoeatio ard a Servant.

ffor. What are they that would speak with
me?

Serv. Sailors, sir: they say they have letters

for you.

Mor. Let them come in,— [Exit Servant,
I do not know from w;hat part of the world
I should he greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet.

Enter Sailors.

1 Sail. God bless you, sir.

Ear. Let him bless thee too.

i Sail. He shall, sir, an’t please him.
There’s a letter for you, sir; it comes from
the ambassador that was bound for England;
if your name be Horatio, as I am let to Jtaaow
it is.

Eor. [Reads.] Horatio, when thou shalt
have overlooked this, give these fellows some
means to the king: they have letters for him.
Ere we were two days old at sea, a pirate of
very warlike appointment gave us chase.
Firding ourselves too slow of sail, we put on a
compelled valour; and in the grapple 1 boarded
them; on the instant they got clear of our ship;

so I alone became their prisoner. They have
dealt with me like thieves of mercy: but they
knew what they did; 1 am to do a good turn

for them. Let the king have the letters I have
sent; and repair thou to me with as much
haste as thou wouldst fly death. / have words
to speak in thine ear will make thee dumb; yet
are they much too light for the bore of the
matter. These good fellows wiV bring thee
where I am. Rosencraniz and Guildenstern
hold their course for England: of them I have
muck to tell thee. Farewell. He that thou
knowest thine. Hamlet.
Come, I will give you way for these your letters;

And do’t the speedier, that you may direct me
To him from whom you brought them.

[Exeunt.

Scene YU.—Another Room in the Castle.

Enter King and Laertes.

King. Now must your conscience my acquit-

tance seal,

And you must put me in your heart for friend,

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear,

That he which hath your noble father slain

Pursu’d my life.

Laer. It well appears:- but tell me
Why you proceeded not against these feats,

So cnmeful and so capital in nature.

As by your safety, wisdom, all things else,

You mainly were stirr’d up.

King. 0, for two special reasons;
Which may to you, perhaps, seem much un-

sinew’d,

But yet to me they are strong. The queen his

mother
Lives almost by his looks; and for myself,--
My virtue or my plague, bq it either which,

—

She’s so conjunctive to my life and soul,

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere,
I could not but by her. The other motive,
Why to a public count I might not go,

Is the great love the general gender bear Mm;
Who, dipping all his faults in their affection,

Would, like the spring that tumeth wood to

stone,

Convert his gyves to graces; so that my arrows,
Too slightly timber'd for so loud a wind.
Would have reverted to my bow again,
And not where I had aim’d them.

Laer, And so have I a noble father lost;

A sister dnven into desperate terms, —
Whose worth, if praises may go back again,
Stood challenger on mount of all the age
Por her perfections: —butmy revenge wiE come.

King, Break not your sleeps for that: you
must not think

That we axe made of stuff so fitt and dull

That we can let our beard be shook with
danger, [more:

And think it pastime* You shortly shall hear
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I lov’d your father, and we love ourself;

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine,

—

Enter a Messenger.

How now! what news?
Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet;

This to your majesty; this to the queen.
King, From Hamlet! Who brought them?
Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say; I saw them

not: [them
They were given me by Claudio,—he receiv’d

Of him that brought them.
King. Laertes, you shall hear them.

—

Leave us.
^

[Exit Messenger.
[iJead's.] High and mighty^—You shall know

/ am set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow
shall I beg leave to see your kingly eyes: when
/ shall, first asking your pardon thereunto,

recount the occasions of my sudden and more
strange return. Hamlet.
What should this mean? Are all the rest come

back?
Or is it some abuse, and no such thing?

Laer. Know you the hand?
King, ’Tis Hamlet’s character:

—

Naked,

—

And in a postscript here, he says, alone.

Can you advise me? [come;
Laer. I am lost in it, my lord. But let him

It warms the very sickness in my heart,

That I shall live, and tell him to ius teeth.

Thus diddest thou.

King. If it be so, Laertes,

—

As how should it be so’ how otherwise?

—

Will you be rul’d by me?
Laer. Ay, my lord:

So you will not o’errule me to a peace.
King. To thine own peace. If he be now

return’d,

—

As checking at his voyage, and that he means
No more to undertake it,—I will work him
To an exploit, now ripe in my device,

Cnder the which he shall not choose but fall:

And for his death no wind of blame shall

breathe;

But even his mother shall uncharge the practice

And call it accident.

Laer. My lord, I will be rul’d;

The rather if you could devise it so
That I might be the organ.

King. It falls right.

You have been talk’d of since your travel much,
And that in Hamlet’s hearing, for a quality

Wherein they say you shine: your sum of parts

Did not together pluck such envy from him
As did that one; and that, in my regard,

Of the unworthiest siege.

Laer. What part is that, my lord?

King. A very riband in the cap of youth,

Yet needful too; for youth no less becomes
The Hght and careless hvery that it wears
Than settled age his sables and his weeds,
Importing health and graveness.—Two months

since,

Here was a gentleman of Normandy,-—
I’ve seen myself, and serv’d against, the French,
And they can well on horseback: but this

gallant

Had witchcraft in’t; he grew unto Ms seat;

And to such wondrous doing brought Ms horse,

As he had been incorps’d and demi-natur’d

With the brave beast: so far he topp’d my
thought.

That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks,

Come short of what he did.

Laer. A Norman was’t?
King. A Norman.
Laer. Upon my life, Lamond.
King. The very same.
Laer. I know Mm well: he is the brooch,

indeed,
And gem of all the nation.

King. He made confession of you;
And gave you such a masterly report
For art and exercise in your defence,
And for your rapier most especially.

That he cried out, ’twould be a sight indeed
If one could match you: the scnmers of their

nation,

He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye,
If you oppos’d them. Sir, tMs report of Ms
Did Hamlet so envenom with Ms envy,
That he could nothing do but wish and beg
Your sudden coming o’er, to play with him.
Now, out of this,

—

,
Laer. What out of this, my lord?
King. Laertes, was your father dear to you?

Or are you like the painting of a sorrow,
A face without a heart’

Laer. Why ask you tMs?
Kmg. Not that I think you did not love your

father;

But that I know love is begun by time;
And that I see, in passages of proof,

Time quahfies the spark and fire of it.

There lives within the very flame of love
A kind of wick or snuff that will abate it;

And nothing is at a like goodness still;

For goodness, growing to a pleurisy,

Dies in Ms own too much: that we would do
We should do when we would; for this would

changes,
And hath abatements and delays as many
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents;

And .then tMs should is like a spendthrift sigh

That hurts by easing. But to the quick o’ the
ulcer:

—

Hamlet comes back: what would you under-
take

To show yourself your father’s son in deed
More than in words?

Laer. To cut his throat i’ the church.
King. No place, indeed, should murder sanc-

tuanze; [Laertes,

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good
Will you do tMs, keep close within your cham-

ber.

Hamlet return’d shall know you are come home.
We’ll put on those^ shall praise your excellence,

And set a double varnish on the fame
!
gather,

The Frenchman gave you; bring you, in fine, to-

And wager on your heads: he, being remiss,

Most generous, and free from all contriving,

Will not peruse the foils; so that, with ease,

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose
A sword unbated, and, m a pass of practice.

Requite Mm for your lather.

JUier. I will do’t:

And, for that purpose, I’ll anoint my sword.

I bought an unction of a mountebank-
So mortal that but dip a knife in it,
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Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare,

Collected from all simples that have virtue

Under tiie moon, can save the thing from death

That IS but scratch’d withal: I’ll touch my
point

With this contagion, that, if I gall him shghtly,

It may be death.

King. Let’s further think of this;

Weigh what convenience both of time and
means

May fit us to our shape: if this should fail.

And that our drift look through our bad per-

formance,
’Twere better not assay’d: therefore this pro-

ject

Should have a back or second, that might hold

If this should blast in proof. Soft! let me
see:

—

We’ll make a solemn wager on your cunnings,

—

I ha’t:

When in your motion you are hot and dry,

—

As make your bouts more violent to that end,

—

And that he calls for drink, I’ll have prepar’d

him
A chalice for the nonce; whereon but sipping.

If he by chance escape your venom’d stuck

Our purpose may hold there.

Enter Queen.

How now, sweet queen!
Queen, One woe doth tread upon another’s

heel, {Laertes.

So fast they follow:—your sister’s drown’d,
Laer. Drown’d! 0, where?
Queen, There is a willow grows aslant a

brook,

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream;
There with fantastic garlands did she come
Of crowflowers, nettles, daisies, and long

purples,

That liberal shepherds give a grosser name.
But our cold maids do dead men’s fingers call

them. [weeds
There, on the pendant boughs her coronet
Clambering to hang, an envious shver broke;
When down her weedy trophies and herself

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread
wide;

And, mermaid-like, awliile they bore her up:
Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes;
As one incapable of her own distress,

Or like a creature native and indu’d
Unto that element: but long it could not be
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,
Pull’d the poor wretch from her melodious lay
To muddy death.

Laer. Alas, then, she is drown’d?
Queen, Drown’d, drown’d. [Ophelia,
Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor

And therefore I forbid my tears: but yet
It is our tnck; nature her custom holds,
Let shame say what it will, when these are

gone.
The woman will be out.—Adieu, my lord:
I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze,
But that this folly douts it. [Exit.

King, Let’s follow, Gertrude;
How much I had to do to calm Ms rage!
Now fear I this will give it start again;
Therefore let’s follow. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.—A Churchyard,

Enter two Clowns with spades, &c.
1 Clo. Is she to be buried m Chnstian burial

that wilfully seeks her own salvation?

2 Clo. I tell thee she is; and therefore make
her grave straight: the crowner hath sat on
her, and finds it Chnstian burial.

1 Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned
herself in her own defence?

2 Clo. Why, ’tis found so.

1 Clo. It must be se offendendo; it cannot be
else. For here hes the point: if I drown my-
self wittingly, it argues an act: and an act hath
three branches; it is to act, to do, and to per-
form: argal, she drowned herself wittingly.

2 Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver,—
1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water;

good: here stands the man; good: if the man
go to tMs water and drown himself, it is, will

he, mil he, he goes,—mark you that: but if

the water come to Mm and drown him, he
drowns not Mmself: argal, he that is not guilty

of Ms own death shortens not Ms own life.

2 Clo, But is this law?
1 Clo. Ay, marry, is’t; crowner’s quest law.

2 Clo. Will you ha’ the truth on’t? If this

had not been a gentlewoman she should have
been buried out of Chnstian burial.

1 Clo. Why, there thou say’st: and the more
pity that great folk should have countenance in

tMs world to drown or hang themselves more
than their even Chnstian.—Come, my spade.
There is no ancient gentlemen but gardeners,
ditchers, and grave-makers: they hold up
Adam’s profession.

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman'^’

1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms.
2 Clo. Why, he had none
1 Clo. What, art a heathen? How oost

thou understand the Scnpture? The Scripture
says, Adam digged: could he dig without arms?
I’ll put another question to thee: if thou an-
swerest me not to the purpose, confess thy-
self,—
2 Clo. Go to.

1 Clo. What is he that builds stronger than
either the mason, the bhipwright, or the car-
penter’

2 Clo. The gallows-makei ; tor that frame
outlives a thousand tenants.

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith: tibie

gallows does well, but how does it well? it

does well to those that do ill: now thou dost
ill to say the gallows is built strons'.er than the
church: argal, the gallows may do well to thee,
To’t again, come.
2 Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a

sMpwnght, or a carpenter?
2 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.
2 Clo. Marry, now I can tell

X Clo. To’t.

2 Clo. Mass, I cannot tell.

iSnfer Hamlet and Horatio, at a distance.

X Clo. Cudgel thy brains m more about it,

for your dull ass will not mead Ms pace with
beating; and when you are asked tMs question
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next, say a grave-maker, the houses that he
makes last till doomsday. Go, get thee to

Yaughan, fetch me a stoup of liquor.

[Exit Second Clown.

In youth, when I did love, did love, (Di^sandsiw^s
Methought it was very sweet,

To contract, 0, the time, for, ah, my behove,

0, methought there was nothing meet.

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his

business, that he sings at grave-making?

Hot Custom hath made it in him a pro-

perty of easiness.

Ham. 'Tis e’en so; the hand of little employ-
ment hath the daintier sense.

1 Clo. But age, with his stealing steps, [Sings
Hath claw’d me in his clutch.

And hath shipp’d me mtil the land.
As if I hid never been such.

[Throws up a skull.

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and
could sing once* how the knave joels it to the

ground, as d it were Cain’s jawbone, that did

5ie first murder! This might be the pate of a

politician, which this ass now o’erreaches, one
that would circumvent God, might it not’

Hot. It might, my lord.

Ham. Or of a courtier, which could say,

Good-morrow, sweet lord’ How dost thou,

good lord’* This might be my lord such-a-one,

that praised my lord such-a-one’s horse, when
he meant to beg it,-—might it not?

Hor. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Why, e’en so: and now my Lady
Worm’s; chapless, and knocked about the

mazard with a sexton’s spade* here’s fine

revolution, an we had the trick to see’t. Did
these bones cost no more the breeding but to

play at loggats with ’em? mine ache to think

on’t.

1 Clo. A pick-axe and a spade, a spade, [Sings.

For and a shrouding sheet*

0, a pit of clay for to be made
For such a guest is meet.

[TAroms up another

Ham. There’s another: why may not that

be the skull of a lawyer? Where be his quid-

dits now, his quillets, his cases, his tenures, and
hts tricks? why does he suffer this rude knave
now to knock him about the sconce with a
dirty shovel, and will not tell him of his action

of battery? Hum! This fellow might be in’s

tune a ^eat buyer of land, with his statutes, his

recognizances, his fines, his double vouchers,

his recoveries: is this the fine of his fines, and
the recovery of his recovenes, to have his fine

pate full of fine dirt? will his vouchers vouch
him no more of his purchases, and double ones
too, than the length and breath of a pair of

indentures? The very conveyances of his lands
will hardly lie in this box; and must the in-

heritor himself have no more, ha?
Hor* Not a jot more, my lord.

Ham* Is not parchmentmade of sheep-sMns?
Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calf-skins too.

Ham* They are sheep and calves which seek
out assurance in that. I will speak to this

fellaw.—Whose grave’s this, sir?

1 Clo. Mine, sir.

—

O, a pit of clay for to be made /Sings.
For such a guest is meet

Ham. I think it be thine indeed; for thou
host m’t.

i Clo. You he out on’t, sir, and therefore it

is not yours* for my part, I do not he in’t, and
yet it IS mine.
Ham. Thou dost lie in’t, to be in’t, and say

it is thine ’tis for the dead, not for the quick;
therefore thou best.

J Clo ’Tis a quick lie, sir: ’t will away again
from me to you.

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for?

1 Clo. For no man, sir.

Ham. What woman, then?
i Clo For none, neither.

Ham. Who is to be buried in’t?

1 Clo. One that was a woman, sir; but, rest
her soul, she’s dead.
Ham. How absolute the knave is* we must

speak by the card, or equivocation will undo
us. By the Lord, Horatio, these three years I

have taken note of it; the age is grown so
picked that the toe of the peasant comes so near
the heel of the courtier, he galls his kibe.

—

How long hast thou been a grave-maker?
1 Clo. Of all the days i’ the year, I came

to’t that day that our last King Hamlet o’er

came Fortinbras.

Ham. How long is that since’

1 Clo. Cannot you tell that’ every fool can
tell that: it was the very day that young
Hamlet was born,—he that is mad, and sent
into England. [England?
Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into

I Clo* Why, because he was mad: he shall

recover his wits there; or, if he do not, it’s no
great matter there.

Ham. Why?
X Clo. ’Twill not be seen in him there; there

the men are as mad as he.

Ham. How came he mad?
1 Clo* Very strangely, they say.

Ham. How strangely?

J Clo* Faith, e’en with losing his wits.

Ham. Upon what ground?
1 Clo. Why, here in Denmark: I have been

sexton here, man and boy, thirty years.

Ham. How long will a man lie i’ the earth
ere he rot,^

1 Clo. Faith, if he be not rotten before he
die,—as we have many pocky corses now-a-
days, that will scarce hold the laying in,—he
will last you some eight year or nine year: a
tanner will last you nine year.

Ham. Why he more than another?
1 Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with

his trade that he will keep out water a great

while; and your water is a sore decayer of your

whoreson dead body. Here’s a skull now;
this skull has lain in the earth three-and-twenty
years.

Ham* Whose was it?

1 Clo. X whoreson mad fellow’s it was:

whose do you think it was?
Ham* Nay, I kno'w not.

i Clo. A pestilence on Mm for a mad rogue I

'a poured a fiagoa of Rhenish on my head once.
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This same skull, sir, was Yorick’s skull, the

king’s jester.

Bam. This?
1 Clo. E’en that.

Bam. Let me see.. [Takes the skull.]—Alas,

poor Yorick!—I knew him, Horatio; a fellow

of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy: he hath

borne me on his back a thousand times; and
now, how abhorred in my imagination it is!

my gorge rises at it. Here hung those hps
that I have kissed 1 know not how oft. Where
be your gibes now? your gambols? your songs?

your' flashes of merriment, that were wont to

set the table on a roar? Not one now, to

mock your own grinning? quite chap-fallen?

Now get you to my lady’s chamber, and tell

her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favour

she must come; make her laugh at that.

—

Pr’ythee, Horatio, tell me one thing.

Bor. What’s that, my lord?

Bam. Dost thou think Alexander looked o’

this fashion i’ the earth?

Bor. E’en so.

Bam. And smelt so? pah!
[Throws down the skull.

Bor, E’en so, my lord.

Bam. To what base uses we may return,

Horatio! Why may not imagination trace the

noble dust of Alexander till he find it stoppmg
a bung-hole?
Bor. ’Twere to consider too curiously to

consider so.

Bam. No, faith, not a jot; but to follow

him thither with modesty enough, and likeh-

hood to lead it: as thus; Alexander died, Alex-

ander was buried, Alexander returneth into

dust; the dust is earth; of earth we make loam;
and why of that loam whereto he was converted
might they not stop a beer-barrel?

Imperious Caesar, dead and turn’d to clay,

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away:
O, &at that earth which kept the world in awe
Should patch a wall to expel the winter’s

flaw!

—

But soft! but soft! aside.—Here comes the
king.

Enter Priests, &c., in procession; the Corpse of
OpHEX-iA, Laertes and Mourners following;
King, Queen., their Trains, &c.

The queen, the courtiers: who is that they
follow?

And with such maimed rites? This doth betoken
The corse they follow did with desperate hand
Fordo its own life: ’twas of some estate.

Couch we awhile and mark.
[Retiring with Hor.

Laer. What ceremony else?

Bam. That is Laertes,
A very noble youth: mark.

Laer. What ceremony else?
1 Friest Her obsequies have been as far

enlarg’d [ful;

As we have warrantise: her death was doubt-
And, but that great command o’ersways the

order,

She should in ground unsanctified have lodg’d
Till the last trumpet; for charitable prayers,
Shards, flints, and pebbles, should be thrown

on her,

Yet here she is allowed her virgin rites,

Her maiden strewments, and the banging home
Of bell and bunal.

Laer. Must there no more be done?
I Priest No more be done:

We should profane the service of the dead
To sing a requiem, and such rest to her
As' to peace-parted souls.

Laer. Lay her i’ the earth;—
And from her fair and unpolluted flesh

May violets spring!—I tell thee, churlish priest,

A mimstermg angel shall my sister be
When thou liest howling.

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia!
Queen. Sweets to the sweet: farewell!

[Scattering flowers.
I hop’d thou shouldst have been my Hamlet’s

wife, [maid,

I thought thy bride-bed to have deck’d, sweet
And not have strew’d thy grave.

Laer. 0, treble woe
Fall ten times treble on that cursed head
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense
Depriv’d thee of!—Hold off the earth awhile,
Till I have caught her once more in mine arms:

[Leaps into the grave.
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead,
Till of this flat a mountain y6u have made,
To o’er-top old Pehon or the skyish head
Of blue Olympus.
Ham. [Advancing.] What is he whose grief

Bears such an emphasis? whose phrase of
sorrow [stand

Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them
Like wonder-wounded hearers’ this is I,

Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into the grave.
Laer. The devil take thy soul!

[Grappling with him.
Bam. Thou pray’st not well.

I pr’ythee, take thy fingers from my throat;

For, though I am not splenetive and rash,

Yet have I m me something dangerous,
Which let thy wiseness fear: away thy hand.

King. Pluck them asunder.
Queen. Hamlet! Hamlet!
All. Gentlemen,

—

Bor. Good my lord, be quiet,

[The Attendants part them, and theg

come out of the grave.
Bam. Why, I will fight with him upon this

theme
Until my eyelids will no longer wag.

Queen. 0 my son, what theme?
Bam. I lov*d Ophelia; forty thousand brothers

Could not, with all their quantity of love,

Make up my sum. —What wilt thou do for her?
Kmg. 0, he is mad, Laertes.
Queen. For love of God, forbear him.
Bam. ’Swounds, show me what thou’It do;

Woul’t weep? woul’t fight? woul’t fast? woul’t

tear thyself?

Woul’t drink up eisei? eat a crocodile?
I’ll do’t,—Dost thou come here to whine?
To outface me with leaping in her grave?
Be buried quick with her, and so will I:

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them flirow

Millions of acres on us, till our ground,
Singeing his pate against the bunting zone,

Make Ossa like a wart I Nay, an thou’It mouth>
I’ll rant as weE as thdu*
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Queen. TMs is mere madness:

And thus awhile the fit will work on him;
Anon, as patient as the female dove,

When that her golden couplets are disclos’d,

His silence will sit drooping.

Ham. Hear you, sir;

What IS the reason that you use me thus?
I lov’d you ever; but it is no matter;

Let Hercules himself do what he may,
The cat will mew, and dog will have ids day.

[Exit.

King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon
him.— ^

[Exit Horatio.
Strengthen your patience in our last mght’s

speech; [To Laertes.
We’ll put the matter to the present push.—
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son.

—

This grave shall have a living monument*
An hour of quiet shortly shall we see;

Till then, in patience our proceeding be.

\Exeunt.

Scene II.—A Hall in the Castle.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio.

Ham, So much for this, sir: now let me see
the other;

Tou do remember all the circumstance?
Hor. Remember it, my lord! [fighting

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of

That would not let me sleep; methought I lay

Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly,
And prais’d be rashness for it,—let us know,
Our mdiscretion sometimes serves us well,

When our deep plots do fail: and that should
teach us

There’s a divinity that shapes our ends.
Rough-hew them how we will.

Hot. This is most certain.

Ham. Up from my cabin,

My sea-gown scarf’d about me, in the dark
Grop’d 1 to find out them: had my desire;

Finger’d their packet; and, in fine, withdrew
To mine own room again: making so bold,

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal
Their grand commission; where I found,

Horatio,
0 royal knavery! an exact pommand,

—

Larded with many several sorts of reasons,
Importing Denmark’s health and England’s too,

With, ho! such bugs and goblms m my life,

—

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated,

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe.

My head should be struck off.

Hor. Is’t possible?

Ham, Here’s the commission: read it at

more leisure.

But wilt thou hear me how I did proceed?
Hot. I beseech you, [villanies,

—

Ham. Being thus benetted round with

Ere I could make a prologue to my brains,

They had begun the play,—I sat me down;
Devis’d a new commission; wrote it fair:

1 once did hold it, as our statists do,

A baseness to write fair, and labour’d much
How to forget that learning; but, sir, now
It did me yeoman’s service. Wilt thou know
The effect of what I wrote?

Bor. Ay, good my lord.

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the
king,—

As England was his faithful tributary; [flourish;

As love between them hke the palm might
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear
And stand a comma ’tween their amities;
And many such hke as’s of great charge,

—

That, on the view and know of these contents,
Without debatement further, more ox less,

He should the bearers put to sudden death,
Not shriving-time allow’d.

Hor, How was this seal’d?
Ham. Why, even in that was heaven or-

dinant.

I had my father’s signet in my purse,
Which was the model of that Damsh seal:

Folded the wnt up in form of the other;
Subscrib’d it; gave’t the impression; plac’d it

safely, - [day
The changehng never known. Now, the next
Was our sea-fight; and what to this was sequent
Thou know’st already. [to’t.

Hor. So Gmldenstern and Rosencrantz go
Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this

employment;
They are not near my conscience; their defeat
Does by their own insinuation grow

.

’Tis dangerous when the baser nature comes
Between the pass and fell incensed points
Of mighty opposites.

Hor. Why, what a king is this.

Ham. Does it not, thinik’st thee, stand me
now upon,— [mother;

He that hath kill’d my king and whor’d my
Popp’d in between the election and my hopes;
Thrown out his angle for my proper life,

And with such cozenage,—is’t not perfect

conscience [damn’d.
To quit him with this arm? and is’t not to be
To let this canker of our nature come
In further evil? [England
Hoy. It must be shortly known to him from

What is the issue of the business there.

Ham. It will be short: the mtenm is mine;
And a man’s hfe’s no more than to say One.
But I am very sorry, good Horatio,
That to Laertes I forgot myself;
For by the image of my cause I see
The portraiture of his: I’ll court his favours:

But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me
Into a towenng passion.

Bor. Peace; who comes here?

Enter Osaic.

0$r. Your lordship is right welcome back to

Denmark.
Ham. I humbly thank you, sir.—Dost know

this water-fly?

Hor. No, my good lord.

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious; for

’tis a vice to know him. He hath much land,

and fertile: let a beast be lord of beasts, and
his crib shall stand at the king’s mess: ’tis a

chough; but, as I say, spacious in the posses-

sion of dirt. [leisure,

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at

I should impart a thing to you from his majesty.

Ham.,1 will receive it with all diligence of
'

spirit. [head.

Put your bonnet to Ms right use; *tis for the
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Osr. I thank yotiT lordship, ’tis very hot.

Ham. No, believe me, ’tis very cold; the
wiad is northerly.

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed.

Ham, Methinks it is very sultry and hot for

my complexion.
Osr, Exceedingly, my lord; it is very sul-

try,—as’t were,—I caimot tell how.—But, my
lord, his majesty bade me signify to you that

he has laid a great wager on your head. Sir,

this is the matter,

—

Ham, 1 beseech you, remember,

—

[Hamlet moves him to put on his hat.

Osr. Nay, in good faith; for mine ease, in

good faith. Sir, here is newly come to court

l4iertes; believe me, an absolute gentleman,
full of most excellent differences, of very soft

society and great showing: mdeed, to speak
feelin^y of him, he is the card or calendar of

gentry, for you shall find m him the continent

of what part a gentleman would see.

Ham. Sir, his definement suffers no perdi-

tion in you;—^though, I know, to divide him
inventorially would dizzy the arithmetic of

memory, and it but yaw neither, in respect of

his quick sail. But, in the venty of extolment,

I take him to be a soul of great article; and
his infusion of such dearth and rareness as, to

make true diction of him, his semblable is his

mirror; and who else would trace him, his

umbrage, nothmg more. (him.

Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of

Ham. The concemancy, sir? why do we
wrap the gentleman in our more rawer breath?

Osr. Sir?

Hot. Is’t not possible to understand in

another tongue? You will do’t sir, really.

Ham. What imports the nomination of this

gentleman?
Osr. Of Laertes?

Hot. His purse is empty already; all’s

golden words are spent.

Ham. Of him, sir.

Osr. I know, you are not ignorant,

—

Ham. I would you did, sir; yet, in faith, if

you did, it would not much approve me.

—

Well, sir.

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excel-
lence Laertes is,

—

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should
compare with him in excellence; but to know
a man well were to know himself.

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon; but in the
imputation laid on him hy them, in his meed
he’s unfellowed.
Ham. What’s his weapon?
Osr, Rapier and dagger.
Ham. That’s two of his weapons: but, well.
Osr. The king, sir, hath wagered with him

six Baxbary horses: against the which he has
imponed, as I take it, six French rapiers and
poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, hangers,
and so: three of the carnages, in faith, are
very dear to fancy, very responsive to the hilts,

most delicate carriages, and of very liberal
conceit.

Ham. What call you the carriages?
Hor. I knew you must be edified by the

margent ere you had done.
Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers.

Ham. The phrase would be more german to
the matter if we could carry cannon by our
sides: I would it might be hangers till then.
But, on: six Barbary horses against six French
swords, their assigns, and three liberal con-
ceited carriages; that’s the French bet against
the Danish: why is this imponed, as you call it?

Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen
passes between you and him he shall not ex-
ceed you three tuts: he hath laid on twelve for
nine; and it would come to immediate trial if

your lordship would vouchsafe the answer.
Ham. How if I answer no?
Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your

person in trial.

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall: if it

please his majesty, it is the breathing time of

day with me: let the foils be brought, the
gentleman willing, and the king hold his pur-
pose, I will win for him if I can; if not, I will

gam nothing but my shame and the odd hits.

Osr. Shall I re-deliver you e’en so?

Ham. To this effect, sir; after what flourish

your nature will.

Osr. I commend roy duty to your lordship.

Ham. Yours, yours. [Fxif OsRic.j—He
does well to commend it himself; there are no
tongues else for’s turn. [on his head.

Hor. This lapwing runs away with the shell

Ham. He did comply with his dug before he
sucked it. Thus has he,—and many more of

the same bevy, that I know the drossy age
dotes on,—only got the tune of the time, and
outward habit of encounter; a kind of yesty
collection, which carries them through and
through the most fanned and winnowed opin-
ions; and do but blow them to their trial, the
bubbles are out.

Fnifer a Lord.

lord. My lord, his majesty commended him
to you by young Osric, who bangs back to him
that you attend him m the haU: he sends to
know if your pleasure hold to play with Laertes,
or that you will take longer time.
Ham. I am constant to my purposes; they

follow the king’s pleasure: if his fitness speaks,
mine is ready; now or whensoever, provided I

be so able as now. [down.
Lord. The king and queen and all are coming
Ham. In happy time.

lord. The queen desires you to use some
gentle entertainment to Laertes before you fall

to play.

Ham. She well instructs me. I£xit Lord,
Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord.

Ham. I do not think so; since he went into
France I have been in continual practice: I
shall win at the odds. But thou wouldst not
think how ill all's here about my heart: but
it is no matter.

Hor. Nay, good my lord,

—

Ham. It is but foolery; but it is such a kind
of gain-giving as would perhaps trouble a
woman.
Hor. If your mind dislike anything, obey

it; I will forestall their repair Wther, and say
you are mot fit.

Ham. Not a wMt, we defy augury: there’s
a special providence in the fan of a sparrow*
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If it be now, ’tis not to come; if it be not to

come, it will be now; if it be not now, yet it

will come: tbe readiness is all: since no man
has aught of what he leaves, what is’t to leave

betimes?

Enter King, Qtjeen, Laertes, Lords,

OsRic, and Attendants with foils, &c.

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this

hand from me.
[The King puts Laertes’s hand

into Hamlet’s.
ffam. Give me your pardon, sir: I have done

you wrong:
But pardon’t, as you are a gentleman.

This presence knows, and you must needs have
heard,

How I am punish’d with sore distraction.

What I have done.
That might your nature, honour, and exception

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness.
Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes? Never

Hamlet:
If Hamlet from himself be ta’en away.
And when he’s not himself does wrong Laertes,

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it.

Who does it, then? His madness: ift be so,

Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong’d;
His madness is poor Hamlet’s enemy.
Sir, in this audience.
Let my disclaiming from a purpos’d evil

Free me so far in your most generous thoughts
That I have shot mine arrow o’er the house
And hurt my brother.

Laer. I am satisfied in nature.

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most
To my revenge: but in my terms of honour
I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement
fill by some elder masters of known honour
I have a voice and precedent of peace
To keep my name ungor’d. But tdl that time
I do receive your offer’d love like love,

And will not wrong it.

Earn. I embrace it freely;

And will this brother’s wager frankly play.

—

Give us the foils; come on.

Laer. Come, one for me.
Earn. I’ll be your foil, Laertes; in mine

ignorance
Your skill shall, like a star in the darkest night.

Stick fiery off indeed.
laer. You mock me, sir.

Earn. No, by this hand.
King. Give ifliem the foils, young Osric.

Cousin Hamlet,
You know the wager?
Earn. Yexj well, my lord;

Your grace hath laid the odds o’ the weaker
side.

King. 1 do not fear it; I have seen you both;

But since he’s better’d, we have therefore odds.

Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another.

Earn. This Hkes me well. These foils have
all a length? [Theg prepare to play.

Osr. Ay, my good lord.

King. Set me the stoups of wine upon that

table,

—

If Hamlet give the first or»second hit,

Or quit in answer of the t^rd exchange, i

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire; ^

The king shall drink to Hamlet’s better breath;
And m the cup an union shall he throw.
Richer than that which four successive kings
In Denmark’s crown have worn. Give me the

cups;
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak,
The trumpet to the cannoneer without.
The cannons to tiie heavens, the heavens to

earth,

Now the king drinks to Eamlet.—’ Come,
begin;

—

And you, the judges, bear a wary eye.
Sam. Come on, sir.

Laer. Come, my lord.

[They play.
Earn. One.
laer. No.
Ham, Judgment.
Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit.

Laer. Well;—again.
King. Stay, give me a drink.-—Hamlet, this

pearl is thine;

Here’s to thy health.—
[Trumpets sound, and cannon shot

off within.
Give him the cup. [awliile.

—

Earn. I'll play this bout first; set it by
Come.—Another hit; what say you?

[They play.

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess.
King. Our son shall win.
Queen. He’s fat, and scant of breath.

—

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows;
The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet.
Earn. Good madam!
King. Gertrude, do not drink.
Queen. I will, my lord; I pray you, pardon

me. [late,

Kiiw. [Aside.] It is the poison’d cup; it is too
Ham. 1 dare not drink yet, madam; by and

by.

Queen. Come, let me -wipe thy face.

Laer. My lord. I’ll hit him now.
King. I do not think’t.

Laer. [Asfrie.] And yet ’tis almost ’gainst

my conscience.

Earn. Come, for the third, Laertes: you
hut ddly;

I pray you, pass with your best violence:

I am afeard you make a wanton of me,
Laer. Say you so? come on [They play,

Osr. Nothing, neither way.
Laer. Have at you now!

[Laer. wounds Ham.; then, in scuffling, they

change rapiers, and Ham. wounds Laer.
King. Part them; they are incens’d.

Earn. Nay, come, again. [The Queen faUs
Osr. Look to the queen there, hoi

Eor. They bleed on both sides.—How is it,

my lord?

Osr. How is’t, Laertes?

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own
springe, Osric;

I am justly Mli’d with mine own treachery.

Earn. How does the queen?

King. She swoons to see them bleed.

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink,—0 my
dear Hamlet,

—

The drink, the drink!—I am poison’d. [Diis,
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H’am.O villany!—Holletthedoor be lock’d

Treachery I seek it out [Laertes falls

Laen It is here, Haniiet: Hamlet, thou art

slain;

No medicine in the world can do thee good;

In thee there is not half an hour of life;

The treacherous mstrument is in thy hand.

Unbated and envenom’d: the foul practice

Hath turn’d itself on me; lo, here I he,

Never to rise again; thy mother’s poison’d;

I can no more:—the king, the king’s to blame.

Ham, The point envenom’d tool—
Then venom to thy work. [Sfobs the King.

OsT, and Lords. Treason! treason!

King. 0, yet defend me, friends; I am but

hurt.

Bam. Here, thou incestuous, murderous,

damned Bane,
Dnnk off this potion.—Is thy union here?

Follow my mother. [King dies.

Laer. He is justly serv’d;

It is a poison temper’d by himself.—

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet:

Mine and my father’s death come not upon
thee,

Nor* thine on me! [Dies.

Bam. Heaven make thee free of it! I

follow thee.—
Iam dead, Horatio.—Wretched queen, adieu!

—

You that look pale and tremble at this chance,

That art but mutes or audience to this act,

Had I but time,—as this fell sergeant, death,

Is strict in his arrest,—0, 1 could tell you,-^-

But let it be.—Horatio, I am dead;

Thou Kv’st; report me and my cause aright

To the unsatisfied.

Bor. Never believe ft:

I am more an antique Roman than a Bane,

—

Here’s yet some liquor left.

Ham. As thou’rt a man,
Give me the cup; let go; by heaven, I’ll

have’t.—

0 good Horatio, what a wounded name,
Things standing thus unknown, shall live

behind me!
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart.

Absent thee from felicity awhile.

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in

pain,

To tell my story.—

[March afar of, and shot within.

What warlike noise is this?

Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come
from Poland,

To the ambassadors of England gives

This warlike volley.

Bam. 0, 1 die, Horatio;

The potent poison quite o’er-crows my spirit:

1 cannot live to hear the news from England;
But I do prophesy the election lights

On Fortinbras: he has my dying voice;

So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less,

Which have sohcited.—The rest is silence.

[Dies.

Hor. Now cracks a noble heart.—Good-
night, sweet prince,

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest!

Why does the drum come hither?

[March within.

Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambassadors,
and others.

Fort. Where is this sight?

Bor. What is it you would see’
If aught of woe or wonder, cease your search.

Fort. This quarry cries on havoc.—0 proud
death,

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell,

That thou so many pnnces at a shot

So bloodily hast struck?

I Amb. The sight is dismal;

And our affairs from England come too late:

The ears are senseless that should give us
hearing,

To tell him his commandment is fulfill’d,

That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead:
Where should we have our thanks?
Hor. Not from his mouth,

Had it the ability of life to thank you:

He never gave commandment for their death.

But since, so jump upon this bloody question,

You from the Polack wars, and you from
England,

Are here amv’d, give order that these bodies
High on a stage be placed to the view;

And let me speak to the yet unknowing world
How these things came about: so shall you hear
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts;

Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters;

Of deaths put on by cunmng and forc’d cause;
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook
Fall’n on the inventors’ heads: all this can I

Truly deliver.

Fort. Let us haste to hear it,

And call the noblest to the audience.

For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune:

I have some rights of memory m this king-

dom, [me.
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite

Bor. Of that I shall have also cause to speak,
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on

more;
But let this same be presently perform’d,
Even while men’s minds are wild: lest more

mischance
On plots and errors happen.

Fori. Let four captains

Bear Hamlet like a soldier to the stage;

For he was likely, had he been put on,

To have prov’d most royally: and, for his

passage.

The soldier’s music and the ntes of war
Speak loudly for him.—
Take up the bodies.—Such a sight as this

Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss,

“o, bid the soldiers shoot, (A dead march.
[Exeunt, bearing off the dead bodies: after

which a peal of ordnance is shot off*
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ACT I,

Scene L—Venicf. A Street.

Enter Roderigo and Iago.

Rod. Never tell me; I take it much unkindly
That thou, Iago, who hast had my purse
As if the strings were thine, shouldst know of

this,—
Iago, ’Sblood, hut you will not hear me:—

If ever I did dream of such a matter,

Abhor me.
Rod* Thou told’st me thou didst hold him in

thy hate.

fago. Despise me if I do not. Three great

ones of the city,

In personal suit to make me his lieutenant,

Off-capp’d to him:—and, by the faith of man,
I know my price, I am worth no worse a

place:—
But he, as loving Ms own pride and purposes,
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance

Horribly stuff’d with epithets of war:
And, in conclusion, nonsuits
My mediators; for, Certes, says he,
I have already chose my officer.

And what was he?
Forsooth, a great arithmetician,

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine,

A fellow almost damn’d in a fair wife;

That never set a squadron in the field,

Nor the division, of a battle knows
More than a spinster; unless the bookish

theoric,

Wherein the toged consuls can propose
As masterly as he: mere prattle, without

practice,

Is all his soIdiersMp. But he, sir, had the

election:

And I,—of whom his eyes had seen the proof

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds,
Christian and heathen,—must be be-lee’d and

calm’d
By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster;
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He, in good time, must Ms lieutenant be,

And I, God bless the mark! Ms MoorsMp’s
ancient. [his hangman.

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been
lago, there’s no remedy; ’tis the

curse of service,

Preferment goes by letter and affection,

And not by old gradation, where each second

Stood heir to the first. Now, sir be judge

yourself

Whether I in any just term am affin’d

To love the Moor.
Rod. I would not folldw him, then.

lago. 0 , sir, content you;

I followMm to serve my turn upon Mm:
We cannot all be masters, nor all masters

Cannot be truly follow’d. You shall mark
Many a duteous and knee-crookmg knave

That, doting on Ms own obsequious bondage,

Wears out Ms time, much hke Ms master’s ass,

For naught hut provender; and when he’s old,

cashier’d:

Whipme such honest knaves. Others there are

Who, trimm’d in forms and visages of duty,

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves;

And, throwing but shows of service on their

lords.

Bo well thrive by them, and when they have
hn’d their coats,

Do themselves homage: these fellows have
some soul;

Aud such a one do I profess myself.

For, sir.

It is as sure as you are Roderigo,

Were I the Moor I would not be lago:

In following Mm I follow but myself;

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty.

But seeming so for my peculiar end:

For when my outward action doth demonstrate
The native act and figure of my heart

In compliment extern, ’tis not long after

But I wM wear my heart upon my sleeve

For daws to peck at: I am not what I am.
Rod. What a full fortune does the thick lips

owe,
Jf be can cany’t thus!

/ago. Call up her father.

Rouse Mmr—make after Mm, poison Ms de-
light,

Proclaim him m the streets; incense her kins-

men,
And, though he in a fertile chmate dwell.

Plague Mm with flies: though that his joy be
joy,

Yet throw such changes of vexation on’t
As it may lose some colour. [aloud.
Rod. Here is her father’s house: I’ll call

/ago. Do; with like timorous accent and dire
yell

As when, by night and negligence, the fire

Is spied in populous cities. [tio, hoi
Rod. What, ho, Brabautio! Signior Braban-
/ago. Awake! what, ho, Brabantiol tMevesI

tMevesl tMevesI [bags!
look to your house, your daughter, and your
Thieves! tMeves!

BitABANTXo appears above at a window.
Bra. What is the reason of this terrible sum-

mons?

What is the matter there?

Rod. Signior, is all your family witMn?
/ago. Are your doors locked?
Bra. Why, wherefore ask you this?
/ago. Zounds, sir, you’re robb’d; for shame,

put on your gown; [soul;

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your
Even now, now, very now, an old black ram
Is tupping your wMte ewe. Arise, anse;
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell,

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you:
Arise, I say.

Bra. What, have you lost your wits?
Rod. Most reverend signior, do you Imowmy

voice?

Bra. Not 1; what are you?
Rod. My name is Rodengo.
Bra. The worser welcome:

I have charg’d thee not to haunt about my
doors;

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say
My daughter is not for thee; and now, in mad-

ness,

Being full of supper and distempering draughts,
Upon malicious bravery dost tb6u come
To start my quiet.

Rod. Sir, sir, sir,

—

J5ro. But thou must needs be sure,

My spirit and my place have in them power
To make tMs bitter to thee.

Rod. Patience, good sir.

Bra. What tell’st thou me of robbing? tMs
is Venice;

My house is not a grange.

Rod. Most grave Brabantio,
In simple and pure soul I come to you.

/ago. Zounds, sir, you are one of those that
will not serve God if the devil bid you. Be-
cause we come to do you service, and you think
we are ruffians, you’ll have your daughter
covered with a Barbary horse; you’ll have
your nephews neigh to you; you’ll have cour-
sers for cousins and gennets for germans.

Bra. What profane wretch art thou?
/ago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you

your daughter and the Moor are now malting
the beast with two backs.

Bra. Thou art a villain.

/ago. You are—a senator.
Bra. TMs thou shalt answer; I know thee,

Roderigo, [seech you,
Rod. Sir, I will answer anytMng. But I be-

If’t be your pleasure and most wise consent,

—

As partly I find it is,—that your fair daughter,
At tMs odd-even and dull watch o’ the night,
Transported with no worse nor better guard
But with a knave of common Mre, a gondolier,
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor,

—

If tMs be known to you, and your allowaace,
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs;
But if you know not this, my manners tell me
We have your wrong rebuke. Bo not believe
That, from the sense of all civihty,

I thus would play and trifie with your reverence;
Your daughter,—if you have not idvea her

leave,

—

I say again, hath made a gross revolt;

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes
In an extravagant and wheeling stranger [self;

Of here and everywhere. Straight sadsfy your-
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If she be m her chamber or your house

Let loose on me the justice of the state

For thus deluding you.

gra. Stake on the tinder, ho!

Give me a taper!—call up all my people!—

This accident is not unlike my dream:

Behef of it oppresses me already.—

Light, I say! hght! [Exit from above.

lago. Farewell; for I must leave you;

It seems not meet nor wholesome to my place

To be produc’d,—as if I stay I shall,—

Against the Moor: for I do know the state,

—

However this may gall him with some check,

—

Cannot with safety cast him; for he’s embark’d

With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars, ~

Which even now stand m act,—that, for their

souls,

Another of ius fathom they have none
To lead their business: in which regard,

Though I do hate him as I do hell pains.

Yet, for necessity of present life,

I must show out a flag and sign of love,

Which IS indeed but sign. That you shall

surely find him,

Lead to the Sagittary the raised search;

And there will I be with him. So, farewell.

[Exit

Enter below, Brabantio, and Servants with
torcheh

Bra. It is too true an evil: gone she is;

And what’s to come of my despised time

Is naught but bitterness. -Now, Rodengo,
Where didst thou see her’ -O unhappy girl!—

With the Moor, say’st thou? - Who would be
a father! fceives me

How didst thou know ’twas she? -O, she de-

Past thought. “What said she to you? - -Get
more tapers; [you?

Raise all ray kindred. Are they manned, tliink

Rod. Truly, I think they are.

Bra. 0 heaven’ How got she out?—

0

treason of the blood! -

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters’

minds
By what you see them act. - Are there not

charms
By which the property of youth and maidhood
May be abused? Have you not read, Rodengo,
Of some such thing?

Rod. Yes, sir, I have indeed.
Bra. Cal! up my brother. 0, would you

had had her*

Some one way some another. Do you know
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor’

Rod. I think I can discover him, if you please

To get good guard, and go along with me.
Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house

PU call;

I may command at most. -Get weapons, ho!

And raise some special officers of night. -

On, good Rodengo; PU deserve your pains.

Scene IL^-Venice. Another Street.

Enter Othello, Iago, ond Attendants with
tofchm.

hgo. Though in the trade of war I have
slain men,

Yet do I hold it very stuff 0 ’ the conscience
To do no contav’d murder: I lack imquity
Sometimes to do me service: mne or ten times
I had thought to have yerk’d him here under

the nbs.
0th. ’Tis better as it is.

Nay, but he prated,
And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms
Against your honour,
That, with the little godliness I have,
I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray you,

sir,

Are you fast married? Be assured of this,

That the magnifico is much beloved,
And hath, in his effect, a voice potential
As double as the duke’s- he will divorce you;
Or put upon you what restraint and gnevance
The law,—with all his might to enforce it on,

—

Will give him cable.

0th Let him do his spite:

My services which I have done the sigmory
Shall out-tongue his complaints. ’Tis yet to

know,

—

Which, when I know that boasting is an honour,
I shall promulgate,—I fetch my hfe and being
From men of royal seige; and my dements
May speak unbonneted to as proud a fortune
As this that I have reach’d, for know, lago,

But that I love the gentle Desdemona,
I would not ray unhoused free condition
Put into circumscnption and confine

For the sea’s worth. But, look! what fights

come yond’
lago. Those are the raised father and his

fnends.
You were best go m.
0th. Not I; I must be found;

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul

Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they?
Jago. By Janus, I think no.

Enter Cassio and certain Officers with torches,

0th The servants of the duke and my lieu-

tenant. -

The goodness of the night upon you, friends!

What IS the news’
Cas The duke does greet you, general;

And he requires your haste-post-haste appear-
ance

Even on the instant,

0th What is the matter, think you?
Cas Something from Cyprus, as I may

divine

It IS a business of some heat; the galleys

Have sent a do,ien sequent messengers
This very night at one another’s heels;

And many of the consul’s, rais’d and met,

Are at the duke’s already you have been hotly

call’d for,

I

When, being not at >our lodging to be found,

The senate hath sent about three several quests

To search you out,

0th ’Tis well I am found by you.

I will but spend a word here m the house,

And go with you.

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here?

lago. Faith, he to-mght hath boarded a land

carack:
If it prove lawful pnze, he’s made for ever.
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Cas. I do not understand.
iago. He’s married.

Cas, To who?
Re-enter Othello.

lago. Marry, to~Come, captain, will you go?

0th. Have with you.

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek tor

you
lago. It IS Brabantio.—General, be advis’d;

He comes to bad intent.

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers

with torches and weapons.

0th. Holla! stand there!

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor.
Bra. Down with him, thief!

[They draw on both sides,

lago. You, Roderigo! come, sir, I am for you.

0th. Reep up your bright swords, for the
dew will rust them.— [years

Good signior, you shall more command with

Than with your weapons.
Bra. 0 thou foul thief, where hast thou

stow’d my daughter?
Damn’d as thou art, thou hast enchanted her;

For m refer me to all things of sense,

If she m chains of magic were not bound,
Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happy.
So opposite to marriage that she shunn’d
The wealthy curled darhngs of our nation.

Would ever have, to incur a general mock.
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom
Of such a thing as thou,-—to fear, not to dehght.

Judge me the world, if ’hs not gross in sense
That thou hast practis d on her with foul

charms;
Abus’d her delicate youth with drugs or

minerals

That weaken motion:—I’ll have’t disputed on;
’Tis probable, and palpable to thinking,

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee
For an abuser of the world, a practiser

Of arts inhibited and out of warrant.—
Lay hold upon him: if he do resist,

Subdue him at his penl.

0th, Hold your hands,
Both you of my inclining and the rest:

Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it

Without a prompter.—Where will you that I go
To answer this your charge?

Bra. To prison; till fit time
Of law and course of direct session

Call thee to answer.
0th. What if I do obey?

How may the duke be therewith satisfied,

Whose messengers are here about my side,

Upon some present business of the state,

To bring me to him.
I Off. ’Tis true, most worthy signior;

The duke’s in council, and your noble self,

I am sure, is sent for.

Bra. How! the duke in council!
In this time of the night!—Bring him away;
Mine’s not an idle cause; the duke himself,
Or any of my brothers of the state,

Cannot but feel tHs wrong as ’twere their own;
For if such actions may have passage free,

Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be.

[Exeunt

Scene III.—Venice. A Council-chamber.

The Duke and Senators sitting at a table;
Officers attending.

Duke. There is no composition in these news
That gives them credit.

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion’d;

My letters say a hundred and seven galleys.

Duke. And mine a hundred and forty.

2 Sen. And mine two hundred.
But though they jump not on a just account,—
As in these cases, where the aim reports,

’Tis oft with difference,—^yet do they aU confibrm

A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus.
Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judg-

ment:
I do not so secure me in the error,

But the mam article I do approve
In fearful sense.

Sailor. [W/f/un.l What, hoi what, ho!
what, ho!

I Off. A messenger from the galleys.

Enter a Sailor.

Duke. Now,—what’s the business?
Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for

Rhodes;
So was I bid report here to the state

By Signior Angelo.
Duke. How say you by this change?
I Sen, This cannot be,

By no assay of reason: ’tis a pageant
To keep us in false gaze. When we consider
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk;
And let ourselves again be understood
That, as it more concerns the Turk than

Rhodes,
So may he with more facile question bear it,

For that it stands not in such warhke brace,

But altogether lacks the abilities [of this,

That Rhodes is dress’d in: if we make thought
We must not think the Turk is so unskilful

To leave that latest which concerns him first;

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gam
To wake and wage a danger profitless.

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for

Rhodes.
% Off. Here is more news.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious,

Steering with due course toward the isle of

Rhodes,
Have there mjointed them with an after fleet

j Sen. Ay, so I thought.—How many, as
you guess? [stem

Mess. Of thirty soil: and now do they re-

Their backward course, bearing with frank
appearance [tano,

Their purposes toward Cyprus.— Signior Mon*
Your trusty and most valiant servitor,

With his free duty recommends you thus,

And prays you to believe him.
Duke. ’Tis certain, then, for Cyprus.—

Marcus Luccicos, !s not he in town?
I Sen. He’s now in Florence.

Duke. Write from us to him; post-post-haste

despatch. [Moor.

I Sen. Here comes Brabantio and the valant
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Fnfcr Brabivntio, Othello, Iago,

Roderigo, and Officers.

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight

employ you

Against the general enemy Ottoman.—

I did not see you; welcome, gentle sigmor;
[To Brabantio.

We lack’d your counsel and your help to-night.

Bra. So did I yours. Good your grace,

pardon me;
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business

Hath rais’d me from my bed; nor doth the

general care

Take hold on me; for my particular grief

Is of so flood-gate and o’erbeurmg nature

That it engluts and swallows other sorrows,

And it is stiU itself.

Duke. Why, what’s the matter?

Bra. My daughter! O, my daughter!

Duke and Senators, Dead?
Bra. Ay, to me;

She IS abus’d, stol’n from me, and corrupted

By spells and medicines bought of mounte-
banks:

For nature so prepostciously to err,

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense,

Sans witchcraft could not. Iceeding,

Duke. Whoe’er he be that, m this foul pro-

Hath thus beguil’d your daughter of herself,

And you of her, the bloody book of law
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter

After your own sense; yea, thouf,U our proper

son
Stood in your action.

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace.

Here is the man, this Moor; whom now, it

seems,
Your special mandate for the state aftairs

Hath hither brought.
Duke and Senators. We are very sorry for’t.

Duke. What, in your own part, can you say
to this? tToOiiiKUA).

Bra, Nothing, but this is so. Iiors,

0th. Most potent, grave, and reverend sign-

My very noble and approv’d good masters.
That I have ta’en away this old man’s daughter,

It is most true; true, I have maincd her;

The very head and front of my oiten<ii«g

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my
speech,

And little ble.ss’d with the soft phrase of peace;
For since these arms of mine had seven years’

pith, fus’d

Till now some nine moons wasted, they have
Their dearest actum in the tented field:

And little of this great world can I speak,
More than pertains to feats of brml and battle;

And therefore little shall I itrace my cause
In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious

patieiice,

I will a round unvarnish’d tale deliver
Of my whole couise of love; what drugs, what

charms,
What conjuration, and what mighty magic,—
For such proceeding I am charg’d withal,—
I won his daughter,
/ru. A maiden never bold;

Of spirit so itlll and that her motion
Blush’d at herself; md the, --in spilt of natuft,

Of years, of country, credit, everything,—
To fall in love with what she fear’d to look on!
It is a judgment maim’d and most imperfect
That will confess perfection so could err
Against all rules of nature; and must be driven
To find out practices of cunmng hell,

Why this should be. I therefore vouch again
That with some matures powerful o’er the

blood,

Or with some dram conjur’d to this effect,

He wrought upon her.
Duke. To Vouch tins is no pi oof;

Without more wdder and more overt test
Than these thin habits and poor likelihoods
Of modern seeming do prefer against him.

I Sen. But, Othello, speak,
Did you by indirect or forced courses
Subdue and poison this young maid’s aflec-

tons?
Or came it by request, and such fair question
As soul to soul atfordeth?

0th. I do beseech you,
Send for the lady to the Sagittary,

And let her speak of me before her father
If you do find me foul in her report,

The trust, the office I do hold of you,
Not only take away, but let your sentence
Even fall upon ray life.

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither.

0th. Anuent, conduct them; you best know
the place. —

[Exeunt Iago and Attendants.
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven

]

I do confess the vices of my blood,

So justly to your grave ears I’ll present
How 1 did thrive in this fair lady’s love.

And she in mine.
Duke. Say it, Othello.

0th. Her father lov’d me; oft invited me;
StiU question’d me the story of my life,

From year to year,—the battles, sieges, for-

tunes,

That I have pass’d.

I ran it through, even from my boyish days
To the very moment that he bade me tell it:

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances.

Of moving accidents by flood and field;

Of hairbreadth scapes i’ the imminent deadly
breach;

Of being taken by the insolent foe,

And sold to slavery; of my redemption thence,

And portance in my travel’s history:

Wherein of antros vast and deserts idle,

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads
touch heaven,

It was my hint to speak, - -such was the process;

And of the Cannibals that each other eat,

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads

Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear
Would Dfesdmona seriously incline:

But still the house affairs would draw her

thence;

Which ever as she could with haste despatch,

SheM come again, and with a greedy ear

Devour up my discourse; which I observing,

Took once a pliant hour; and found good means
To draw f»m her a prayer of earnest heart

That I would all my pilgrimage dikte,

Whereof by parcels she had something heard,

But not intentlvely; I did consent;
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And often did beguile her of her tears,

Wben I did speak of some distressful stroke

That my youth suffer’d. My story being done,

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs:

She swore,—in faith, ’twas strange, 'twas pass-

ing strange;

*Twas pitiful, ’twas wondrous pitiful:

She wish’d she had not heard it; yet she wish’d

That heaven had made her such a man; she

thank’d me;
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her,

I should but teach him how to tell my story.

And that would woo her. Upon this hint I

spake:

She lov’d me for the dangers I had pass’d;

And I lov’d her that she did pity them.
This only is the witchcraft I have us’d:

—

Here comes the lady; let her witness it.

Enter Desdemona, Iago, and Attendants.

Duke. I think this tale would win my
daughter too.

—

Good Brabantio,

Take up this mangled matter at the best.

Men do their broken weapons rather use

Than their bare hands.

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak:

If she confess that she was half the wooer,

Destruction on my head if my bad blame
Light on the mani—Come hither, gentle mis-

tress:

Do you perceive in all this noble company
Where most you owe obedience?

Bes. My noble father

I do perceive here a divided duty:

To you I am bound for life and education;

My life and education both do learn me
How to respect you; you are the lord of duty,

—

I am hitherto your daughter; but here’s my
husband;

And so much duty as my mother show’d
To you, preferring you before her father,

So much I challenge that I may profess

Due to the Moor, my lord.

Bra. God be with youl—I have done.

—

Please it your grace, on to the state affairs:

I had rather to adopt a child than get it.—
Come hither, Moor:
I here do give thee that with all my heart,

Which, but thou hast already, with ail my heart

I would keep from thee.—For your sake, jewel,

I am glad at soul I have no other child;

For thy escape would teach me tyranny,

To hang clogs on them,—I have done, my lord.

Duke. Let me speak hke yourself; and lay

a sentence,

Which, as a gnse or step, may help these lovers
Into your favour.

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes de-

pended.
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone
Is the next way to draw new mischief on.
What cannot be preserv’d when fortune takes,
Patience her injury a mockery makes.
The xobb’d that smiles steals something from

the thief;

He robs himself that spends a bootless grief.

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile;
We lose it not so long as we can smile;

He bears the sentence well that nothing bears
But the free comfort which from thence he

hears;

But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow.
These sentences, to sugar or to gall,

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal:
But words are words; I never yet did hear
That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the

ear.— [state.

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of
Duke. The Turk with a most mighty pre-

paration makes for Cyprus.-Othello, the forti-

tude of the place is best known to you; and
though we have there a substitute of most
allowed sufficiency, yet opimon, a sovereign
mistress of effects, throws a more safer voice
on you: you must therefore be content to slub-
ber the gloss of your new fortunes wi^ this
more stubborn and boisterous expedition.

0th. The tyrant custom, most grave senators.
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war
My thnce-dnven bed of down: I do agmze
A natural and prompt alacnty

I find m hardness; and do undertake
These present wars against the Ottomites.
Most humbly, therefore, bending to your state,

I crave fit disposition for my wife;

Due reference of place and exhibition;

With such accommodation and besort
As levels with hei breeding.
Duke. If you please,

Be’t at her father’s.

Bra. rU not have it so.

0th. Nor I.

Des. Nor I; I would not there reside,
To put my father in impatient thoughts,
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke,
To my unfolding lend a gracious ear;

And let me nnd a charter in your voice
To assist my simpleness.

Duke. What would you, Desdemona?
Des. That I did love the Moor to hve with

him,
My downright violence and scorn of fortunes
May trumpet to the world: ray heart’s subdu’d
Even to the very quality of my lord:

I saw Othello’s visage m his mind,
And to his honours and his vahant parts
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate.
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind,
A moth of peace, and he go to the war,
The ntes for which I love him are bereft me,
And I a heavy interim shall support
By his dear absence. Let me go with him.
OtK Let her have your voices.

Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not
To please the palate of my appetite;

Nor to comply with heat, -the young affects
In me defunct, -and proper satisfaction;

But to be free and bounteous to her mmd:
And heaven defend your good souls, that you

think
I will your serious and great business scant
For she is with me: no, when light-wiog’d

toys
Of feather’d Cupid seel with wanton 4uIlne8S
My speculative and offic’d instruments,
That my disports corruptandtaintmy business,
Let housewives make a ikillet of my helm,
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And all indign and base adversities

Make head against my estimation!

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine.

Either for her stay or going: the affairs cries

haste,

And speed must answer it.

1 Sen. You must away to-nighf.

Otk. With all my heart.

Duke. At nine i* the morning here we’ll

meet again.

—

Otbello, leave some officer behind.

And he shall otir commission bring to you;

With such things else of (juality and respect

As doth import you.

Oih. So please your grace, my ancient,

—

A man he is of honesty and trust,—

To his conveyance I assign my wife,

With what else needful your good grace shall

thintr

To be sent after me.
Duke. Let it be so.

—

Good-night to every one.—And, noble signior,

[To Brabantio.
If virtue no delighted beauty lack,

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black.

I Sen, Adieu, brave Moor; use DeademOna
well. [to see:

Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou hast eyes
She has deceiv’d her father, and may thee.

[Exeunt DmcE, Senators, Officers, &c.
0th. My hfe upon her faith!—Honest lago.

My Desdemona must I leave to thee:

I pr’ythee, let thy wife attend on her;

And bring them after in the best advantage.

—

Come, Desdemona, I have but an hour
Of love, of worldly matters and direction,

To spend with thee: we must obey the time.

[Exeunt Othello and Desdemoha.
Bod. lago,—
logo. What say’st thou, noble heart?
Rod. What will I do, thinkest thou?
lago. Why, go to bed and sleep.

Rod. 1 will incontinently drown myself.

lago. If thou dost, I shall never love thee
after. Why, thou silly gentleman!
Rod. It is silliness to live when to live is

torment;:* and then have we a prescription to

die when death is our physician.

/ago. 0 villanousJ I have looked upon the
world for four times seven years; and since I

could distinguish betwixt a benefit and an
injury, I never found a man that knew how to

love himself. Ere I would say I would drown
myself for the love of a Guinea-hen, I would
change my humanity with a baboon.
Rod. TOat should I do? I confess it is my

shame to be so fond; but it is not in my virtue

to amend it.

Jtago. Virtue! a fig! ^tis in ourselves that we
are thus or thus. Our bodies are gardens, to

the which our wills are gardeners; so that if

we win plant nettles or sow lettuce, set hyssop
and weed up thyme, supply it with one gender
of herbs or distract it with many, either to

have it sterile with idleness or manured with
industry; why, the power and corrigible

authority of this lies in our wills. If the
balance of our Eves had not one scale of reason
to poise another of sensuality, the blood and
baseness of our natures would conduct us to

most preposterous conclusions: but haVe
reason to cool our raging motions, dur tamM
stings, our unbitted lusts; whereof I take this*

that you call love, to be a sect or scion.

Rod. It cannot be.

/ago. It is merely a lust of the blood and a
permission of the will. Come* be a mans
drown thyself! drown cats and blind puppies.
I have professed me thy friend, dad I confess
me kmt to thy deserving with cables of per-
durable toughness; I could never better stead
thee than now. Put money in thy purse;
follow thou the wars; defeat thy favour with
an usurped beard; I say, put money in thy
purse. It cannot be that Desdemona should
long continue her love to the Moor,-*“imt
money in thy purse,—nor he his to her: it was
a violent commencement, and thou shalt see
an answerable sequestration;—put but money
in thy purse.—These Moors are changeable in
their wills;—fill thy purse With money: the
food that to him now is as luscious as locnstS

shall be to him shortly as bitter as cologulntida.

She must change for youth: when she iS sdted
with his body she will find the error of hfet?

choice: she must have change, she must:
therefore put money in thy purse,—If thou
will needs damn thyself, do it a more ddicate
way than drowning. Make all the money thou
canst: if sanctimony and a frail vow betwixt an
errmg barbarian and a supersubtle Venetian be
not too hard for my wits and all the tribe of
heU, thou shalt enjoy her; therefore make
money. A pox of drowning thyself I it is clean
out of the way: seek thou rather to be hanged
in compassing thy joy than to be drowned and
go without her.

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes if t
depend on the issue?

/ago. Thou art sure of me:—go, make
money:—I have told thee often, and I re-teU
thee again and again, I hate the Moor; my
cause is hearted; thine hath no less reason.
Let us be conjunctive in our revenge against
him: if thbu canst cuckold him, thou dost thy-
self a pleasure, me a sport. There are many
events in the womb of time which will be
delivered. Traverse; go; provide thy money.
We will have more of this to-morrow. Adieu.

Rod. Where shall we meet i’ the morning?
lago. At my lodging.

Rod. I’ll be with thee betimes. [Roderigo?
/ago. Go to; fareweU. Do you hear.
Rod. What say you?
/ago. No more of drowning, do you hear?
Rod. I am changed: I’ll go sell all my land,

[Exit
/ago. Thus do I evermake my foolmy purse;

For I mine own gain'd knowledge should
profane

If I would time expend with such a snipe

But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor;
And it is thought abroad that 'twixt my sheets

He has done my office: I know not if’t be true;

But I, for mere suspicion in that Mtod,

Win do as if for surety. He holds me wett;

The better shall my purpose work on him,
Cassio’s a proper man: let me see now;
To get his place, and to plume up my will

In double knavery,—How, how?—Let's see;—
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After some time to abuse Othello’s ear
That he is too familiar with his wife:—
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose,

To he suspected: fram’d to make women false.

The Moor is of a free and open nature,

That thinks men honest that but seem to be so;

And will as tenderly be led by the nose
As asses are.

I have’t;—it is engender’d:—^heU and night

Must bi;ing this monstrous birth to the world’s
light. [Exit.

ACT n.

Scene 1.—A Seaport Town in Cyprus. A
Platform.

Enter Montano and two Gentlemen.

Mon. What from the cape can you discern

at sea? [flood;

1 Gent, Nothing at all: it is a high-wrought

1 cannot, ’twixt the heaven and the main,

Descry a sail. [land;

Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at

A fuller blast ne’er shook our battlements:

If it hath ruffian’d so upon the sea,

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on
them, [tl IS?

Can hold the mortise? What shall we hear of

2 Gent A segregation of the Turkish fleet:

For do but stand upon the foaming shore,

The chidden billow seems to pelt the clouds,

The wind-shak’d surge, with high and mon-
strous mam,

Seems to cast water on the burning Bear,

And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole

.

I never did like molestation view

On the enchafed flood.

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet

Be not enshelter’d and embay’d, they are

drown’d;

It is impossible to bear it out.

Enter a third Gentleman.

3 Gent. News, lads’ our wars are done.

The desperate tempest hath so bang’d the Turks
That their designment halts: a noble .ship of

Venice

Hatli seen a grievous wreck and sufferance

On most part of their fleet.

Mon. How! is this true?

3 Gent. The ship is here put m,
A Veronessa; Michael Cassio,

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello,

Is come on shore; the Moor himself’s at sea,

And IS in full commission here for Cyprus.

Mon. I am glad on’t; ’tis a worthy governor.

3 Gent. But this same Cassio,—though he
speak of comfort

Touching the Turkish loss,™yet he looks sadly,

And prays the Moor be safe; for they were
parted

With foul and violent tempest.
Mon. Pray heavens he be;

For I have serv’d him, and the man commands
like a full soldier. Let’s to the sea-side, hoi

,

As well to see the vessel that’s com© in

As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello,

Even till we make the main and the aerial blue

,

An indistinct regard. I

3 Gent. Come, let’s do so;
For every minute is expectancy
Of more amvance.

Enter Cassio.

Cas. Thanks you, the valiant of this warlike
isle,

That so approve the Moor' O, let the heavens
Give him defence against the elements,
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea!
Mon Is he well shipp’d? [pilot

Cos. His bark is stoutly timber’d, and his
Of very expert and approv’d allowance;
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death,
Stand m bold cure.

[Withm.] A sail, a sail, a sail!

Enter a fourth Gentleman.

Cas. What noise? [tho sea

4 Gent. The town is empty; on the brow o’

Stands ranks of people, and they cry, A saiP
Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor.

[Guns withm.
2 Cent. They do discharge their shot of

courtesy:

Our friends at least.

Cas. I pray you, sir, go forth.

And give us truth who ’tis that is arriv’d.

2 Gent I shall. [Ex/f.

Mon. But, good heutenant, is your general
wiv’d” (maid

Cas. Most fortunately: he hath achiev’d a
That paragons description and wild fame;
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens,
And m the essential vesture of creation

Does tire the ingener. --

Re-enter second Gentleman.

How now! who has put in?

2 Gent. ’Tis one lago, ancient to the general.
Cas. Has had most favourable and happy

speed: [winds,
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling
The gutter’d rocks, and congregated sands,—
Traitors ensteep’d to clog the guiltless keel,—
As having sense of beauty, do omit
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by
The divine Desdeinona.
Mon. What is she?
Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain’s

captain,

Left m the conduct of the bold lago;
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts
A se’nnight’.s speed. Great Jov-e, Othello

guard, [breath.
And swell his sail with thine own powerful
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship,

Make love’s quick pants m Desdemoua’s arms,
“ive renew’d fire to our extiucted spirits,

And bring all Cyprus comfort! 0 , behold,

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, Iago, Kodk-
EIGO, and Attendants.

The riches of the ship is come on shore!
Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees,—
Hail to thee, lady! and the grace of heaven,
Before, behind thee, and on every hand,
Enwheel thee round I
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Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio.

What tidings can you tell me of my lord?

Cas. He is not yet arriv’d; nor know I aught

But that he’s well, and will be shortly here.

Des. 0, but I fear—How lost you company?
Cas. The great contention of the sea and

skies

Parted our fellowship*—but, hark! a sail.

[Within.] A sail, a sail! [Guns within,

% Gent. They give their greeting to the cita-

del:

This likewise is a fnend.

Cas. See for the news.—
Gentlemen,

Good ancient, you are welcome.—welcome,
mistress;— [To Emilia.

Let it not gall your patience, good lago,

That I extend my manners; ’tis my breeding
That gives me this bold show of courtesy.

[iTissmp her.

lago. Sir, would she give you so much of her
bps

As of her tongue she oft bestows on me,
You’d have enough,
Des. Alas, she has no speech.

lago. In faith, too much;
I find it still when I have list to sleep:

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant.

She puts her tongue a little in her heart,

And chides with thinking.

Emil. You have little cause to say so.

lago. Come on, come on; you are pictures

out ot doors, [kitchens.

Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended,

Players in your housewifery, and housewives in
your beds.

Des. 0, file upon thee, slandererl

lago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk;
You rise to play and go to bed to work.
Emil. You shall not write my praise.

logo. No, let me not.

Des. What wouldst thou wnte of me if thou
shouldst praise me?

lago. 0 gentle lady, do not put me to’t;

For I am nothing if not critical. [harbour?

Des. Come on, assay—There’sone gone tothe

lago. Ay, madam.
Des. I am not merry; but I do beguile

The thing I am, by seeming otherwise.

—

Come, how wouldst thou praise me? [tion

logo. I am about it; but, indeed, my inven-

Comes from my pate as birdlime does from
frize,— [labours,

It plucks out brains and all: but my muse
And thus she is deliver’d.

If she be fair and wise, -“fairness and wit,

The one’s for use, the other useth it. [witty?

Des. Well prais’d! How if she be black and
lago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit,

She’ll filnd a white that shall her blackness fit.

Des. Worsfe and worse.
Emil How if fair and foolish?

lago. She never yet was foolish that was fair;

For even her folly help’d her to an heir.

Des. These are old fond paradoxes to make
fools laugh i’ the alehouse. What miserable

praise hast thou for her that’s foul and foolish?

lago. There’s none so foul, and foolish there-

unto,

But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones
do.

Des 0 heavy ignorance!—thou praisest the
worst best. But what praise couldst thou be-
stow on a deserving woman indeed,—one that,

in the authority of her merit, did justly put on
the vouch of very mahce itself?

lago. She that was ever fair, and never proud;
Had longue at will, and yet was never loud;
Never lack’d gold, and yet went never gay;
Fled from her wish, and yet said, Now 1 may;
She that, being anger’d, her revenge bemg mgh,
Bade her wrong stay and her displeasure fly;

She that in wisdom never was so frail

To change the cod’s head for the salmon’s tail;

She that could think, and ne’er disclose her
mind:

See suitors following, and not look behind;
She was a wight, if ever such wight were.

—

Des. To do what? [beer.
lago. To suckle fools and chronicle small
Des. 0 most lame and impotent conclusion!

—Do not learn of him, Emilia, though he be
thy husband.—How say you, Cassio? is he not
a most profane and liberal counsellor?

Cas. He speaks home, madam, you may
rehsh him more in the soldier than in the
scholar.

lago. [Aside.] He takes her by the palm:
ay, well said, whisper with as little a web as
this will I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio.
Ay, smile upon her, do; I will give thee in
thine own courtship. You say true; ’tis so,

indeed: if such tricks as these strip you out of
your lieutenantry, it had been better you had
not kissed your three fingers so oft, which now
again you are most apt to play the sir in.

Very Good; well kiss’d! an excellent courtesy!
’tis so, indeed. Yet again your fingers to your
bps? would they were clyster-pipes for your
sake! [Trumpet within,]—The Moor! I know
his trumpet.

Cas. ’Tis truly so.

Des. Let’s meet him, and receive him.
Cas. Lo, where he comes!

Enter Otheixo and Attendants,

Oth. 0 my fair warrior!

Des. My dear Othello!

Oth. It gives me wonder great as my content
To see you here before me. 0 my soul’s joy!

If after every tempest come such calms,
May the winds blow till they have waken’d

death!

And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas
Olympus-high, and duck again as low
As hell’s frt'm heaven! If it were now to die,

’Twere now to be most happy; for, I fear,

My soul hath her content so absolute

That not another comfort like to this

Succeeds in unknown fate.

Des. The heavens forbid

But that our loves and comforts should increase

Even as our days do grow!
Oth. Amen to that, sweet powers!—

I cannot speak enough of this content;

It stops me here; it is too much of joy;

And tins, and this, the greatest discords be
[Kissing her.

That e’er our hearts shall make!
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lago 0, you are well tun’d nowl
But ril set down the pegs that make this music,

As honest as 1 am.
Oik. Come, let us to the castle.

News, friends; our wars are done, the Turks
are drown'd.

How does my old acquaintance of this isle?

Honey, you shall be well desir’d in Cyprus;

I have found great love amongst them. O my
sweet,

I prattle out of fashion, and I dote

In mine own comforts.—I pr’ythee, good lago,

Go to the bay, and disembark my cofiers:

Bang thou the master to the citadel;

He is a good one, and his worthiness fmona,
Does challenge much respect.—Come, Desde-
Once more well met at Cyprus.

[Exeunt 0th., Des , and Attend.

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the har-

bour. Come hither. ' If thou be’st vahant,—
as, they say, base men being in love have then
a nobility in their natures more than is native

to them,—list me. The heutenant to-mght
watches on the court of guard* first, I must
tell thee this—Desdemona is directly m love

with him.
Rod With him! why, ’tis not possible.

lago. Lay thy finger &us, and let thy soul be
instructed. Mark me with what violence she
first loved the Moor, but for bragging, and
telhng her fantastical lies: and wiU she love

him still for prating? let not thy discreet heart

think it. Her eye must be fed; and what de-
light shall she have to look on the devil? When
the blood is made dull with the act of sport,

there should be,—again to inflame it, and to

give satiety a fresh appetite,—loveliness in

favour; sympathy in years, manners, and beau-
ties; all which the Moor is defective in: now,
for want of these required conveniences, her
delicate tenderness will find itself abused, begin
to heave the gorge, disrehsh and abhor the
Moor; very nature will instruct her m it, and
compel her to some second choice. Now, sir,

this granted,—as it is a most pregnant and un-
forced position,—who stands so eminently in
the degree of this fortune as Cassio does? a
knave very voluble; no further conscionabJe
than in putting on the mere form of civil and
humane seeming, for the better compassing of

his salt and most hidden loose affection? why,
none; why, none: a slippery and subtle knave;
a finder of occasions; that has an eye can stamp
and counterfeit advantages, though true advan-
tage never present itself: a devihsh knave!
besides, the knave is handsome, young, and
hath all those requisites in him that folly and
gieen imnds look after; a pestilent complete
knave; and the woman hath found him already.
Rod, I cannot believe that in her; she is full

of most blessed condition.

lago. Blessed fig’s end! the wine she drinks
is made of grapes: if she had been blessed, she
would never have loved the Moor: blessed
pudding! Didst thou not see her paddle with
the palm of his hand? didst not mark that?
Rod, Yes, that I did; but that was but

cpurtcsy.

/ufifo. Lechery, by this hand; an indleat and
obscure prologue to the history of lust and

foul thoughts. They met so near with their
Ups that their breaths embraced together.
ViUanous thoughts, Rodengo! when these
mutualities so marshal the way, hard at hand
comes the master and mam exercise, the incor-
porate conclusion: pish!—But, sir, be you
ruled by me: I have brought you from Venice.
Watch you to-mght; for the command, I’li

lay’t upon you: Cassio knows you not:—I’ll

not be far from you: do you find some occasion
to angei Cassio, either by speakmg too loud,
or tainting his discipline, or from what other
course you please, which the time shall more
favourably mimster.

Red. WeU.
lago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in

choler, and haply with his truncheon may strike
at you: provoke him that he may, for even
out of that will L cause these of Cyprus to
mutiny, whose qualification shall come into no
true taste again but by the displanting of Cassio.
So shall you have a shorter journey to your de-
sires by the means I shall then have to prefer
them; and the impediment most profitably
removed, without the which there were no
expectation of our prosperity.

Rod I will do this, if I can bring it to any
opportumty.

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by
at the citadel: I must fetch his necessanes
ashore. Farewell.

Rod. Adieu. [Exif.

lago. That Cassio loves her, I do well be-
lieve it;

That she loves him, ’tis apt, and of great credit;

The Moor,—howbeit that I endure him not,—
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature;
And, I dare think, he’ll prove to Desdemona
A most dear husband Now, I do love her too:
Not out of absolute lust, —though, peradventure,
I stand accountant for as great a sin,—
But partly led to diet my revenge,
For that I do suspect the lusty Moor
Hath leap’d into my seat: the thought whereof
Doth, hke a poisonous mineral, gnaw my in-

wards;
And nothing can or shall content my soul
TiU I am even’d with him, wife for wife;
Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor
At least into a jealousy so strong
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to

do,—
If this poor trash of Vemce, whom I trash
For his quick hunting, stand the putting on,
I’ll have our Michael Cassio on the hip;
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb,- -

For I fear Cassio with my lught-cap too;
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and re-

ward me
For making him egregtously an ass,

And practising upon his peace and quiet
Even to madness. 'Tie here, but yet confus’d;
Knavery’s plam face is never seen till usM*

Sci:ne IL -A Street.

Enter a Herald wtth a i>roc!amatmn; People
JoUowing.

Bet, It is Othello’s pleasure* our noble and
valiant general, that* upon certain tidings now
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arrived, importing the mere perdition of the

IWkish fleet, every man put himself into

triumph; some to dance, jM»me to make bon-

fees each man to what sport and revels his

addiction leads him: for, besides these bene-

ficial news, it is the celebration of his nuptial:—
so much was his pleasure should be proclaimed.

All offices are open; and there is full hberty

of feasting from this present hour of five till

the bell have told eleven. Heaven bless the

isle of Cyprus and our noble general Othello!

[Exeunt.

Scene IIL—i Hall in the Castle,

Enter Othello, Desdemona, Cassio, and
Attendants.

0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard

to-mght:

let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop,

Hot to out-sport discretion.

Cas. Tago hath direction what to do;

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye

Wm I look to't.

0th. lago is most honest.

Michael, good-night: to-morrow with yonr

earliest

let me have speech with you.--“Come, my dear

love,*— (To 0FSDEMONA.
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue;

That profit’s yet to come ’tween me and you.—
Good-night.

0th., De&., and Attend.

Enter Uoo.

Cas, Welcome, lago; we must to the watch.

logo. Not this hour, lieutenant; ’tis not yet

ten o’ the clock. Our general cast us thus

early for the love of his Desdemona; who let

us not therefore blame: he hath not yet made
wanton the mght with her; and she is sport

for Jove.
Cas. She’s a most exquisite lady.

lago. And, I’ll warrant her. full of game.
Cas. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate

creature.

Jago. What an eye she has! roethinka it

sounds a parley to provocation. (modest.

Cas. An inviting eye; and yet methinks nght
lago. And when she speaks, is it not an

alarm of love?

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection.

Jago. Well, happiness to their sheetsl

Come, lieutenant. I have a stoup of wine; and
here without are a brace of Cyprus gallants

that would fain have a measure to the health
of black Othello.

Cas. Not to-night, good lago: I have very
poor and unhappy brains for dnnldni: I could
well wish courtesy would invent some other
custom of entertainment,

Jago. 0, they axe mxr friends; but one cup;
PE drink for you.
Cm. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and

that was craftily quaEfied too, and, behold,
what inaovatiott it makes here; I am unfortu-
nate in the Infirmity, and dare not task my
wealoaeis udth any mma,

Jago. What, «aai ’tif a a||ht of mft&m the
gtEanti desire it.

Cos. Where are they? [them in.
Jago. Here at the door; I pray you, caE
Cas. I’U do’t; but it dislikes me. [£xif.
Jago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him,

Whh that which he hath drunk to-night
already.

He’ll be as full of quarrel and offence
As my young mistress’ dog. Now, my sick

fool Roderigo, [out,
Whom love hath turn’d almost the wrong side
To Desdemona hath to-night carous’d
Potations pottle deep; and he’s to watch;
Three lads of Cyprus,—noble swelling spirits.
That hold their honours in a wary distance.
The very elements of this warlike isle,

—

Have I to-night fluster’d with flowing cups.
And they watch too. Now, ’mongst this flock

of drunkards,
Am I to put our Cassio in some action
That may offend the isle:—but here they come;
If consequence do but approve my dream,
My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream.

Re-enter Cassio, with him Montano and
Gentlemen, followed by Servant with mne.

Cas. ’Fore heaven, they have given me a
rouse already.

Mon. Good faith, a little one; not past a
pint, as 1 am a soldier.

Jago. Some wine, ho!

And let me the canakm clink, clink;
And let me the canakm clmk:
A soldier’s a man;
O, man’s life’s hut a span;

Why, then, let a soldeur drink.

Some wine, boys.
Cas. ’Fore heaven, an excellent song.
Jago. I learned it in England, where, indeed,

they are most potent in potting: your Dane,
your German, and your swag-belhed HoUander.
—Drink, ho! —are nothing to your EngEsh.

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in his
drinking?

Jago. Why, he drinks you, with facility,

your Dane dead drunk; he sweats not fo over-
throw your Almain; he pves your HoEander
a vomit ere the next pottle can be fiEed.

Cas. To the health of our general!
Mon. I am for it, lieutenant; and I’E do

you justice.

Jago. O sweet England I

King Stephen was and a worthy peer, fSi’nps.

Bus breeches cost him hut a crown;
He held them sixpence all too dear,
With that he call’d the tailor lown.

He was a wight of high renown.
And thou art hut of low degree:

’Tis pride that pulls the country down;
Then take thine mold cloak about thee.

Some wine, hoi
Cas. Why, this la t more exquisite song

than the other,

Jago. WiE you hear it again?
Cor. No; for I hold Mm to be unworthy of

his place that does those things.—Well,—
heaven** above all; and there be souls must
be aaved, tad there be soul# must not be saved.

Jago. Iff true, good lieutenant.
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Cos. For mine own part,—no offence to the

generd, nor any man of quality,—! hope to be

saved.
logo. And so do I too, lieutenant.

Coa. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me;
the lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient.

Let’s have no more of this; let’s to our affairs.

—^Forgive us our sins!—Gentlemen, let’s look

to our business. Do not think, gentJeinen, I

'

am drunk: this is my ancient;—^this is my
right hand, and this is my left hand:—I am
not dnmk now; I can stand well enough, and

speak well enough.

AU. Excellent well.

Cos. Why, very well, then; you must not
think, then, that 1 £un drunk. [Exit.

Mon. To tile platform, masters; come, let’s

set the watch. [before;—

lago. You see this fellow that is gone

He is a soldier fit to stand by Csesar

And g3,ve direction: and do but see his vice;

*Tis to his virtue a just equinox,

The one as long as the other: ’tis pity of him.

I fear the trust Othello puts him in.

On some odd time of his infirmity,

Will shake this island.

Mon. But is he often thus?

lago. ’Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep:

He’ll watch the horologe a double set

H drink rock not his cradle.

Mon. It were well

The general were put in mind of it.

Perhaps he sees it not; or his good nature

Pnzes the virtue that appears in Cassio,

And looks not on his evils: is not this true?

Enter Roderigo.

lago. How, now, Roderigo! [Aside to him.

I pray you, after the lieutenant; go.

[Exit Rod.
Mon. And ’tis great pity that the noble Moor

Should hazard such a place as his own second
With one of an ingraft infirmity:

It were an honest action to say

So to the Moon
Jago. Not I, for this fair island;

I do love Cassio well; and would do much
To cure him of this evil—But, hark! what

noise? [Cry within,—“Help! help!’

Ue-enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo.

Cas. You rogue! you rascal!

Mon. What’s the matter, lieutenant?
Cas. A knave teach me my duty!

I’ll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle.

Rod. Beat me!
Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue?

[Striking Roderigo.
Mon. Nay, good lieutenant;

[Staying him.
1 pray you, sir, hold your hand.

Cas. Let me go, sir,

Or I’ll knock you o’er the mazard.
Afon. Come, come, you’re drunk.
Cas. DrunkI [Tkey fight,
lago. Away, I sty 1 go out, and cry a mutiny!

[Aalde to Rod., who goes out.
good lieutenant,—alas, gentlemen;—

Help, ho !— Lieutenant,— sir, —Montano,—
sir:

—

Help, masters!—Here’s a goodly watch indeed!

,
[J?e!Z rings.

Who’s that which rmgs the bell?—Diablo, ho!
The town will rise: God’s will, lieutenant, hold;
You will be sham’d forever.

Re-enter Othello and Attendants.

0th. What is the matter here?
Mon, Zounds, I bleed still; I am hurt to

the death.

0th. Hold, for your lives! [—gentlemen,—
lago. Hold, ho! heutenant,—sir,—Montano,

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty?
Hold! the general speaks to you; hold, for

shame! [this?

0th. Why, how now, ho! fromwhence ariseth
Are we turn’d Turks, and to ourselves do that
Which Heaven hath forbid the Ottomites?
For Chnstian shame, put by this barbarous

brawl:

He that stirs next to oarve for his own rage
Holds his soul hght; he dies upon his motion.—
Silence that dreadful belli it fnghts the isle

From her propriety.—What is the matter,
masters?

—

Honest lago, that look’d dead with grieving,

Speak, who began tins? on thy love, I charge
thee. [even now,

lago. I do not know;—friends all but now,
In quarter, and m terms like bnde and groom
Divesting them for bed; and then, but now,—
As if some planet had unwitted men,—
Swords out, and tilting one at other’s breast
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak
Any beginning to this peevish odds;
And would in action glonous I had lost

Those legs that brought me to a part of it!

0th. How comes it Michael, you are thus
forgot?

Cas. I pray you, pardon me; I cannot speak.
0th. Worthy Montano, you were wont to be

civil;

The gravity and stillness of your youth
The world hath noted, and your name is great
In mouths of wisest censure; what’s the matter.
That you unlace your reputation thus,

And spend your rich opiwon for the name
Of a night-brawler? give me answer to it.

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger:
Your officer, lago, can inform you,

—

While I spare speech, which something now
offends me,

—

Of all that I do know: nor know 1 aught
By me that’s said or done amiss this night
Unless self-chanty be sometimes a vice,

And to defend ourselves it be a sin
When violence assails us.

Oth. Now, by heaven,
My blood begins my safer guides to rule;

And passion, having my best judpaent coffied)

Assays to lead the way. If I once stir,

Or do but lift this arm, the beat of you
Shah sink in my rebuke. Give me to know
How this foul rout began, who set it on;
And he that is approv’d in this offence,
Though he had twirm’d with me, both at a b4rth»

Shall lose me.—What! in a town of war
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Yet wild, the people’s hearts bnmfni of fear.

To manage pnvate and domestic quarrel,

In mght, and on.the court and guard of safety!

’Tis monstrous.—lago, who began’t?

Mon, If partially affin’d, or leagu’d in oflJce,

Thou dost deliver more or less than truth,

Thou art no soldier.

lago. Touch me not so near:

I had rather have this tongue cut from my
mouth

Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio;
Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth

Shall nothing wrong him.—Thus it is, general.

Montano and myself being in speech,

There comes a fellow crying out for help;

And Cassio following him with determin’d
sword,

To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause:
Myself the crying fellow did pursue,
Lest by his clamour,—as it so fell out,

—

The town might fall in fright: he, swift of foot,

Outran my purpose; and I return’d the rather
For that I heard the chnk and fall of swords,
And Cassio high in oath; which till-to-mght

I ne’er imght say before. When I came back,—
For this was bnef,—I found them close together
At blow and thrust; even as again they were
When you yourself did part them.
More of this matter cannot I report;—
But men are men; the best sometimes forget:

—

Though Cassio did some httle wrong to him,

—

As men in rage stnke those that wish them
best,

—

Yet surely Cassio, I believe, receiv’d

From him that ffed some strange indignity

Which patience could not pass.

0th, I know, lago,

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter,

Maiking it light to Cassio. Cassio, I love thee;

But never more be officer of mine.—

Re-enter Desdemona, attended.

Look, if my gentle love be not rais’d up!

—

I’ll make thee an example.

Des. What’s the matter?
0th. All’s well now, sweeting; come away

to bed.

Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon:

Lead him off, [To Montano, who is Zed off.

lago, look with care about the town,

And silence those whom this vile brawl dis-

tracted.—
Come, Desdemona: ’tis the soldier’s life

To have their balmy slumbers wak’d with strife.

[Exeunt all but Iago and Cassio.

lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant?

Cas. Ay, past pU surgery.

lago. Marry, heaven forbid!

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation! 0,
I have lost my reputation! I have lost the

immortal part of myself, and what remains is

bestial.—My reputation, lago, my reputation!

lago. As I am an honest man, I thought you
had received some bodily wound; there is more
sense in that than in reputation. Reputation

is an idle and most false imposition; oft got

without merit, and lost without deserving; you
have lost no feputaiioft at all, unless you repute

youwelf such a loser. What, maul there are

ways to recover the general again: you are but
now, cast in his mood, a punishment more in

policy than in malice; even so as one would
beat his offenceless dog to affright an imperious
lion: sue to him again, and he is yours.

Cos. I will rather sue to be despised than to

deceive so good a commander with so slight, so
drunken, and so indiscreet an officer. Drunk?
and speak parrot? and squabble? swagger?
swear? and discourse fustian with one’s own
shadow?—0 thou invisible spirit of wine, if

thou hast no name to be known by, let us call

thee devil!

lago. What was he that you followed vrith

your sword? What had he done to you?
Cas. I know not.

lago. Is’t possible?
Cas. I remember a mass of things, but no-

thing distinctly; a quarrel, but nothing where-
fore.—0 God, that men should put an enemy
in their mouths to steal away their brains! that
we should, with joy, pleasance, revel, and
applause, transform ourselves into beasts!

lago. Why, but you are now well enough;
how come you thus recovered?

Cas. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness to
give place to the devil wrath: one unperfectness
shows me another, to make me frankly despise
myself.

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler:
as the time, the place, and the condition of
this country stands, I could heartily wish this
had not befallen; but, since it is as it is, mend
it for your own good.

Cas. 1 will ask him for my place again,—he
shall tell me I am a drunkard! Had I as many
mouths as Hydra, such an answer would stop
them all. To be now a sensible man, by and
by a fool, and presently a beast! O strange!

—

Every inordinate cup is unbless’d, and the
ingredient is a devil.

lago. Come, come, good wme is a good
familiar creature if it be weU used: exclaim no
more against it. And, good lieutenant, I think
you think I love you.

Cas. I have well approved it, sir.—I drunk!
logo. You, or any man hving, may be drunk

at a time, man. I’U tell you what you shall

do. Our general’s wife is now the general;—

I

may say so in this respect, for that he hath
devoted and given up himself to the contempla-
tion, mark, and denotement of her parts and
graces: -confess yourself freely to her; im-
portune her help to put you m your place
again: she is of so free, so kind, so apt, so

blessed a disposition, she holds it a vice m her
goodness not to do more than she is requested:
this broken joint between you and her husband
entreat her to splinter; and, my fortunes against
any lay worth naming, this crack of your love
shall grow stronger than it was before.

Cas. You advise me well.

lago. I protest, in the sincerity of love and
honest kindness.

Cos. I think it freely; and betimes in the
morning I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona
to undertake for me: I am desperate of my
fortunes if they check me here.

lago. You are in the right. Good-nightu
lieutenant; 1 must to the watch.
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Cos. Good-nigjit, honest lago. [Exit

foffo. Ahd what’s he, then, that says I play

the villain?

When this advice is free I give and honest,

Probal to thinMng, and, indeed, the course
To win the Moor again? For ’tis most easy
The inchmng Lesdemona to subdue
In any honest suit: she’s fram’d as fruitful

As the free elements. And then for her
To win the Moor,—were’t to renounce his

baptism,

AM seals and symbols of redeemed sin,

—

His soul is so enfettered to her love

.That she may make, unmake, do what she list,

Even as her appetite shall play the god
With this weak function. How am I, then, a

villain

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course,

Directly to his good? Divinity of hell!

When devils will their blackest sins put on,

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows,
As I do now: for whiles this honest fool

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes.

And she for Mm pleads strongly to the Moor,
I’M pOUr this pestilence into Ms ear,

—

That she repeals Mm for her body’s lust;

And by hovi much she strives to do him good
She shall undo her credit with the Moor.
So will I turn her virtue into pitch;

And out of her own goodness make the net

That shall enmesh them all.

Enter Roderigo.

How now, Roderigo!
Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like

a hound that hunts, but one that fills up the

cty. My money is almdst spent, I have been
to-night exceedingly well cudgelled; and I

tMnk the issue will be—I shall have so much
experience for my pains: and so, with no
money at aM, and a little more writ, return
again to Vemce.

Togo. How poor are they that have not
patience!

What wound did ever heal but by degrees?
Thou know’st we work by wit, and not by

witchcraft;

And wit depends on dilatory time.

Does’t not go well? Cassio hath beaten thee,

And thou, by^that small hurt, hast casMer’d
Cassio;

Though other things grow fair against the sun,

Yet fruits that blossom first will first be ripe:

Content thyself awMle.—By the mass, ’tis

morning;
Pleasure and action make the hours seem

short.

—

Retire thee; go where thou ait billeted:

Away, I say; thCu shalt know more hereafter:

Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rod.]—Two thmgs
are to be done,—

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress;
Fll set her on;

Myself the while to draw the Moor apart.

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find
Soliciting Ms wife. Ay, that’s the way:
Dull not device by coldness and delay,

{Exit.

ACT III.

Scene L—Cyprus. Before the Castle.

Enter Cassio and some Musicians.

Cas. Masters, play here,—I wiM content
your pains,

SometMng that’s brief; and bid good-morrow,
general. [Music!

Enter Clown.

Cto. Why, masters, have your instruments
been in Naples, that they speak i’ the nose
thus?

I Mus. How, sir, how!
Clo. Are these, I pray you, wind instruments’
I Mus. Ay, marry, are they sir,

Clo. 0, thereby hangs a tale.

I Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir?

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument
that I know. But, masters, here’s money for
you: and the general so likes your music that
he desires you, for love’s sake, to make no
more noise with it.

I Mus. Well, Sir, we will not.

Clo. If you have any music that may not be
heard, to’t again: but, as they say, to hear
music the general does not greatly care.

I Mus. We have none such, sir.

Clo. Then put up your pipes m your bag, for

I’ll away: go; vamsh into air; aw'ay.

[Exit Musicians.
Cas. Dost thou hear, mine honest friend?
Clo. No, I hear not your honest fnend; I

hear you.
Cas. Pr’ythee, keep up thy quillets. There’s

a poor piece of gold for thee: if the gentle-
woman that attends the general’s wife be
stirring, tell her there’s one Cassio entreats
her a little favour of speech: wilt thou do this?

Clo. She IS stirring, sir; if she will stir

hither I shaM seem to notify unto her.

Cos. Do, good my friend. [£x:if Clown,

Enter Iago.

In happy time, Iago,

Jago. You have not been a-bed, then?
Cas. Why no; the day had broke

Before we parted, I have made bold, Iago,

To send into your wife: my .suit to her
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona
Procure me some access.

Jago. I’M send her to you presently;

And I’ll devise a mean to draw the Moor
Out of the way, that your converse and busi ness
May be more free.

Cas. I humbly thank you for’t, [Rxif Iago.
I never knew

A Florentine more Wnd and honest.

Enter Emiija.

Emil Good-morrow, good lieutenant: I am
sorry

For your displeasure; but all will soon foe well
The general and his wife are talking of It;

And she speaks for you stoutly: the Moor re-

plies

That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus,
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And great a]^ty, and that, in wholesome
wisdom, [he loves you,

He might not but refuse you; but he protests
And needs no other suitor but his likings
To take the saf’st occasion by the front
To bring you in again.

Cos. Yet, I beseech you,

—

If you think fit, or that it may be done,

—

Give me advantage of some brief discourse
With pesdemona alone.

Emil.
^

Pray you, come in:

I will bestow you where you shall have time
To speak your bosom freely,

Cas. I am much bound to you.
[Exeunt.

Scene II.—Cyprus. A Room in the Castle,

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen.

0th. These letters give, Iago, to the pilot;

And by him do my duties to the senate;
That done, I will be walking on the works;
Repair there to me.

Iago. Well, my good lord, Pll do’t.

0 th. This fortification, gentlemen,—shall we
see’t?

Gent. We’ll wait upon your lordship.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—Cyprus. The Garden of the
Castle.

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia.

Des. Be thou assur’d, good Cassio, I will do
AU my abihties in thy behalf. [my husband
Emtl. Good madam, do: I warrant it grieves

As if the case were his, (doubt, Cassio,
Oes. 0, that’s an honest fellow.—Do not

But I will have my lord and you again
As friendly as you were.

Cas. Bounteous madam,
Whatever sbaU become of Michael Cassio,
He’s never anything but your true servant.

Des. I know’t,—^I thank you. You do love
my lord: [assur’d

You have known him long; and be you well
He shall in strangeness stand no further off

Than in a pohtic distance.

Cas. Ay, but, lady,

That policy may either last so long,

Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet,

Or breed itself so out of circumstance,
That, I being absent, and my place supplied.
My general will forget my love and service,

Des. Do not doubt that; before Emilia here
I give thee warrant of thy place: assure thee.
If I do vow a friendship, I’ll perform it

To the last article: my lord shall never rest;

I’ll watch him tame, and talk him out of
patience;

His bed shall seem a school, his board a shnft;
ril intermingle everything he does
With Cassio’s suit: therefore be merry, Cassio;
For thy soheitor shall rather die
Than give thy cause away,
Emil Madam, here comes

My lord.

Cas. Madam, I’ll take my leave,

Des. Why, stay,

And hear me speak.

Cos. Ma^m, not now; I am very ill at ease,
Unfit for mine own purposes.
Des. Well, do youx discretion.

(Fxif Ca§sio.

Enter Othello <md Iago.

Iago. Ha! I like not that.
0th. What dost thou say? [what,
Iago. Nothing, my lord; or if—I know not
0th. Was not that Cassio parted from my

{think it,

Iago. Cassio, my lord! No, sure, I cannot
That he would steal away so guilty-like,
Seeing you coming.

Oih. I do believe ’twas he.
Des. How now, my lord!

I have been talking with a suitor here,
A man that languishes in your displeasure.

0th. Who is’t you mean? [lord,
Des. Why. your heutenant, Cassio. Good my

If I have any grace or power to move you,
His present reconciliation take;
For if he be not one that truly loves you,
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning,
I have no judgment in an honest face:
I pr’ythee, call him back.
0th Went he hence now?
Des Ay, sooth; so humbled

^

That he hath left part of his grief with me.
To suffer with him. Good love, call him back,

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemon; som^
other time.

'

Des. But shall’t be shortly?
0th. The sooner, sweet, for you.
Des. Shall’t be to-mght at supper?
0th. No, not to-m'^t
Des. To-morrow dinner, then?
Oih. I sh^ not dine at home;

I meet the captains at the citadel.

Des. Why, then, to-morrow night; or Tues-
day mom; [mom:’—

On Tuesday noon, or night; on WednesdAy
I pr’ythee, name the time; but let it not
Exceed three days: in faith, he’s penitent;
And yet his trespass, in oux common reason,--
Save that, they say, the wars must make ex-

amples
Out of the best,—is not almost a fault
To incur a private check. When shall he come?
Tell me, Othello: I wonder in my soul
What you would ask me that I should deny,
Or stand so mammenng on. What! Michael

Cassio, [time.
That came a-wooing with you; and so many a
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly,

Hath ta’en your ^art; to have so xpoch to do
To bring him in! Trust me, I could do

much,

—

0th. Pr’ythee, no more; let him come when
he will;

I will deny thee nothing.
Des. "^y, this is not a boon;

’Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves,

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm,
Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit

To your own person: nay, when I have a suit

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed,
It shall be full of poiso and difficult weight,
And fearful to be granted.
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0th. I will detny thee nothiag.

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this.

To leave me but a httle to myself.

Des. Shall I deny you? no; farewell, my lord.

0th. Farewell, my Desdemona: PU come
to thee straight. I

you,

Des. Emiha, come,—Be as your fancies teach

Whate’er you be, I am obedient.
[Ejcit with Emdlu.

0th. Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my
soul,

But I do love thee ' and when I love thee not

Chaos IS come again.

lago. My noble lord,—
Otk. What dost thou say, lago?
lago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo’d

my lady,

Know of your love? [thou ask?
Oth. He did, from first to last: why dost

lago. But for a satisfaction of my thought;

No further harm.
Oih, Why of thy thought, lago?

lago. I did not thinic he had been acquainted
with her.

Oth. 0, yes, and went between us very oft.

lago. Indeed!
Oth. Indeed! ay, indeed :~disceni’st thou

aught m that?

Is he not honest?
logo. Honest, my lord!

Oth. Honest! ay, honest.

lago. My lord, for aught I know.
Oth. What dost thou think?

lago. Think, my lord!

Oth. Think, my lord!

By heaven, he echoes me,
As if there were some monster in his thought
Too hideous to be shown.—Thou dost mean

something: [that,

I heard thee say even now,—thou lik’dst not
When Cassio left my wife; what didst not like?

And when I told thee he was of my counsel
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst,

Indeed' [gather.

And didst contract and purse thy brow to-

As if thou then hadst shut up m thy brain
Some horrible conceit: if thou dost love me,
Show me thy thought.

lago. My lord, you know I love you.

Oih, I think thou dost;

And,—for I know thou’rt full of love and
honesty, [breath,—

And weigh’st thy words before thou giv’st them
Therefore these stops of thine fright roe the

more:
For such things in a false disloyal knave
Are tncks of custom; but m a man that’s just
They’re close delations, workmg from the heart.

That passion cannot rule.

logo. For Michael Cassio,
I dare be sworn I think that he is honest.

Oth. I think so too,

lago. Men should be what they seem;
Or those that be not, would they might seem

none!
Oth. Certain, men snould be what they seem.
lago. Why, then,

I think Cassio *s an honest man,
Oth. Nay, yet there’s more in this:

I pr’ythee, speak to me as to thy tlnnkinga,

As thou dost ruminate; and give thy worst of
thoughts

The worst of words.
logo. Good my lord, pardon me:

Though I am bound to every act of duty,
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to.
Utter my thoughts? Why, say they are

and false,—
As where’s that palace whereunto foul things
Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so

pure
But some uncleanly apprehensions
Keep leets and law-days, and in session sit

With meditations lawful? [lago,
Oth. Thou dost conspire against thy friend^

If thou but thinkest him wrong’d, and mak’st
his ear

A stranger to thy thoughts.
logo. 1 do beseech you,—

Though I perchance am vicious in my guess.
As, I confess, it is my nature’s plague
To spy into abuses, and of my jealousy [yet,

Shape faults that are not,—that your wisdom
From one that so imperfectly conceits,

Would take no notice; nor build yourself a
trouble

Out of his scattenng and unsure observance:

—

It were not for your quiet nor your good,
Nor for my manhood, honestv, or wisdom.
To let you know my thoughts.

Oth. What dost thou mean?
lago. Good name in man and woman, dear

my lord,

Is the immediate jewel of their souls:

Who steals my purse steals trash; ’tis somc'
thing, nothmg; [thousands;

Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been slave to

But he that filches from me my good name
Robs me of that which not enriches him,
And makes me poor indeed.

Oih. By heaven, I'll know thy thoughts.
logo. You cannot, if my heart were m your

hand;
Nor shall not, whilst ’tis m my custody.

Oth. Ha!
lago. 0, beware, my lord, of jealousy;

It is the grcen-ey’d monster which doth mock
The meat it feeds on: that cuckold hves m bliss

Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger;
But, 0, what damned minutes tells he o’er

Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly

loves!

Oth. 0 misery! |enou|h;
lago. Poor and content is rich, and nch

But nches fineless is as poor as winter
To him that ever fears he shall be poor;—

•

Good heaven, the souls of aU my tribe defend
From jealousy!

Oth. Why, why is this?

Think’st thou Pd make a life of jealousy,

To follow stiB the changes of the moon
With fresh suspicions? No; to be once in

doubt
Is once to be resolved; exchange me for a gmit

When I shall turn the buttaeas of my foul

To such exsufflicate and blown funises,
Matching thy inference. ’Tis not to make ««

jealoui,

To say my wife ii fair, feed# welli lovei com*
pany,
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Is free of speech, smgs, plays, and dances well,

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous:

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt;

For she had eyes, and chose me. No, lago;

I’U see before I doubt; when ! doubt, prove;

And, on the proof, there is no more but this,—

Away at once with love or jealousy! [reason

logo. I am glad of it; for now I shall have
To show the love and duty that I bear you
With franker spint: therefore, as I am bound,
Receive it from me:—I speak not yet of proof.

Look to your wife; observe her well with
Cassio;

Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure:)

I would not have your free and noble nature,

Out of self-bounty, be abus’d; look to’t:

I know our country disposition well;

In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks
They dare not show their husbands; their best

conscience

Is not to leave undone, but keep unknown.
0th. Dost thou say so? (you;

logo. She did deceive her father, marrying
And when she seemed to shake and fear your

looks,

She lov’d them most.
0th. And so she did.

logo. Why, go to, then;

She that, so young, could give out such a
seeming,

To seal her father’s eyes up close as oak,

—

He thought 'twas witchcraft,—But I am much
to blame;

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon
For too much loving you.

0th. I am bound to thee for ever.

lago, I see this hath a little dash’d your
spirits.

0th. Not a jot, not a jot.

lago. Trust me, I fear it has.

I hope you will consider what is spoke
Comes from my love; but I do see you’re

mov’d; —
I am to pray you not to strain ray speech
To grosser issues nor to larger reach
Than to suspicion.

0th. I will not.

logo. Should you do so, my lord.

My speech should fall into such vile success
Which my thoughts aim’d not. Cassio’s my

worthy friend:

—

My lord, I see you’re mov’d.
Oih. No, not much mov’d:

I do not think but Desderaoua’s honest.

logo. Long live she sol and long live you
to mij|k so! (self,—

0th. And yet, how nature erring from it-

logo. Ay, there’s the point:~a8,—to be
bold with you,—

Not to affect many proposed matches
Of her own clime, compleadon, and degree,

Whereto we see in aU things nature tends,

—

Fob! one may smell in such a will most rank,

Foul disproportiott, thoughts unnatural:—
But pardon me: I do not in position

Distinctly speak of her; though I may fear

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment,
May fall to match you with her country fonns,
And happdy repent '

0th. Farewell, farewell!

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more;
Set on thy wife to observe: leave me, lago.

logo. My lord, I take my leave, [Gomg.
0th. Why did I marry?—This honest creat-

ure doubtless [unfolds.

Sees and knows more, much more, than he
logo. [iJcturninp.] My lord, I would I might

entreat your honour
To scan this thing no further; leave it to time:
Although ’tis fit that Cassio have his place,—
For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,

—

Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile,

You shall by that perceive him and his means:
Note if your lady strain his entertainment
With any strong or vehement importunity;
Much will be seen in that. In the meantime
Let me be thought too busy in my fears,—
As worthy cause I have to fear I am,—
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour.

0th. Fear not my government,
lago. I once more take my leave. [Exit
0th. This fellow’s of exceeding honesty,

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit,

Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard,
Through that her jesses were my dear heart-

strings,

I’d whistle her off, and let her down the wind
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black,

And have not those soft parts of conversation
That chamberers have; or, for I am declin’d

Into the vale of years,—yet that’s not much,—
She’s gone; I am abus’d; and my relief

Must be to loathe her. 0 curse of marriage,
That we can call these dehcate creatures ours,

And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad,

And hve upon ^e vapour of a dungeon.
Than keep a corner in the thing I love

For others’ uses. Yet ’tis the plague of great

ones;
Prerogativ’d are they less than the base;
’Tis destiny nnshunnable, like death:
Even then this forked plague is fated to us
When we do quicken. Desdemona comes;
If she we false, 0, then heaven mocks itselfI—
I’U not beKeve’t.

Re-enter Desdemona and Emilia.

Des. How now, my dear Othello!

Your dinner, and the generous islanders

By you invited, do attend your presence.

0th. I am to blame.
Des. Why do you speak so faintly?

Are you not well?

0th. I have a pain upon my forehead here,

Des. Faith, that’s with watching; 'twill

away again:
Iret me but bind it hard, within this hour
It will be well.

0th. Your napkin is too Bttle;

[He puts the handkerchief from him,

and she drops it

Let it alone. Come, I’ll go in with you.

Des. I am very sorry that you are not well.

[Exeunt 0th. and Des.
Emil. I am glad I have found this nakpin:

This was her first remembrance from the Moor:
My wayward husband hath, a hundred times
Woo’d me to steal it; but she so loves the

token,—
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For he conjur’d her she should ever keep it,

—

That she reserves it evermore about her
To kiss and tall*: to. I’ll have the work ta’en

out,

And give’t lago:

What he’ll do with it heaven knows, not I;

I nothing but to please his fantasy.

Re-enter Iago.

Jago. How now! what do you here alone?
EmiL Do not you chide; I have a thing for

you.

lego. A thing for meI—'it is a common thing.

Eml. Ha!
hgo. To have a foolish wife. [now
Pmi?. 0, is that all? What will you give me

For that same handkerchief?
Jago, What handkerchief?
Emit What handkerchief!

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona;
That which so often you did bid me steal.

Iago. Hast stol’n it from her?

EmiL No, faith; she let it drop by negligence.

And, to the advantage, I, being here, took’t up.

Look, here it is.

Iago, A good wench; giye it me.
EmiL What will you do with’t, that you

have been so earnest

To have me filch it?

lago. Why, what’s that to you?
[Snatching it.

EmiL If it be not for some purpose of import,

Give’t me again: poor lady, she’ll run mad
When she shall lack it. [it.

Iago. Be it acknown on’t; I have use for

Go, leave me. [P«7 Emilia.
I will m Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin,

And let him find it. Tnfies light as air

Are to the jealous confirmations strong

As proofs of holy wnt: this may do something.
The Moor already changes with my poison;
Dangerous conceits are in their natures poisons,
Which at the first are scarce found to distaste,

But, with a little act upon the blood,

Bum like the mines of sulphur,—! did say
so;— [dragora,

Look, where he comes! Not poppy, nor man-
Nor aH the drowsy syrups of the world,
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep
Which thou ow’dst yesterday.

Re-enter Othello-

Oih. Ha! ha! false to me?
lago. Why, how now, general! no more of

that. [the rack;—
0th. Avaunt! be gone! thou hast set me on

I swear ’tis better to be much abus’d
Than but to know’t a littie.

How now, my lord!
Qth. What sense had I of her stol’n hours

of lust?

£ saw it not, thought it not, it harm!d not me:
I slept the next night well, was free and merry;
I found not Cassio’s kisses on her bps:
He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stol’n,
Let him not know’t, and he’s not robb’d at all.

lago. I am sorry to hear this.

pth. X had been happy if the general camp,
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body,

So I had nothing known. 0, now, for ever
Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content!
Farewell the plumed troop and the big wars
That make ambition virtue! 0, farewell!
Farewell the neighing steed and the shrill

trump.

The spint-stining drum, the ear-piercing fife,

The royal banner, and all quality,

Pnde, pomp, and circumstance of glorious warl
And, 0 you mortal engines, whose rude throats
The immortal Jove’s dread clamours counter-

feit,

Farewell! Othello's occupation ’s gone!
Iago. Is’t possible, my lord?—
0th. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a

whore,— [Taking hm by the throat.
Be sure of it; give me the ocular proof;

Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul,

Thou hadst been better have been bom a dog
Than answer my wak’d wrath!

Iago. Is’t come to this?
Oih. Make me to see’t; or, at the least, so

prove it

That the probation bear no hinge nor loop
To hang a doubt on; or woe upon thy life!

Iago. My noble lord,

—

Oih. If thou dost slander her and torture me,
Never pray more: abandon all remorse:
On horror’s head horrors accumulate;
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth

amaz’d;
For nothing const thou to damnation add
Greater than that.

Iago. 0 grace! 0 heaven forgive me!
Are you a man? have you a soul or sense?

—

God b’ wi’ you; take mine office.—O wretched
fool,

That hv’st to make tWne honesty a vice!—
0 monstrous world! Take note, take note, O

world,

To be direct and honest is not safe.

—

1 thank you for this profit; and from hence
I’ll love no friend, sith breeds such ofience.

Oih. Nay, stay:—thou shouldst be honest.
Iago. I should be wise; for honesty’s a fool,

And loses that it works for,

0th. By the world,
I think my wife be honest, and think she is not;

I think that thou art just, and think thou art

not: [freitih

I’ll have some proof; her name, that was as
As Dian’s visage, is now begrim’d and black
As mme own face.—If there be cords or knives,

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams,
I’ll not endure’t.—Would I were satisfied!

Iago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with pas-

sion:

I do repent me that I put it to you.

You would be satisfied?

Oih. Would! nay, I will

Iago. And may: but how? how satisfied,

my lord.?

Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on,—
Behold her tupp’d?

0th. Death and daranatioa! 0!
JTapo. It were a tedious difficulty, I think,

To bring them to that prospect; damn them,

then.

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster

More than their own! What then? how thenl'
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What shall I say? Where’s satisfaction?

It IS impossible you should see this,

Were they as pnme as goats, as hot as monheys,
As salt as wolves in pnde, and fools as gross

As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say,

If imputation and strong circumstances,

—

W^ch lead directly to the door of truth,

—

WiU give you satisfaction, you may have’t.

0th. Give me a living reason she’s disloyal.

Jago. I do not like the office:

But, sith I am enter’d in this cause so far,

—

Prick’d to it by foohsh honesty and love,—
I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately;

And, being troubled with a raging tooth,

I could not sleep.

There are a kind of men sojoose of soul

That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs:

One of this kind is Cassio:

In sleep I heard him say, Sweet Desdemona,
let us be wary, let us hide our loves.

And then sir, would he gripe and wnng my
hand,

Cry, O sweet creature

^

and then kiss me hard,

As if he pluck’d up kisses by the roots,

That grew upon my lips: then laid his leg

Over my thigh, and sigh’d, and kiss’d; and then
Cned, Cursed fate that gave thee to ike Moor!

0th. 0 monstrous! monstrous!
lago. Nay, this was but a dream.
0th. But this denoted a foregone conclusion:

’Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream.
lago. And this may help to thicken other

proofs

That do demonstrate thinly.

Oih. I’ll tear her all to pieces.

/ago. Nay, but be wise: yet we see nothing
done,

She may be honest yet. Tell me but this,—
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief
Spotted with strawberries in your wife’s hand?

0th. I gave her such a one; ’twas my first

gift. [chiet—
lago. I know not that; but such a handker-

I am sure it was your wife’s, —did I to-day

See Cassio wipe his beard with.

0th. If it be that,—
lago. If it be that, or any that was hers,

It speaks against her with the other proofs.

Otk. 0, that the slave had forty thousand
lives,—

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge!
Now do I see ’txs true.—Look here, lago;

All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven:
’Tis gone.—
Arise, black vengeance, from the hollow hell!

Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted throne

To tyrannous hate! swell, bosom, with thy
fraught,

For ’tis aspics’ tongues!
lago. Yet be content.

0th. 0, blood, lago, blood!

lago. Patience, I say; your mind perhaps
may change.

0th. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea,

Whose icy current and compulsive course

Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on
To the Proponlic and the Hellespont;

Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace,

Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble love,

mi that a capble and wide revenge

Swallow them up,—Now, by yond marble
heaven,

In the due reverence of a sacred vow [Kneels.
I here engage my words.

Do not rise yet.—[JCneels.
Witness, you ever-burmng lights above,
You elements that clip us round about,

—

Witness that here lago doth give up
The execution of his wit, hands, heart,
To wrong’d Othello’s service I Let him com-

mand,
And to obey shall be in me remorse,
What bloody business ever.

0th. I greet thy love,
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance

bounteous.
And will upon the instant put thee to’t:

Within these three days let me hear thee say
That Cassio's not alive. [request:

lago. My fnend is dead; ’tis done at your
But let her Lve.

Otb. Damn her, lewd mmx! O, damn herl
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw
To furmsh me with some swift means of death
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant.

lago. I am your own forever. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—Cyprus. Before the Castle.

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, and Clown.

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where Lieutenant
Cassio hes?

Clo. I dare not say he lies anywhere.
Des. Why, man?
Clo. He’s a soldier; and for one to say a

soldier lies is stabbing.
Des. Go to- where lodges he?
Clo. To tell you where he lodges is to teU

you where I lie.

Des. Can anything be made of this?

Clo. I know not where he lodges; and for

me to devise a lodging, and say he hes here or
he lies there were to he in mine own throat.

Des. Can you inquire him out, and be edified

by report?

Clo I will catechize the world for him; that
is, make questions, and by them answer.

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither: tell

him I have moved my lord on his behalf, and
hope all will be well

Clo To do this is within the compass of

man’s wit; and therefore I will attempt the
doing it. [Exit.

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief,
Emilia''’

Emil. 1 know not, madam. [purse

Des, Beheve me, I had rather have lost my
Full of crusadoes: and, but my noble Moor
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness
As jealous creatures are, it were enough
To put him to ill thinking.

Emil. Is he not jealous?

Des. Who, he? I think the sun where he
was bom

Drew aU such humours from him.
Emil. Look, where he comes.
Des. I will not leave him now till Cassio

Be call’d to him.
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Enter Othello.

How is’t with you, my lord?

0th. Well, my good lady.—[i4s*de.] 0,
hardness to dissemble!

—

How do you, Desdemona?
Des. WeH, my good lord.

0th, Give me your hand: this hand is moist,

my lady. [sorrow.

Des. It yet hath felt no age nor known no
0th. Tlds argues fruitfulness and liberal

heart: — [quires

Hot, hot, and moist: this hand of yours re-

A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer,

Much castigation, exercise devout;

For here’s a young and sweatmg devil here

That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand,

A frank one.

Des. You may indeed say so;

For ’twas that hand that gave away my heart.

Oih. A liberal hand: the hearts of old gave
hands,

But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts.

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now,
your promise.

OfA. What promise, chuck?

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak
with you.

I
me;

0th. I have a salt and sorry rheum offends

Lend me thy handkerchief.

Des. Here, my lord.

0th. That which I gave you.

Des.
'

I have it not about me.
0th. Not’
Des No, indeed, ray lord.

0th. That is a fault.

That handkerchief

Did an Egyptian to ray mother give;

She was a charmer, and could almost read
The thoughts of people: she told her, while

she kept it, [father

’Twould make her amiable, and subdue my
Entirely to her love; but if she lost it,

Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye
Should hold her loathed, and his spirits should

hunt
After new fancies: she, dying, gave it me;
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive,

To give it her. I did so: and take heed on’t;

Make it a darling like your precious eye;

To lose’t or give’t away were such perdition

As nothing else could match.
Des. Is’t possible?

Oth. ’Tis true: there’s magic in the web of it:

A sibyl, that had number’d in the world
The sun to course two hundred compasses,
In her prophetic fury sew’d the work; [silk;

The worms were h^ow’d that did breed the

And it was dy’d in mummy which the skilful

Conserv’d of maidens hearts.

Des. Indeed! is’t true?
Oth. Moat veritable; therefore look to’t well.

Des. Then would to God that I had never
seen’tJ

Oth. Ha! wherefore?
Des. Why do you speak so starbagly and

rash? [the way?
Oih. Is’t lost? is’t gone? speak, is it out of

Des* Heaven bless us!

Oth. Say you?

[acthi.

Des. It is not lost, but what an if it were?
Oth. Howl
Des. I say, it is not lost.

Oth. Fetch’t, let me see’t
Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now.

This is a trick to put me from my suit:

Pray you, let Cassio be receiv’d again.
Oth. Fetch me the handkerchief: my

misgives.

Des Come, come;
You’ll never meet a more sufficient mfln ,

Oth. The handkerchief!
Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio,
Oth. The handkerchief I

Des. A man that all his time
Hath founded his good fortunes on your love,
Shar’d dangers with you,

—

Oth, The handkerchief!
Des. In sooth, you are to blame,
Oth. Away! [Ejaf,
Emil. Is not this man jealous?
Des I ne’er saw this before.

Sure there’s some wonder m this handkerchief:
I am most unhappy in the loss of it.

Emil. ’Tis not a year or two shows us a man:
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food;
They eat us hungerly, and when they are fuU,
They belch us.—Look you,— Cassio and my

husband.

Enter Cassio and Iago.

Jago. There is no other way, ’tis she must
do’t.

And, lo, the happiness! go and importune her.
Des. How now, good Cassio! what’s the

news with you?
Cos. Madam, my former suit I do beseech

you
That by your virtuous means I may again
Exist, and be a member of his love,

Whom I, with all the office of my heart,

Entirely honour. I would not be delay'd.

If my offence be of such mortal kind
That nor my service past, nor present sorrows,
Nor purpos’d merit in futurity,

Can ransom me into his love again,

But to know so must be my benefit;

So shall I clothe me m a forc’d content,

And shut myself up in some other course,

To fortune’s aims.
Des. Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio 1

My advocation is not now in tune;

My lord is not my lord; nor should I know him,
Were he m favour as in humour alter’d.

So help me every spirit sanctified,

As I have spoken for you an my best,

And stood within the blank of bis displeasure

For my free speech! You must awhile be
patient:

What I can do I will; and more I will

Than for myself I dare: let that suffice you.
Jago. Is my lord angry?
Emil He went hence but now,

And certainly is strange unquietness.

Jago. Can he be angry? I have seen the

cannon,
When It hath blown hli ranks Into the air,

And, like the devil, from his very arm
Puff’d his own brother;- and can he bt angiT?
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Something of moment, then: 1 will go meet
Mm:

There’s matter in’t indeed if he be angry.

Des. I pr’ythee, do so. [Fxii: Iago.] Some-
thing, sure, of state,—

Either from Venice, or some unhatch’d practice

Made demonstrable here m Cyprus to him,—
Hath puddled his clear spint, and in such cases
Men’s natures wrangle with inferior things,

Though great ones are their object. ’Tis even
so;

For let our finger ache, and it endues
Our other healthful members even to that sense
Of pain: nay, we must think men are not gods,

Nor of them look for such observancy
As fits the bndal.—Beshrew me much, Emilia,

I was,—unhandsome warnor as I am,

—

Arraigmng his unkmdness with my soul;

But now I find I had suborn’d the witness, i

And he’s indicted falsely. [you think,
|

Emil Pray heaven it be state matters, as

And no conception nor no jealous toy

Concerning you.-
,

Des. Alas the day, I never gave him cause!

Emil But jealous souls will not be answer’d
so;

They are not ever jealous for the cause,

But jealous for they are jealous: ’tis a monster
Begot upon itself, born on itself, [mind!

Des. HeavenkeepthatmonsterfromOthello’s
Emil Lady, amen. [about:

Des. I will go seek him.—Cassio, walk here-

If I do find him fit, I’ll move your suit,

And seek to effect it to my uttermost.

Cos. 1 humbly thank your ladyship.

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emelia.

Enter Bianca.

Bian. Save you, fnend Cassio!

Cas. What make you from home?
How 18 it with you, my most fair Bianca?
I’ faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house.

Bian. And I was going to your lodging,

Cassio.

What, keep a week away? seven days and
mghts?

Eight score eight hours? and lovers’ absent
hours,

More tedious than the dial eight score times?
0 weary reckoning!

Cas. Pardon me, Bianca;
1 have this while with leaden thoughts been

press’d;

But I shall in a more contmuate time
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca,

[Giving her Desdemona’s handkerchief.

Take me this work out.

Elan. 0 Cassio, whence came this?

This IS some token from a newer fnend:
To the felt absence now I feel a cause:

Is’t come to this? Well, well.

Cas. Go to, woman!
Throw your vile guesses in the devil’s teeth,

From whence you have them. You are jealous

now
That this is from some mistress, some remem-

brance:
No, in good troth, Bianca.

Bian,

Cas. I know not neither: I found it in my
chamber.

I like the work well: ere it be demanded,

—

As Uke enough it will,—I’d have it copied:
Take it, and do’t; and leave me for this time.
Bian. Leave you! wherefore?
Cas. I do attend here on the general;

And think it no addition, nor my wish,
To have him see me Woman’d.

Bian. Why, I pray you?
Cas. Not that I love you not,
Bian. But that you do not love me.

I pray you, bring me on the way a little;

And say if I shall see you soon at night.

Cas. ’Tis but a Uttle way that I can brmg
you,

For I attend here: but I’ll see you soon.
Bian. 'Tis very good; I must be circum-

stanc’d. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—Cyprus. Before the Castle.

Enter Othello and Iago.

logo. Will you think so?

0th. Think so, Iago?
Iago. What,

To lass in pnvate?
0th. An unauthonz’d kiss.

Iago. Or to be naked with her fnend in bed
An hour or more, not meaning any iiarm?

Oih. Naked m bed, Iago, and not mean
harm!

It IS hypocrisy against the devil:

They that mean virtuously, and yet do so,

The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt
heaven.

Iago. So they do nothing, ’tis a venial slip:

But if I give my wife a handkerchief,

—

0th. What then? [being hers,

Iago. Why, then, ’tis hers, my lord; and,
She may, I think, bestow’t on any man.

0th. She is protectress of her honour too:

May she give that? [seen;

Iago. Her honour is an essence that’s not

They have it very oft that have it not;

But, for the handkerchief,— [forgot it:—
0th By heaven, I would most gladly have

Thou said’st,—0, it comes o’er my memory
As doth the raven o’er the infected house,
Boding to all,—he had my handkerchief.

Iago Ay, what of thaf^

0th. That’s not so good now.
Iago. What,

If I had said I had seen him do you wrong?
Or heard him say,— as knaves be such abroad,
Who havmg, by their own importunate suit.

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress,
Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose
But they must blab,--

0th. Hath he said anything?
Iago. He hath, my lord; but be you well

assur’d,

No more than he’ll unswear.
0th. What hath he said?

logo. Faith, that he did,— I know not what
he did.

0th. What? what?
Iago. Lie,—Why^ whose is it?



OTHEIJt.0, THE MOOE OF VENICE [ACT IV.

With her?
iago. With her, on her; what you will.

0th. lie with her! lie on her!—We say lie

on her when they belie her.—lie with her!

thafs fulsome.—Handkerchief,—confessions,
—handkerchief!—To confess, and be hanged
for his labour—first to be hanged, and then
to confess.—I tremble at it. Nature would
not invest herself in such shadowing passion

without some instruction. It is not words that

shake me thus;—pisht—noses, ears, and lips.

—Is’t possible?—Confess,—^handkerchief!-^
dpvil!— [Ms in a trance,

Ifitpo. Work on, [caught;

My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are

And many worthy and chaste dames even thus

Ml guiltless, meet reproach.—What, hoi my
lord!

My lord, I say! Othello!

Enter Cassio.

How now, Cassio!

Cos. What’s the matter?
/ago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy;

This is his second fit; he had one yesterday.

Cas, Ilub him about the temples.

/ago. No, forbear;

The lethargy must have his quiet course:

Ji not, he foams at mouth, and by and by
Breaks out to savage madness, look, he stiurs;

Do you withdraw yourself a little while,

He will recover straight: when he is gone,
I would on great occasion speak with you.

[Exit Cassio,

How is it, general? have you not hurt your
head?

0th. Dost thou mock me?
Tago. I mock you! no, by heaven,

^omd you would bear your fortune like a man!
0th. A homed man’s monster and a beast.

/ago. There’s many a beast, then, in a popu-
lous city.

And many a civil monster.
0th. Did he confess it?
'/ago. Good sir, be a man;

Thixik every bearded fellow that’s hut yok’d
May draw with you; there’s millions now alive

That nightly lie in those unproper beds
Which they dare swear peculiar; your case is

better.

0, ’tis the spite of hell, the fiend’s arqh-mock,
To lip a wanton in a secure couch,
And to suppose her chaste! No, let me know;
And knowing what I am, I know what she

shall be.
Ofh. 0, thou art wise; ’tis certain.

/offo. Stand you awhile apart;
Confine yourself but in a patient hst. [grief,

—

Whilst you were here o’erwhelraed with your
A passion most unsuiting such a man,

—

Cessio came hither: I shifted him away,
And laid good ’souse upon your ecstasy;
Bade him anon return, and here speak with me;
The which he promis’d. Do but encave your-

self, [scorns,

And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable
That dwell in every region of his face;

For I will make him tell the tale anew,—
Where, how, now oft, how long ago, and when

He hath, and is again to cope your wife:
I say, but mark Ms gesture. Marry, patience;
Or I shall say you are all in all in spleen,
And notMng of a man.

0th. Dost thou hear, lago?
I will be found most cunning in my patience*
But,—dost thou hear?—^most bloody.

*

idffo. That’s not amiss:
But yet keep time m all. Will you withdraw?

[Othello withdraws.
Now will I question Cassio of Bianca,
A housevidfe that, by selling her desires,

Buys herself bread and clothes: it is a creature
That dotes on Cassio,—as ’tis the strumpet’s

plague
To beguile many and be beguil’d by one;

—

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain
From the excess of laughter:—^here he comes:

—

As he shall smile Othello shall go mad;
And his unbookish jealousy must construe
Poor Cassio’s smiles, gestures, and hght be-

haviour
Quite in the wrong.

Re-enter Cassio,

How do you now, lieutenant?
Cas, The worser that you give me the ad-

dition

Whose want even Mils me. [on’t.

/ago. Ply Desdemona well, and you axe sure
Now, if this suit lay m Bianca’s power,

[Speaking lower.
How quickly should you speed!

Cas. Alas, poor caitiff!

0th. [Asidfe.] Look, how he laughs already!
/ago. I never knew woman love man so.

Cas. Alas, poor rogue! I think, i’ faith,

she loves me.
Ofh. [Asicfe.I Now he denies it, faintly and

laughs it out.

/ago. Do you hear, Cassio?
0th. [Aside.] Now he importunes him

To tell it o’er:—go to; well said, well said.

/ago. She gives it out that you shall marry
her:

Do you intend it?

Cas. Ha, ha, ha!
0th. [Aside.] Do you triumph, Roman? do

you tnumph?
Cas. I marry her!—what, a customer! I

pr’ythee, bear some charity to my wit; do not
think it so unwholesome:—ha, ha, ha!

0th. [Aside.] So, so, so, so: they laugh
that win* [marry her.

/ago. Faith, the cry goes that you shall

Cas. Pr’ythee, say true.

/ago. I am a very villain else.

0th. [Aside.) Have you scored me? Welt
Cas. This is the monkey’s own giving out:

she is persuaded I wifi marry her, out of her
own love and flattery, not out of my promise.

0th. [Aside.] lago beckons me; now he
begins Ms story,

Cos. She was here even now; she haunts me
in every place. I was the other day tafldag on
the sea-bank with certain Venetians, and tMther
comes the bauble, and falls thus about"my
neck,

—

Oih. [Aside.] Crying, O dear Cmsioi m it

were: his gesture imports It.
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Cas, So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon
me; so hales, and pulls me:—ha, ha, ha!'

0 th, [^wdfe.] Now he tells how she plucked
him to my chamber. 0, I see that nose of
yours, but not that dog I shall throw it to.

Cas. Well, I must leave her company.
logo. Before me! look where she comes.
Cas, ’Tis such another fitchew! marry, a

perfumed one.

Enter Bianca.

What do you mean by this haunting of me?
Btan Let the devil and his dam haunt you!

What did you mean by that same handkerchief
you gave me even now? I was a fine fool to

take it. I must take out the work?—A likely

piece of work that you should find it in your
chamber, and not know who left it there!
This IS some minx’s token, and I must takeout
the work? There,—give it your hobby-horse:
wheresoever you had it, I’ll take out no work
on’t. (how now!

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca! hownpw!
0th. [Aside.] By heaven, that should be my

handkerchief!
Bian. An you’ll come to supper to-night,

you may; an you will not, come when you are
next prepared for. [Exit,

lago. After her, after her. ~ [else,

Cas. Faith, I must; she’ll rail in the street

Jago. Will you sup there?

Cas. Faith, I intend so.

lago. Well. I may chance to see you; for I
would very fain speak with you.

Cas. Pr’ythee, come; will you?
logo. Go to; say no more. [Exit Cassio.
0th. [Commg forward] How shall I murder

him, lago? [vice?

Jago. Did you perceive how he laughed at his

0th. 0 lago!
lago. And did you see the handkerchief?
0th. Was that mine?
lago. Yours, by this hand: and to see how

he pnzes the foohsh woman your wife! she
gave it him, and he hath given it his whore,

0th. I would have him nme years a-killing.

—A fine woman! a fair woman! a sweet
woman!

lago. Nay, you must forget that.

0th. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and he
damned to-night; for she shall not live; no,

my heart is turned to stone; I strike it, and
it hurts my hand.—0, the world hath not
a sweeter creature: she might lie by an em-
peror’s side, and command him tasks.

lago. Nay, that’s not your way.
Otk. Hang her! I do but say what she is;—

so delicate with her needle!—an admirable
musician! 0, she will sing the savageness out

of a bear!— Of so high and plenteous wit and
invention!—

lago. She’s the worse for til this.

0th. 0, a thousand thousand times:—and
then of so gentle a conditionl

lago. Ay, too gentle.

0th. Nay, that’s certain;—but yet the pity

of it, lago! 0 lago, the pity of it, lago!

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquity,

give her patent to offend; for, if it touch not

you, it comes near nobody.

0th. I will chop her into messes.—Cuckold
me!

lago. O, ’ns foul in her.
0th. With mine officer!

lago. That’s fouler.

Oih. Get me some poison, lago; this night
—I’ll not expostulate with her, lest her body
and beauty unprovide my mmd again:—this
night, lago.

Jago. Do it not with poison; strangle her in
her bed, even the bed she hath contaminated.

0th. Good, good: the justice of it pleases:
very good.

lago. And for Cassio,—^let me be his under-
taker: you shall hear more by midnight.

0th. Excellent good. [A trumpet within.]

What trumpet is that same?
lago. Something from Venice, sure. ’Tis

Lodovico
Come from the duke: and, see, your wife is

with him.

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and
Attendants.

Lod. Save you, worthy general!
0th. With all my heart, sir.

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet
you. [Gmes hm a packet.

0th. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures.

[Opens the packet and reads.

Des. And what’s the news, good cousin
Lodovico?

lago. I am very glad to see you, signior;

Welcome to Cyprus. [Cassio?
Lod. I thank you. How does Lieutenant
lago. Lives, sir. [my lord

Bes. Cousin, there’s fall’n between him and
An unkind breach: but you shall make all well.

0th. Are you sure of that?

Des. My lord?» [will,—
0th. [JReads.] This fail you not to do as you
Lod. He did not call; he’s busy in the paper.

Is there division ’twixt my lord and Cassio?
Des. A most unhappy one: I would do much

To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio.

Oih. Fire and brimstone!
Des. My lord?

Oih. Axe you wise?
Des. What, is he angry?
Lod. May he the letter mov’d him;

For, as I think, they do command him home,
Deputing Cassio in Ws government
Des. Trust me, I am glad on’t

Oth. Indeed!
Des. My lord?

Oth. X am glad to see you mad.
Des. sweet Othello,-

Oth. Devil! [Striking her,

Des. I have not deserv’d this.

Lod. My lord, this would not be believ’d in

Venice,

Though I should swear I saw’t: ’tis very much:
Make her amends; she weeps.

Oih. 0 devil, devil!

If that the earth could teem with woman’s tears,

Each drop she falls, would prove a crocodile.—

Out of my sight!

Des. I will not stay to offend you. [Going.

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady;—
I do beseech your lordship, call her back.



2004 OTHELLO, THE MOOK OF VENICE [ACT nr.

0th. Mistress!
Des, My lord?

0th. What would you with her, sir?

Lod Who, I nay lord?

0th. Ay; you did wish that I would make
her turn;

Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on,

And turn again; and she can weep, sir, weep;
And she’s obedient, as you say,--obedient,—
Very obedient.—Proceed you in your tears.—
Concerning this, sir,—0 well-painted passion!

I am commanded home.—Get you away;
I’ll send for you anon.—Sir, I obey the man-

date.

And will return to Venice.—Hence, avaunt!
[Exit Desdfmona.

Cassio shall have my place. And, sir, to-mght,

I do entreat that we may sup together:

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.—Goats and
monkeys I [Exit,

lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our full

senate
Call all-m-all sufficient?—Is this the nature

Whom passion could not shake? whose sohd
virtue

The shot of accident nor dart of chance
Could neither graze nor pierce?

Jago. He is much chang’d.

Lod. Are his wits safe? is he not light of

brain?
lago. He is that he is: I may not breathe my

censure. [not,—
What he might be,—if what he imght he is

I would to heaven he were!
Lod. What, strike his wife!

lago. Faith, that was not so well, yet would
I knew

That stroke would prove the worst!

Lod. Is it his use?
Or did the letters work upon his blood,

And new-create his fault?

lago. Alas, alas!

It is not honesty in me to speak
What I have seen and known. You shall

observe him;
And his own courses will denote him so

That I may save my speech: do but go after,

And mark how he continues.

lod. I am sorry that I am deceiv’d in him.
[Exeunt

Scene II.—Cyprus, A Room in the Castle.

Enter Othello and Emilia.

0th, You have seen nothing, then?
Emil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspect.

0th* Yes, you have seen Cassio and she to-

gether.

Emil. But then I saw no harm, and then I

heard (them.
Each syllable that breath made up between

0th. What, did they never whisper?
Emil. Never, my lord.
Oih. Nor send you out o’ the way?
Emil. Never, (nor nothing?
Otk. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask,
Emil. Never, my lord.

0th. That’s strange. [honest,
Emil. I durst* my lord, to wager she is

Lay down my soul at stake: if you think other,

Remove your thought,—it doth abuse your
bosom.

If any wretch hath put this into your head,
Let heaven reqmte it with the serpent’s curse!
For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true,
There’s no man happy; the purest of their

wives
Is foul as slander.

0th. Bid her come hithei Go.
(Frir Emilia.

She says enough;—yet she’s a simple bawd
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle

whore,
A closet-lock-and-key of villanous secrets.

And yet she’ll kneel and pray, I have seen
her do’t.

Re-enter Emhia with Desdemona.

Des My lord, what is your will?

Oih. Pray, chuck, come hither.

Des. What is your pleasure?

0th Let me see your eyes;
Look m my face.

Des. What hoirible fancy’s this?

0th. Some of your function, mistress;

[To Emil.
Leave procreants alone, and shut the door;
Cough, or cry hem, if any body come:
Your mystery, your mystery, —nay, despatch.

(Exit Emilia.
Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech

import?
I understand a fury in your words,
Butmot the words.

Oih. Why, what art thou?
Des. Your wife, my lord; your true

And loyal wife.

0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself;

Lest, being hke one of heaven, the devils
themselves (damn’d. ~

Should fear to sei/e thee: therefore be double-
Swear thou art honest.

Des. Heaven doth truly know it.

Oih. Heaven truly knows that thou art false

as hell. (am I false?

Des. To whom, my lord? with whom? How
0th. Ah, Desdemona- away! away! away!
Des. Alas the heavy day! - Why do you weep?

Am I the motive of these tears, my lord?

If haply you my father do suspect
An instrument of this your calling bark, (him,

Lay not your blame on me* if you have lost

Why, I have lost him too.

0th Hb4 it pleas’d heaven
To try me with affiiction; hid they rain’d

All kinds of sores and shames cm my hare head;
Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips;

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes;
I should have found in some place of my soul

A drop of patience: hut, alas, to make me
The fcted figure of the time, for scorn
To point his slow and moving finger at!' ••

Yet could I bear that too; well, very well:

But there, where I have garner’d up my heart;

Where either I must live, or bear no life,-

The fountain from the which my current runt,

Of else dries up; to be oiscarded fbetieef

Or keep it as a cistern for foul toads [there,

To knot and gender ini —turn thy cowptexioa
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Patience, thon young and rose-lipp’d cheni-
bin,—

Ay, there, Hook grim as hell!

Des. I hope sny noble lord esteems me
honest.

0th. 0, ay; as summer flies are in the
shambles,

That auicken even with blowing, O thou
weed,

Who art so lovely fair, and smell’st so sweet.
That the sense aches at thee,—would thou

had’st ne^er been born!

Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I com-
mitted?

0th. Was this fair paper, this most goodly
book,

Made to wnte whore upon? What committed!
Committed!—O thou pubhc commoner!
I should make very forges of my cheeks.
That would to cinders burn up modesty,
Did I but speak thy deeds.—What committed!
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon

wixiks;

Tlie bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets,
Is hush’d within the hollow mine of earth.

And will not hear it.—What committed’

—

Impudent strumpet!
i>es. By heaven, you do me wrong.
0th. Are not you a strumpet?
Des. No, as I am a Christian:

If to preserve this vessel for my lord

From any other foul unlawful touch
Be not to be a strumpet, I am none.
0th What, not a whore?
Des. No, as I shall be sav’d.

0th. Is’t possible?

Des. 0, heaven forgive us!

Oih. I cry you mercy, then:
I took you for that cunning whore of Vemce
That married with Othello.—You, mistress.

That have the office opposite to Samt Peter,

And keep the gate of hell!

Re-enter Emilia.

You, you, ay you!
We have done om course; there’s money for

your pains:

I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel,

[Exit.

EmiL Alas, what does this gentleman con-
ceive?—

How do you, madam? how do you, my good
lady?

Des, Faith, half asleep. fmy lord?

Ernii Good madam, what’s the matter with
Des. With who?
Emil Why, with my lord, madam.
Des. Who IS thy lord?

Emil. He that is yours, sweet lady.

Des. i have none: do not talk to me, Emilia;
I cannot weep; nor answer have I none,
But what should go by water. Pr’ythee, to-

night [her;—
Lay OR ray bed ray wedding sheets,—-remem-
And call thy husband hither.

Emil Here’s a change indeed! [Exit
Des. ’Tis meet I should be us’d so, very meet.

How have I been behav’d, that he might stick

The small’st opinion on my least misuse?

Re-enter Emilia with Iago.

lago. What is your pleasure, madam? How
is’t with you? [young babes

Des. I cannot tell. Those that do teach
Do it with gentle means and easy tasks:

He might have chide me so; for, in good faith,

I am a child to chiding.

Iago. What’s the matter, lady?
Emil Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhor’d

her,

Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her
As true hearts cannot bear.

Des. Am 1 that name, Iago?
Iago. What name, fair lady?
Des Such as she says my lord did say I was.
Emil He call’d her whore: a beggar in his

drink
Could not have laid such terms upon his callat.

Iago. Why did he so? [such.

Des. I do not know, I am sure I am none
Iago. Do not weep, do not weep:—alas, the

day! [matches,
Emil Hath she forsook so many noble

Her father, and her country, and her fnends.
To be call’d whore? would it not make one

weep?
Des It IS my wretched fortune.

Iago. Beshrew him for’t!

How comes this trick upon him?
Des. Nay, heaven doth know.
Emil I will be bang’d if some eternal villam.

Some busy and insinuating rogue.
Some cogging, cozemng slave, to get some olBSce,

Have not devis’d this slander; I’ll be bang’d
else. [possible,

logo Fie, there is no such man; it is im-
Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon

him! [his bones!
Emil A halter pardon him! and hell gnaw

Why should he call her whore? who keeps her
company?

What place? what time? what form? what likeli-

hood?
The Moor’s abus’d by some most villanous

knave,
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy

fellow:

—

0 heaven, that such companions thou’dst un-
fold,

An put in every honest hand a whip
To lash the rascals naked through the world
Even from the east to the west!

Iago. Speak within door.

Emil 0, fie upon him! some such squire

he was
That turn’d your wit the seamy side without,

And made you to suspect me with the Moor.
Iago. You are a fool; go to.

Des, Alas, Iago,

What shall I do to wm my lord again?

Good friend, go to him; for, by this light of

heaven,
1 know not how I lost him. Here I kneel:

—

If e’er my will did trespass ’gainst his love.

Either in discourse of thought or actual deed;

Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense,

Delighted them in any other form;

Or that I do not yet, and ever did,

And ever will,— though he do shake me oiaf
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To beggarly divorcement,—love him dearly,

Comfort forswear me I tJnkmdness may do
much;

And his unkindness may defeat my life,

But never taint my love. I cannot say whore,

—

It does abhor me now I speak the word;
To do the act that might the addition earn.

Not the world’s mass of vanity could make me.
lago. I pray you, be content; ’tis but his

humour:
The business of the state does him offence,

And he does chide with you,
Des, If ’twere no other,

—

logo. It is but so, I warrant.

ITrumpets within.

Hark, how these instruments summon to sup-

per!

The messengers of Venice stay the meat:
Go in, and weep not; all things shall be well,

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia

Enter Roderigo.

How now, Rodengol
Rod. I do not find that thou dealest justly

with me.
logo. What in the contrary?

Rod. Every day thou daffest me with some
device, lago; and rather, as it seems to me
now, keepest from me all convemency than
suppliest me with the least advantage of hope,

I will, indeed, no longer endure it; nor am I

yet persuaded to put up in peace what already

I have foohshly suffered.

lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo?
Rod. Faith, I have heard too much; for your

words and performances are no km together.

lago. You change me most unjustly.

Rod. With naught but truth. I have wasted
myself out of my means. The jewels you have
had from me to dehver to Hesdemona would
half have corrupted a votaiist: you have told

me she hath received them, and returned me
expectations and comforts of sudden respect
and acquaintance; but I find none.

lago. Well; go to; very well.

Rod. Very well! go to! I cannot go to, man;
nor ’tis not very well: nay, I think it is scurvy,

and begin to find myself fobbed in it.

lago. Very well.

Rod. I tell you ’tis not very well, I will

make myself known to Hesdemona: if she will

return me my jjwels, I wiU give over my suit,

and repent my unlawful solicitation; if not,

assure yourself I will seek satisfaction of you.
lago. You have said now.
Rod. Ay, and said nothing but what I protest

intendment of doing.

lago. Why, now I see there’s mettle in thee;
and even from this instant do build on thee a
better opinion than ever before. Give me thy
hand, Roderigo: thou hast taken against me a
most just exception; but yet, I protest, I have
dealt most directly in thy affair.

Rod. It hath not appeared.
lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared;

and your suspicion is not without wit and judg-
ment. But, Roderigo, if thou hast that in thee
indeed, which I have greater reason to believe
now than ever,—I mean purpose, courage, and
valour,—this night show it: if thou the next

night following enjoy not Desdemona, take me
from this world with treachery, and devise
engines for my life.

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason
and compass?

lago. Sir, there is a special commission come
from Vemce to depute Cassio in Othello’s place.

Rod. Is that true? why, then Othello and
Desdemona return again to Vemce.

lago. 0, no; he goes into Mauritania, and
takes away with him the fair Desdemona,
unless his abode be hngered here by some
accident: wherein none can be so determinate
as the removing of Cassio.

Rod. How do you mean removing of him?
lago. Why, by making him uncapable of

Othello’s place,—knocking out his brains.

Rod. And that you would have me to do?
lago. Ay, if you dare do yourself a profit

and a right. He sups to-mght with a harlotry,

and thither will I go to him:—he knows not
yet of his honourable fortune. If you will

watch his going thence,—which I will fashion
to fall out between twelve and one,—you may
take him at your pleasure: I will be near to
second your attempt, and he shall fall between
us. Come, stand not amazed at it, but go
along with me; I will show you such a neces-
sity in his death that you shall think yourself
bound to put it on him. It is now high supper-
time, and the night grows to waste: about it.

Rod. I will hear further reason for this.

lago. And you shall be satisfied. [Exeunt.

Scene III,—Cyprus, Another Room in

the Castle. *

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona,
Emilia, and Attendants.

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself
no further. [walk.

0th. O, pardon me; ’twill do me good to

Lod. Madam, good-night; I humbly thunk
your ladyship.

Des. Your honour is most welcome.
0th. Will you walk, sir?—

0,—Desdemona,—
Des. My lord?

0th. Get you to bed on the instant; I wifi

be returned forthwith: dismiss your attendant
there: look’t be done,

Des. I will, my lord.

[Exeunt 0th., Iod., and Attendants,
Emil. How goes it now? he looks gentler

than he did.

Des. He says he wiU return inconrinent:

He hath commanded me to go to bed,
And bade me to dismiss you,

Emil. Dismiss me!
Des. It was his bidding; therefore, good

Emilia,

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu:
We must not now displease him,
Emil. I would you had never seen him!
Des. So would not I: my love doth so ap-

prove him, (frowns,

—

That evert his stubbornness, 'Ms cheeks, Ms
Pr’ythee, unpin me,—have grace and favour in

them. [on the toed.
'

Emit I have laid those sheets you bade me
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Des. All*s one.—Good faith, how foolish are

our minds!

—

If I do die before thee, pr’ythee, shroud me
In one of those same sheets.

Emil Come, come, you talk,

Des. My mother hath a maid call’d Barbara:

She was in love; and he she lov’d prov’d mad,
And did forsake her: she had a song of willow;

An oldi thing 'twas, but it express’d her fortune,

And she died singing it: that song to-night

Will not go from my mind; I have much to do.

But to hang my head all at one side,

And sing it like poor Barbara.—Pr’ythee,
despatch.

Emil Shall I go fetch your ni^tgown?
Des. No, unpin me here.

—

This Lodovico is a proper man.
Emil A very handsome man.
Des He speaks well.

Emil. I know a lady in Venice would have
walked barefoot to Palestine for a touch of his

nether hp.

Des, The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore
tree, (Swffs.

Sing all a pecn willow;
Her hand on her bosom, her head ou her knee,

Smg wiUow, wdlow, willow;
The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur'd her
moans;

Smg willow, willow, willow;
Her salt tears fell from her and soften’d the
stones;—

Lay by these:—

Smg willow, willow, willow;— [Siaps.

Pr^ythee, hie thee; he’ll come anon;—

Sing all a green willow must he my garland.
{Smps.

Let nobody blame him; his scorn I approve,

—

Nay, that’s not next.—Hark! who is’t that
knocks?

Emil. It’s the wrind.

Des. I call’d my love false love; but what said
he then? {Staps.

Sing willow, willow, willow;
If I court mo women, you’ll couch with mo men.—

So, get thee gone; good-night. Mine eyes do
Itch;

Doth that bode weeping?
Emil ’Tis neither here nor there.

Des. X have heard it said so.—0, these men,
these men! -

Dost thou in conscience think,—tell me,
Emilia,—

That there be women do abuse their husbands
In such gross Mnd?
Emil There be some such, no question.
Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the

world?
Emtl, Why, would not you?
Des. No, by this heavenly light!

Emil Nor I neither by this heavenly Hght;
I might do’t as well i* the dark. fworld?
Des, .Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the
Emil the world’s a huge thiag: it is a

great price
For a small vice.

i

Dm» In troth, I think thou wcmldit not

Emil In troth, I think I should; and un-
do’t when I had done. Marry, I would not do
such a thing for a joint-rmg, nor for measures
of lawn, nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps,
nor any petty exhibition; hut for the whole
world,—why, who would not make her hus-
band a cuckold to make him a monarch? I

should venture purgatory for’t.

Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a
wrong for the whole world.
Emil Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’ the

world; and having the world for your labour,
*tis a wrong in your own world, and you might
quickly make it right.

Des. I do not think there is any such woman.
Emil Yes, a dozen; and as many to the

vantage as would store the world they play’d

for,

But I do think it is their husbands’ faults

If wives do fall: say that they slack their duties,

And pour our treasures into foreign laps;

Or else break out in peevish jealousies, [us,

Throvring restraint upon us; or say they strike

Or scant our former having in de^ite;
Why, we have galls; and though we have

some grace,

Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands
know

Their wives have sense hke them: they see and
smell,

And have their palates both for sweet and sour.

As husbands have. What is it that they do
When they change us for others? Is it sport?

1 think it is: and doth affection breed it?

I think it doth: is’t frailty that thus errs?

It is so too. And have not we affections,

Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have?
Then let them use us well: else let them know
The ills we do their ills instruct us to.

Des. Good-night, good-night: heaven me
such usage send,

Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend!
lExeuni*

ACT V.

Scene I—Cyprus. A Street.

Enter Iago and Roberigo.

Taffo. Here, stand behind this bulk; straight

will he come:
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home:
Quick, quick; fear nothing; I’ll he at thy

elbows
It makes us or it mars us; think on that,

Apd fix most firm thy resolution.

Dod. Be near at hand; I may miscarry in’t.

Iago. Here, at thy hand: be bold, and take

thy stand, [Retires to a little distame.

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed;

And yet he hath given me satisfying reasons:—
’Tis but a man gone.—Forth, my sword; he

dies. . [Goes fo his stand.

Iago. I have tubb’d this young quat almost

to the sense, [Cajs^o

And he krows angry. Now, whether he kiu

Or Cassio Mm, or etch do kill the other,

Every way makes my gain: live Rodengo,
He odls me to a restitution large

Of fold and jewels that I bobb’d from him
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As gifts to Desdemona;
It must not be: if Cassio do remain,
He hath a doily beauty m his life

That makes me ugly; and, besides, the Moor
May unfold me to him; there stand 1 in much

peril:

No, he must die.—But, so, I hear him coming.

Enter Cassio.

Rod. I know his gait, ’tis he. —Villain, thou
diest!

[Eiisftes out, and makes a pass at Cassio.
Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy in-

deed,

But that ray coat is better than thou know’st:
I will make proof of thine.

[Draws, and wounds RoderIgo.
Rod. 0, I am slain!

[Iago rushes from his post, cuts Cassio
behind m the leg, and exit,

Cas. I am maim’d for ever.—Help, ho! mur-
der I murder! [Fflf/s.

Enter Othello at a distance.

0th. The voice of Cassio:—Iago keeps his

word.
Rod. 0, villain that I am!
Oih. It is even so,

Cas. 0, help, ho! light! a surgeon!

Oih. ’Tis he:—O brave Iago, honest and
just.

That hath such noble sense of thy friend’s

wrong!
Thou teachest me,—minion, your dear lies

dead,
And your unbless’d fate hies.—Strumpet, I

come! [blotted;

Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are

Thy bed, lust-stain’d, shall with lust’s blood be
spotted. [Exit.

Enter Lodovico and Gratiano at a distance

Cas. What, hoi no watch? no passage?
murder! murder! [direful.

Gra. ’Tis some mischance; the voice is very
Cas. 0, help!

lod. Hark!
Rod. 0 wretched villain! [night:

Lod. Two or three groan:—it is a heavy
These may be counterfeits: let’s think’t unsafe
To come in to the cry without more help.

Rod. Nobody come? then shall I bleed to
death.

Lod. Hark!
Gra. Here’s one comes in his shirt, with

light and weapons*

Re-enter Iago with a light.

Iago. Who’s there? whoso noise is this that
cries on murder?

Lod. We do not know.
Iago. Did not you hear a cry?
Cas. Here, here! for heaven’s sake, help me!
Iago. What’s the matter?
Gra. This is Othello’s ancient, as I take it.

lod* The same indeed; a very vaEant fellow.
Iago* What are you here that cry so griev-

ously?
i

Cas. Iago? 0, I am spoil’d, undone by
villains!

Give me some help. [done this?
Iago. 0 me, lieutenant! what villains have
Cas. I think that one of them is hereabout,

And cannot make away.
Iago. 0 treacherous villains!—

What are you there? come in, and give some
help. [To Lodovico and Gratiano.

Rod. 0, help me here!

Cas. That’s one of them.
Iago. 0 murderous slave! 0 villain!

[Stabs Roderigo
Rod. 0 damn’d Iago! 0 inhuman dog!
Iago. Kill men 1 ’ the dark!—Where be these

bloody thieves?—
How silent is this town!—Ho! murder! mur-

der!—
What may you be? are you of good or evil?

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us.

Iago. Signior Lodovico?
Lod. He, sir.

Iago I cry you mercy. Here’s Cassio hurt
by villains.

Gra. Cassio!

Iago. How is’t, brother?
Cas. My leg is cut into.

Iago. Marry, heaven forbid!—
Light, gentlemen:—I’ll bind it with my shirt.

Enter Bianca,

Bian. What is the matter, ho? who is’t

that cned?
Iago. Who is’t that cned!
Bian. 0 my dear Cassio! my sweet Cassio!

O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio!

Iago. O notable strumpet!—Cassio, may you
suspect [you?

Who they should be that have thus mangled
Cas. No.
Gra. I am sorry to find you thus: I have

been to seek you.

Iago. Lend me a garter:—so.—0, for a chair,

To bear him easily hence! [Cassio!

Bian. Alas, he faints!—0 Cassio, Cassio,

Iago. Gentiemen all, I do suspect this trash

To be a party in this injury.—
Patience awhile, good Cassio.—Come, come;
Lend me a light.—Know we this face or no?
Alas, my fnend and my dear countryman
Roderigo? no:—yes, sure; 0 heaven! Roderigo,

Gra, What, of Venice?
Iago. Even he, sir: did you know him?
Gra. Know him! ay.

Iago. Signior Gratiano? I cry you gentle

pardon; fnors,

These bloody accidents must excuse my imst-

That so neglected you.

Gra. I am glad to see you,

logo. How do you, Cassio?—0, a chair, a
chair!

Gra. Roderigo
Iago. He, he, ’tis he.—0, that’s well said;

—the chair:— {<4 chair brought in.

Some good man bear km carefuHy from hence;
I’ll fetch the general’s surgeon.—For you,

mistress, [To Bianca,
Save you your labour,—He that Ie« slain here,

Cassio. (you?

Was my dear friend: what malice was between
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Cos. None in the world; nor do I know the
man.

lago. [To Bian.] What, look you pale?

—

O, bear him out o’ the air.

—

[Cas. and Rod, are borne off.

Stay you, good gentlemen.—Look you pale,

mistress?

—

Do you perceive the gastness of her eye?

—

Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon.

—

Behold her well; I pray you, look upon her:

Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltmess will

speak
Though tongues were out of use.

Enter Emilia.

EmiL ’Las, what’s the matter? what’s the
matter, husband?

logo. Cassio hath here been set on in the
dark

By Roderigo, and fellows that are ’scap’d:

He’s almost slain, and Roderigo dead.

Emil. Alas, good gentlemen! alas, good
Cassio! [thee, Emiha,

lago. This is the fruit of whoring.-Pr’y-
Go know of Cassio where he supp’d to-night,

—

What, do you shake at that?

Bian. He supp’d at my house; but I there-
fore shake not.

Jago. 0, did he so? I charge you, go with me.
Emil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpetl

Bian. 1 am no strumpet; but of life as honest
As you that thus abuse me.
EmiL As II fohl fie upon thee I

logo. Kind gentlemen, let’s go see poor
Cassio dress’d.

—

Come, mistress, you must tell’s another tale.

—

Emilia, run you to the citadel,

And tell my lord and lady what hath happ’d.

—

Will you go on afore?—(Aside.] This is the
night

That either makes me or fordoes me quite.

[Exeunt.

Scene IL—Cyprus. A Bedchamber in the

Castle: Desdemona in bed asleep; a light

burning.

Enter Othello.

Ofh. It is the cause, it is the cause,my soul,

—

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars!—
It is the cause.—Yet I’ll not shed her blood;

Nor scar that whiter tikin of hers than snow,
And smooth as monumental alabaster.

[Takes off his sword.
Yet she must die, else she’ll betray more men.
Put out the light, and then put out the light:

If I quench thee, thou flaming minister,

I can again thy former light restore, [light,

Should I repent me:—but once put out thy
Thou cunniag’st pattern of excelling nature,

I know not where is that Promethean heat
That can thy light relume. When I have

pluck’d thy rose,

I cannot give it vital growth again.
It needs must wither:—I’ll smell it on the.

tree.— [Kissing her,

O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade
Justice to break her sword I—One more, one

more.— [thee,

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill

And love thee after.—One more, and that’s

the last:

So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep.
But they are cruel tears: this sorrow’s heavenly;
It strikes where it doth love.—She wakes.

Des. Who’s there? Othello?
0th. Ay, Desdemona,
Des. Will you come to bed, my lord?
0th. Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemona?
Des. Ay, my lord.
0th. If you bethink yourself of any crime

Unreconcil’d as yet to heaven and grace,
Solicit for it straight. [that?

Des. 'Alack, my lord, what may you mean by
0th. Well, do It, and be brief; I will walk

by:
I would not kill thy unprepared spirit; [soul.

No,—heaven forfend!—I would not kill thy
Des. Talk you of killing?

0th. Ay, I do.
Des. Then heaven

Have mercy on mel
0th. Amen, with all my heartl
Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill

me.
0th. Hum! [then
Des. And yet I fear you; for you are fatal

When your eyes roll so: why I should fear I

know not, [fear.

Since guiltiness I know not; but yet I feel I

0th. Think on thy sins.

Des, They are loves I bear to you.
0th. Ay, and for that thou diest. [loving.—
Des. That death’s unnatural that kills for

Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip?

Some bloody passion Shakes your very frame;
These are portents; but yet I hope, I hope,

They do not point on me.
Oik. Peace, and he still 1

Des. I will SO. What’s the matter?
0th. That handkerchief which I so lov’d and

gave thee.

Thou gav’st to Cassio.

Des. No, by my life and soul!

Send for the man and ask him.
0th. Sweet soul, take heed,

Take heed of perjury; thou’rt on thy death-bed.

Des. Ay, but not yet to die.

0th. Yes, presently:

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin;

For to deny each article with oath
Cannot remove nor choke the strong conception

That I do groan withal. Thou art to die.

Des. Then, Lord have mercy on me!
0th. I say, amen.
Des. And have you mercy tool—I never did

Offend you in my fife; never lov’d Cassio

But with such general warranty of heaven
As I might love: I never gave him token.

Oik. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in’s

hand.

0 perjur’d woman! thou dost stone my heart,

And mak’st me call what I intend to do
A murder, which I thought a sacrifice:

1 saw the handkerchief,

Des. He found it, then;

I never gave it him:—send for him hither;

Let him confess a truth.

Oih. He hath confess’d.

Des. What, my lord?
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Oih. That he hath usM thee.

Des. How? fitnlawfuUy?

0th. Ay.

Jks. He will aot say so.

0th. No, his mouth is stopp’d;

Honest lago hath ta’en order for’t. [dead?

Des. 0, my fear interprets?—'What, is he
0th. Had aU his hairs been lives, my great

revenge
Had stomach for them all.

Des. Alas, he is betray’d, and I undone!
0th. Out, strumpet! Weep’st thou for him

to my face?

Des. O, banish me, my lord, but hill ^le not!

0th. Down, strumpet!

Des. Kill me to-morrow; let me hve to-night!

0th. Nay, if you stnve,—
Des. But half an hour!

0th. Being done, there is no pause.

jDes. But while I say one prayer!

0th, It is too late. [Smothers her.

Erml. My lord, my lord! what,

ho! my lord, my lord!

0th. What noise is this?—Not dead? not

yet quite dead?

I that am cruel am yet merciful;

I would not have thee hnger m thy pain:

—

So, so. [lord!

Emil. [WifAm.] What, ho! my lord, my
0th. Who’s there?

Emil. [WitAm.] 0, good my lord, I would
speak a word with you! [dead.

—

0th. Yes:—'tis Emiha:—by and by.—She’s
*Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio’s death;

The noise was high.—Ha! no more moving?
Still as the grave.—Shall she come in?—Were’t

good?— [do?

1 think she stirs again: no.—^What’s best to

If she come in she’ll sure speak to my wife:

My wife! my wife! what wife? I have no wife.

0, insupportable} 0 heavy hour!

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse

Of sun and moon, and that the afirighted globe

Should yawn at alteration.

Emil. [Within.] 1 do beseech you
That I may speak with you, 0, good my lord!

0th. I had forgot thee: 0, come in, Emiha:—
Soft,—by and by:—let me the curtain&draw.

art thrtii? [J!7n!ocfof the door.

Enter Emilu.

What’s the matter with thee now?
Emil. 0, my good lord, yonder’s foul mur-

ders done!
Oih. What, now?
Emil. But now, my lord.

OjfA. It IS the very error of the moon;
She comes more nearer earth than she was wont,
And makes men mad. [Venetian
Emtl. Cassio, my lord, hath kUl’d a young

Call’d Roderigo.
0th. Roderigo kill’d I

And Cassio kill’d!

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill’d.

Otk. Not Cassio kill’d! then murder’s out
of tune.

And sweet revenge grows harsh.

Des. 0, falsely falsely murder’d I

Emil Alas, what cry is that?

0th. That! what? [voice.—
Emil. Out and alas! that was my lady’s

Helpl help, ho! help!—0 lady, speak agam!
Sweet Desdemona! O sweet mistress, speak!

Des. A guiltless death I die.

Emil. O, who hath done this deed?
Des. Nobody; I myself. Farewell:

Commend me to my kind lord: 0, farewell!

[Dies.
0th. Why, how should she be murder’d?
Emil. Alas, who knows?
Oih. You heard her say herself it was not I.

Emil She said so: I must needs report ^e
truth.

Oih. She’s, hke a liar, gone to burning hell:
’Twas I that kiU’d her.

Emil O, the more angel she,
And you the blacker devil!

0th. She turn’d to folly, and she was a whore.
Emil Thou dost belie her, and thou art a

devil.

OfA. She was false as water.
Emtl Thou art rash as fire, to say

That she was false; 0, she was heavenly true!
0th. Cassio did tup her; ask thy husband

else.

O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in heU,
But that I did proceed upon just grounds
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all.

Emil. My husband!
OfA. Thy husband.
Emil That she was false to wedlock?
0th. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had she been

true,

If heaven would make me such another world
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,

I’d not have sold her for it.

Emil My husband!
0th. Ay, ’twas he that told me first

An honest man he is. and hates the slime
That sticks to filthy deeds.
Emil My husband!
0th. What needs this iterance, woman? I

say thy husband. [with love!-
Emil 0 mistress, viUany hath made mocks

My husband say that she was false!

0th. He, woman;
I say thy husband: dost understand the word?
My fnend, thy husband, honest, honest Itgo.
Emil If he say so, may his pernicious soul

Rot half a grain a day! he hcs to the heart;
She was to fond of her most filthy bargain.

0th. Hal
Emil Do thy worst:

This deed of rtiine is no more worthy heaven
Than thou wast worthy her.

0th. Peace, you were best,
Emil Thou hast not half that power to do

me harm
As I have to be hurt, 0 guU! 0 dolt!

As ignorant as dirt! thou hast done a deed,—
I care not for thy sword; I’ll make thee known,
Though I lost twenty hvcs.—Helpt help, ho!

help! [murder!
The Moor hath kill’d my mistress! murder!

Enter MOKTAWO, OkATiANO, and Uoo.

Mon. What it the matter?—How now,
general!
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£mL 0, are you come, lago? you have done
well,

That men must lay their murders on your neck.

Gra. What is the matter? [man:
EmiL Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a

He says thou told'st him that his wife was false*

I know thou did’st not, thou’rt not such a viUain:
Speak, for my heart is full. (no more

laffo* I told him what I thought; and told

Than what he found himself whs apt and true.

EmiL But did you ever tell him she was
false?

laffo. I did,

EmiL You told a He; an odious, damned
He;

Upon my soul, a He; a wicked He;

—

She false with Cassiol—Did you say with
Cassio?

logo. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, charm
your tongue.

EmiL 1 will not charm my tongue; I am
bound to speak;

My mistress here Ues murder’d in her bed,—
ML O heavens forfendl

EmiL And your reports have set the murder
on. [indeed.

0th, Nay, stare not, masters: it is true,

Gra. ’Tis a strange truth.

Mon. O monstrous act I

EmiL ViHany, villany, villany!—
1 think upon’t,—I think,—I smeU’t;—

O

villanyl— [grief:—

I thought so then;—FU kill myself for

0 villany, viUany!
/ago. ^at, axe you mad? I charge you,

get you home. (speak:

EmiL Good gentlemen, let me have leave to

’Tis proper I obey him, but not now.

—

Perchance, Xago, I wiU ne’er go home,
Oih. 0! 01 01 [Hanging over his wife.

EmiL Nay, lay thee down and roar;

For thou hast kill’d tiie sweetest innocent
That e’er did lift up eye.

0th. O, she was foul!—
^

[Rising.

1 scarce did know you, uncle; there Hes your
niece,

Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly
stopp’d:

I know this act shows hoirible and grim,
Gra. Poor Desdemonal I am glad^ thy

father’s dead:
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief

Shore his old thread in twain: did he Hve now,
This sight would make him do a desperate turn.
Yea, curse his better angel from his side,

And fall to reprobance.
OfA. ’Tia pitiful; but yet lago knows

That she wim Cassio hath the act of shame
A thousand times committed; Cassio confess’d

it:

Aud she did gratify his amorous works
With that ricognirance and pledge of Jove
Which I first gave her; I saw it in Ms hand;
It was a handkerchief, an antitiue token
My father gave my mother,
EmiL 0 heaven! 0 heavenly powers I

/ago. Come, hold your peace.
Emit. ’TwHI out, ’ts^ out:*—I peace!

No, I will speak as Hbenil as the north:

Let heaven and men and devils, let them all,

All, all, cry shame against me, yet I’U speak.
lago. Be wise, and get you home.
Emit. 1 will not.

[lAGO offers to stab his wife.

Gra. Fxe!

Your sword upon a woman?
Emit. 0 thou dull Moor! that handkerchief

thou speak’st of

I found by fortune, and did give my husband;
For often, with a solemn earnestness,

—

More than, mdeed, belong’d to such a trifle,

—

He begg’d of me to steal it.

lago. Villanous whore! .

Emit. She give it Cassio! no, alas, I found it

And I did give’t my husband.
lago. Filth, thou Best!
EmiL By heaven, I do not, I do not, gentle-

men.

—

0 murderous coxcomb! what should such a fool

Do with so good a wife?
[Iago stabs Emilia, on<f then runs out.

0th. Are there no stones in heaven
But what serve for the thunder?—Precious

villain! [wife.

Gra. The woman falls; sure he hath Idird Ms
EmiL Ay, ay:—O, lay me by my rmstress*

side.

Gra. He’s gone, but Ms wife’s kill’d.

Mon. ’Tis a notorious villain. Take you this

weapon,
WTiich I have here recover’d from the Moor:
Come, guard the door without; let him not pass.

But loU Mm rather. FU after that same vtUain
For ’tis a damned slave.

[Exeunt Mon. and Gra.
0th. I am not vaHant neither,

But every puny wMpster gets my sword;

—

But why should honour outHve honesty?
Let it go alL

ErruL What did thy song bode, lady?
Hark, canst thou hear me? I will play the

swan,
And die in music:

—

WilloWf willow, willow.

—

[Sings,

Moor, she was chaste; she lov’d thee, cruel
» Moor;

So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true;

So speaking as I tMnk, I die,—I die. { Dies.

OfA. I have another weapon in this chamber;
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook’s temper:—
0, here it is,—Uncle, I must come forth.

Gra. [Within.] U thou attempt it, it will

cost thee dear:

Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer.

0th. Look in upon me, then, and speak with

me,
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee.

Re-enter Gratiako.

Gra. What is the matter?
OfA, Behold, I have a weapon;

A better never did itself sustain

Upon a soldier’s thigh: I have seen the day
That, with this little arm and this good sword,

1 have made my way through more impedi-
ffiients

Than twenty times your stop:—but/ O vain

boast!
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Who can control his fate? *tis not so now.

—

Be not afraid though you do see me weapon’d;

Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt,

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail.

Do you go back dismay’d? ’tis a lost fear;

Man but a rush against Othello’s breast,

And he retires:—where should Othello go?

—

Now, how dost thou look now? 0 ill-starr’d

wench! (compt.

Pale as thy smock! when we shall meet at

This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven

And fiends wiU snatch at it. Cold, cold, my
girl!

Even like thy chastity.—
, .

0 cursed, cursed slave!—^Whip me, ye devils,

From the possession of this heavenly sight!

Blow me about m winds! roast me m sulphur!

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire!

—

0 Desdemon! dead, DesdemonI dead! 01

Enter LoDOvrco, Montano, Cassio, carried

in a chair, arid Officers, with Iago prisoner.

Lod, Where is this rash and most unfortun-

ate man?
Oih. That’s he that was Othello;—here I am.

Lod, Where is that viper? bnng the villain

forth.

0th, 0 look down towards his feet,
—

^but

that’s a fable.

—

If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee.

[Wounds Iago.

Lod. Wrench his sword from him,

Iago. I bleed, sir; but not kill’d.

0th, I am not sorry neither: I’d have thee

live;

For, in my sense, ’tis happiness to die.

Locf. 0 thou Othello, that wert once so good,

Fall’n in the practice of a damned slave,

What shall be said to thee?

0th. Why, anything:

An honeurable murderer, if you will;

For naught I did in hate, but all in honour.

Zod. This wretch hath part confess’d his

villany:

Did you and he consent in Cassio’s death?

0 th. Ay.
Cas. Dear general, I never gave you cause.

Oth. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon.

Will you, I pray, demand that demi-de^
Why he hath thus ensnar’d my soul and body?

Iago. Demand me nothing: what you know,
you know:

From this time forth I never will speSk word.
Lod. What, not to pray?
Gra. Torments will ope your lips.

Oth. Well, thou dost best. (fall'n,

Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath be-
Which, as I think, you know not. Here is a

letter

Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo;
And here another: the one of them imports
The death of Cassio to be undertook
By Roderigo.

Oih. 0 villaiiil

Cas. Most heathenish and most gross!
Lod. Now here’s another discontented paper.

Found in his pocket too; and this, it seems,
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned

villain;
i

But that, behke, Iago in the interim
Came in and satisfied him,

Oth. 0 the pernicious caitiff!—

^

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief
That was my wife’s?

Cas. I found it in my chamber:
And he himself confess’d but even now
That there he dropp’d it for a special purpose
Which wrought to his desire.

Oth. O fool! fool! fool!
Cas. There is besides in Rodengo’s letter,—

How he upbraids Iago that he made him
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came
That I was cast; and even but now be spake.
After long seeming dead,—Iago hurt him,
Iago set jEim on.

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go
with us:

Your power and your command is taken off.

And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave,

—

If there be any cuniung cruelty

That can torment him much and hold him long,
It shall be his. You shall close pnsoner rest
Till that the nature of your fault be known
To the Venetian state.—Come, bnng away.

Oth. Soft you , a word or two before you go.
I have done the state some service, and they

know’t,

—

No more pf that.— I pray you, in your letters.

When you shall these unlucl^ deeds relate,

Speak of me as I am; nothing extenuate,
Nor set down aught m maUce: then must you

speak
Of one that lov’d not wisely, but too well;

Of one not easily jealous, but, bemg wrought,
Perplex’d in the extreme; of one whose hand,
Like the base Judean, threw a pearl away
Richer than all his tribe; of one whose subdu’d

eyes,

Albeit unused to the melting mood,
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees

Their medicinal gum. Set you down tbs;
And say, besides,—that in Aleppo once,
Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk
Beat a Venetian and traduc’d the state,

I took by the throat the circumcised dog,
And smote him—thus. [Sfods himself.

Lod. O bloody period!
Gra. All that’s spoke is marr’d,
Oth. I kiss’d thee ere I kill’d thee:- -no way

but this, [Falling upon DeSpemona.
Foiling myself, to die upon a kiss. {Dies.

Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had no
weapon;

For he was great of heart,

Lod. [To Iago.) 0 Spartan dog,
More fell than anguish, hunger, or the seal
Look on the tragic loading of tbs bed;
This is thy work:—the object poisons sight;
Let it be hid.—Gratiano, k^ep the house,
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor,
For they succeed on you.—To you, lord

governor,
Remains the censure of this helhsh vifiaiii;

The time, the place, the torture,—O, enforce
m

Myself will straight aboard; and to the state
This heavy act with heavy heart relate.

IBxemt.
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‘ViUa nuretur vulgus, mihi flavus Apollo

Pocula Castalia plena mimstret aqua.*

—

Ovid.

TO THE

tllGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY,
EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BAHON OF TITCHFIELD.

Right Honourable,
I KNOW not how I shall offend in dedicating myunpolished lines to your lordship, norhow the

world will censure me for choosing so strong a prop to support so weak a burthen: only if your
honour seem but pleased, I account myself highly praised, and vow to take advantage of

all idle hours till I have honoured you with some graver labour. But if the first heir of my in-

vention prove deformed, I shall be sorry it had so noble a godfather, and never after ear
so barren a land, for fear it yield me still so bad a harvest. I leave it to your honourable sur-

vey, and your honour to your heart’s content; which I wish may always answer your own
wish, and the world’s hopeful expectation.

Your Honour’s in all duty,

William Shakespeare.

Even as the sun with purple-colour’d face
Had ta’en his last leave of the weeping morn,
Rose-cheek’d Adonis hied him to the chase;
Hunting he lov’d, but love he laugh’d to scorn;

Sick-thoughted Venusmakes amainunto him,
And like a bold-fac’d suitor ’gins to woo him.

‘Thrice fairer than myself,* thus she began,
‘The field’s chief flower, sweet above compare,
Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man,
More white and red than doves or roses are;

Nature that made thee, with herself at stnfc,

Saith that the world hath ending with thy life.

‘Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed,
And rein Ms proud head to the saddle-how;
If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed

A thousand honey-secrets shalt thou know:
Here come and sit, where never serpent hisses,
And being set I’ll smother thee with kasses;

‘And yet not cloy thy bps with loath’d satiety,

But rather famish them amid their plenty,

Making them red and pale with fresh variety,

Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty:
A summer’s day will seem an hour but short.

Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport,’

With this she seizeth on his sweating palm.
The precedent of pith and livelihood,

And, trembhng in her passion, calls it balm,
Earth’s sovereign salve to do a goddess good:

Being so enrag’d, desire doth lend her force.

Courageously to pluck Mm from Ms horse.
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Over one ana the lusty courser’s rem,
Under her other was the tender boy,

Who blush’d and pouted in a full disdain,

With leaden appetite, unapt to toy;

She red and hot as coals of glowing fire,

He red for shame, but frosty m desue.

The studded bridle on a ragged bough
Nimbly she fastens; (0 how quick is level)

The steed is stalled up, and even now
To tie the rider she begins to prove:

Backward she push’d him, as she would be
thrust,

And govern’d him in strength, though not in

lust.

So soon was she along, as he was down,
Each leaning on their elbows and their hips;

Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he
frown,

And *gms to chide, but soon she stops his

lips;

And kissing speaks, with lustful language
broken,

‘K thou wilt chide, thy Ups shall never open.’

Hebums with bashful shame; she with her tears
Doth quench the maiden burmng of his cheeks:

Then with her windy sighs, and golden hairs.

To fan and blow them dry again she seeks:

He saith she is immodest, blames her ’miss;

"^at follows more she murders with a kiss.

Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast.

Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh, and bone
Shaking her wings, devouring all m haste,

Till either gorge be stuff’d, or prey be gone;

Even so she kiss’d his brow, his cheek, his chin,

And where she ends she doth anew begin.

Forc’d to content, but never to obey,

Panting he hes, and breatheth in her face;

She feedeth on the steam, as on a prey,

And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace,

Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of

flowers, [showers.

So they were dew’d with such distilling

Look how a bird lies tangled in a net,

So fastened in her arms Adorns lies;

Pure shame and aw’d resistance made him fret.

Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes;

Pain added to a river that is rank,

Perforce will force it overflow the bank.

Still she entreats, and prettily entreats,

For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale;

Still is he sullen, still he low’rs and frets,

'Twixt crimson shame, and anger ashy pale;

Being red, she loves him best, and being white,
Her best is better’d with a more dehght.

Look how he can, she cannot choose but love;
And by her fair immortal hand she swears
From his soft bosom never to remove,
Till he take truce with her contending tears.
Which long have rain’d, making her cheeks

all wet; (debt.
And one sweet Mss shall pay this countless

Upon this promise did he raise his chin.

Like a dive-dapper peenng through a wave,
Who, being look’d on, ducks as qmckly in;

So offers he to give what she did crave;

But when her bps were ready for his pay,
He wmks, and turns his hps another way.

Never did passenger in summer’s heat [turn:

More thirst for drmk, than she for this good
Her help she sees, but help she cannot get;

She bathes in water, yet her fire must bum;
‘O, pity,’ ’gan she cry, ’flint-hearted boy!
*Tis but a Mss I beg; why art thou coy?

‘I have been woo’d, as I entreat thee now,
Even by the stem and direful god of war.
Whose sinewy neck in battle ne’er did bow,
Who conquers where he comes, in every jar;

Yet ha^ he been my captive and my slave,

And begg’d for that which thou unask’d shalt
have.

‘Over my altars hath he hung his lance,

His batter’d shield, his uncontrolled crest,

And for my sake hath learn’d to sport and dance,
To toy, to wanton, dally, smile, and jest;

Scorning his churlish drum and ensign red.

Making my arms his field, his tent my bed.

‘Thus he that overrul’d I oversway’d,
Leading him prisoner m a red-rose chain:

Strong-temper’d steel his stronger strength
obey’d,

Yet was he servile to my coy disdain.

0, be not proud, nor brag not of thy might
For mastering her that foil’d the god of fight!

‘Touch but my bps with those fair lips of thine,

(Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red.)

The kiss shall be thine own as well as mine:

—

What seest thou in the ground? hold up thy
head,

Look in mine eyeballs, there thy beauty bes:
Then why not bps on bps, since eyes in eyes?

‘Art thou asham’d to Mss? then wink again,
And I will wink, so shall the day seem night:
Love keeps his revels where there are but twain;
Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight.

These blue-vein’d violets whereon we lean
Never can blab, nor know not what we mean.

‘The tender spnng upon thy tempting bp
Shows thee unripe; yet mayst thou well be

tasted;

Make use of time, let not advantage slip;

Beauty withia itself should not be wasted:
Fairflowers that are not gather’dm theirprime
Rot and consume themselves in Httle time,

‘Were I hard-favour’d, foul, or wnakled-old,
lU-nurtur’d, crooked, clmrbsh, harsh m voice,
O’er-worn, despised, rheumatic, and cold,

Thick-sighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice,

Then mightst thou pause, for then I were
not for thee;

But having no defects, why dost abhor me?

‘Thou canat not see one wrinMe in my brow;
Mine eyes are grey, and bright, and quick in

turning;
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My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow,

My flesh is soft and plump, my marrow burning;

My smooth moist hand, were it with thy hand
felt,

Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt.

‘Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear.

Or, Hhe a fairy, trip upon the green,

Or, like a nymph, with long dishevell’d hair.

Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen:

Love is a spirit all compact of fire,

Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire.

‘Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie!

These forceless flowers hke sturdy trees sup-
port me;

Two strengthless doves will draw me through
the sky,

From Jnorn to night, even where I list to sport

me:
Is love so hght, sweet boy, and may it be
That thou shouldst think it heavy unto thee?

*The sun that shines from heaven shines but
warm,

And lo, I lie between that sun and thee:
The heat I have from hence doth little harm,
Thine eye darts forth the fire that bumeth me:
And were I not immortal, life were done.
Between this heavenly.and earthly sun.

'Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel,

Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain relenteth?
Art thou a woman’s son, and canst not feel
What ’tis to love? how want of love toimenteth?
0 had thy mother borne so hard a mind,
She had not brought forth thee, but died

unkind.

‘Whatam I, that thou shouldstcontemnme this?
Or what great danger dwells upon my suit?
What were thy lips the worse for one poor Wss;
Speak, fair; but speakfairwords, or else be mute

:

Give me one kiss, I’ll give it thee again.
And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain.

‘Is thine own heart to thine own face affected?

Can thy right hand seize love upon thy left?

Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected.

Steal tinne own freedom, and complain on theft.

Narcissus so himself himself forsook.

And died to kiss ’his shadow m the brook.

‘Torches are made to light, jewels to wear,
Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use,

Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear;

Things growing to themselves are growth’s

abuse:
Seeds spnng from seeds, and beauty breedeth

beauty,

Thou wast begot,—to get it is thy duty.

‘Upon the earth’s increase why shouldst thou
feed,

Unless the earth with thy increase be fed?

By law of Nature thou art bound to breed,

That thine may live, when thou thyself art dead;
And so in spite of death thou dost survive,

In that thy likeness stH is left ahve.’

By this the lovo-sick queen began to sweat,

For, where they lay, the shadow had forsook

them,
And Titan, ’tired in the mid-day heat,

With burning eye did hotly overlook them;
Wishmg Adonis had his team to guide,

So he were like him, and by Venus’ side.

And now Adonis, with a lazy spright,

And with a heavy, dark, disfiking eye,

His lowering brows overwhelming his fair sight,

Like misty vapours when they blot the sky.

Souring his cheeks, cries, 'Fie, no more of

love!

The sun doth bum my face; I must remove.’

‘Fie, lifeless picture, cold and senseless stone,
Well-pamted idol, image dull and dead,
Statue contenting but the eye alone,
Thing like a man, but of no woman bred;
Thou art no man, though of a man’s com-

plexion.

Formen will kiss even by theirown direction.*

This said, impatience chokes her pleading
tongue,

And swelling passion doth provoke a pause;
Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth herwrong;
Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause:
And now she weeps, and now she fain would

speak.
And now her sobs do her intendments break.

Sometimes she shakes her head, and then his

hand.
Now gazeth she on him, now on the ground;
Sometimes her arms infold him like a band;
She would, he will not in her arms be bound;
Andwhenfromthence he struggles to be gone.
She locks her lily fingers one in one.

‘Fondling,* she saith, 'since I have hemm'd
thee here,

Within the circuit of this ivory pale,

I’ll be a park, and thou shalt be my deer;
Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale:

Graze on my lips; and if those hiUs be dry.

Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie,

'Within this limit is rehef enough.
Sweet bottom-grass, and high delightfel plain.

Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure andrough.
To shelter thee from tempest and from rain;

Then be my deer, since I am such a park;
No dog shallrouse Ihee, tho’ athousand bark.”

*Ah me,* quoth Venus, 'young, and so unldndl
What bare excuses mak’st thou to begone I

PB sigh celestial breatih, whose gentle wind
Shall cool the heat of tmi descending sun;

Pll make a shadow for thee of my hairs;

If they bum too, Pll quench them with my
tears.

At this Adonis smiles as in disdain,

That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple:
Love made those hollows, if himself were slain.

He might be buried in a tomb so simple;

Foreknowing well if there he came to lie,

Why there Love liv’d an there he could not

die.
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These lovely caves, these rouad enchanting
pits,

Open’d their mouths to swallow Venus’ hking:
Being mad before, how doth she now for wits?

Struck dead at first, what needs a second
striking?

Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn,

To love a cheek that smiles at thee m scorn*

Now which way shall she turn? what shall she
say?

Her words are done, her woes the more increas-

ing,

The time is spent, her object will away.
And from her twining arms doth urge releasing:

‘Pity*"She cnes,—‘some favour—some re-

morse—’
Away he spnngs, and hasteth to his house.

But lo, from forth a copse that neighbours by,

A breeding jennet, lusty, young, and proud,

Adorns’ trampling courser doth espy,

And forth she rushes, snorts, and neighs aloud'

The strong-neck’d steed, being tied unto a

tree,

Breaketh his rem, and to her straight goes he.

Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds.
And now his woven girth he breaks asunder;

The beanng earth with his hard hoof he wounds,
Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven’s

thunder,

The iron bit he crushes ’tween his teeth,

Controlling what he was controlled with.

His ears up-prick’d, his braided hanging mane
Upon his compass’d crest now stand on end;

His nostrils dnnk the air, and forth again,

As from a furnace, vapours doth he send*

His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire,

Shows his hot courage and his high desire.

Sometimes he trots, as if he told the steps,

With gentle majesty, and modest pride;

Anon he rears upright, curvets, and leaps,

As who should say, lo! thus my streng^ is

tned,
And this I do to captivate the eye
Of the fair breeder that is standing by.

What recketh he his rider’s angry stir,

Hisflattenng ‘holla,’ or his ‘Stand, I say’?

What cares he now for curb, or pricking spur’
For rich capansons, or trapping gay’
He sees his love, and nothing else he sees,

Nor nothing else with his proud sight agrees.

Look, when a painter would surpass the life,

In hmning out a well-proportion’d steed,

His art with nature’s worlananship at strife,

As if the dead the living should exceed;
So did this horse excel a common one,
In shape, in courage, colour, pace, and bone.

Round-hoofd, short-j'ointed, fetlocks shag and
long, [wide,

Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostril

High crest, short ears, straight legs, and pass-
ing strong,

Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender
hide:

Look what a horse should have, he did not
lack,

Save a proud nder on so proud a back.

Sometime ne scuds far ofi, and there he stares;

Anon he starts at stirring of a feather;

To bid the wind a base he now prepares,
And whe’r he run or fly, they knew not whether;
For thro’ his mane and tail the high wind

sings,

Panning the hairs, who wave like featner’d
wings.

He looks upon his love and neighs unto her;

She answers him as if she knew his mmd:
Being proud, as females are, to see him woo her,

She puts on outward strangeness, seem unkind;
Spurns at his love, and scorns the heat he feels,

Beatinghiskindembracementswithherheeis.

Then, hke a melancholy malecontent,
He vails his tail, that, like a falling plume,
Cool-shadow to his melting buttock lent;

He stamps, and bites the poor flies m bis fume:
His love, perceiving how he is enrag’d,

Grew kinder, and his fury was assuag’d.

His testy master goeth about to take him;
When lo, the unback’d breeder, full of fear,

Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake him,
With her the horse, and left Adonis there:

As theyweremad unto the wood they hie them,
Out-strippmgcrows that stnve to over-flythem.

All swoln with chasing, down Adonis sits,

Banning his boisterous and unruly beast;
And now the happy season once more fits,

That love-sick Love by pleading may be blest;

For lovers say the heart hath treble wrong,
When it IS barr’d the aidance of the tongue.

An oven that Is stopp'd, or river stay’d,

Burneth more hotly, swelleth with more rage:

So of concealed sorrow may be said;

Free vent of words love’s fire doth assuage;
But when the heart’s attorney once is mute,
The client breaks, as desperate m his suit

He sees her coming, and begins to glow,
Even as a dying coal revives with wind,
And with hib bonnet hides his angry brow;
Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind,
Taking no notice that she is so mgh,
For all askaunce he holds her in his eve.

0 what a sight it was, wistly to view
How she came stealing to the wayward boy!
To note tlie fighting conflict of her hue!
How white and red each other did destroy!

But now her cheek was pale, and by and by
It flash’d forth fire, as lightning from the sky.

Now was she just before him aa he sat,

And hke a lowly lover down she kneels;
With one fair hand she heaveth up hxs hat,

Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels:

His tenderer cheek receives her soft hand’s
print

As apt as new-Men snow takes my dint.
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0 what a war of looks was then between them!

Her eyes, petitioners, to his eyes suing:

His eyes saw her eyes as theyhad not seen them;
Her eyes woo’d stiU, his eyes disdain’d the

wooing:
And all this dumb play had his acts made plain

With tears, which, chorus-hke, her eyes did
rain.

Bill gently now she takes him by the hand,

A My pnson’d m a gaol of snow,

Or ivory in an alabaster band;

So white a friend engirts so white a foe:

This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling,

Show’d hke two silver doves that sit a-biUing.

Once more the engine of her thoughts began:
*0 feirest mover on this mortal round,

Would thou wert as I am, and I a man,
Myheart all whole as thine, thy heartmy wound

;

For one sweet look tliy help I would assure
thee,

Though nothing but my body’s bane would
cure thee.’

*Give me my hand,’ saith he, Vhy dost thou
feel it?’

‘Give me my heart,’ saith she, ‘and thou shalt

have it;

0 give it me lest thy hard heart do steel it,

And being steel’d, soft sighs can never grave it;

Then love’s deep groans I never shall regard,

Because Adorns’ heart hath made nune hard.’

‘For shame,’ he cries, ‘let go, and let me go;

My day’s delight is past, my horse is gone,

And ’t is your fault I am bereft him so;

1 pray you hence, and leave me here alone:

For all my mind, my thought, my busy care,

Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.’

Thus she replies; ‘Thy palfrey, as he should,

Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire.

Affection is a coal that must be cool’d;

Else, suffer’d, it will set the heart on fire:

The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath

none,
Thereforeno marvel though thyhorse be gone.

‘How like a jade he stood, tied to the tree,

Servilely master’d with a leathern rem!
But when he saw his love, his youth’s fair fee.

He held such petty bondage m disdain;

Throwing the base thong from his bending
crest,

Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his breast.

‘Who sees his tme love in her naked bed,

Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white,

But, when his glutton eye so full hath fed,

His other agents aim at like dehght?
Who is so faint that dare not be so bold
To touch the fire, the weather being cold?

‘let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy;
And leiim of Mm, I heartily beseech thee,

To take advantage on presented joy; (thee.

Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach
0 learn to love; the lesson is but plain,

And. once made perfect, never lost again.*

‘I know not love,’ quoth he, ‘nor will not know
it,

Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it:

‘Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it;

My love to love is love but to disgrace it;

For I have heard it is a hfe m death,
That laughs, and weeps, and all but with a

breath.

‘Who wears a garment shapeless and unfinish’d?
Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth?
If springing things be any jot diminish’d,
They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth:
The cold that’s back’d and burthen’d being

young
Loseth his pride, and never waxeth strong.

‘You hurt my hand with wringing, let us part,

And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat
Remove your siege from my unyielding heart,
To love’s alarm it will not ope the gate.

Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your
flattery,

For where a heart is hard, they make no
battery.’

‘What! canst thou talk,’ quoth she, ‘hast thou
a tongue?

0 would thou hadst not, or I had no hearing'
Thy mermaid’s voice hath done me double

wrong,
1 had my load before, now press’d with beanng.
Melodious discord, heavenly tune harsh

sounding, [wounding.
Ear’s deep-sweet music,and heart’s deep-sore

‘Had I no eyes, but ears, my ears would love
That inward beauty and invisible:

Or, were I deaf, thy outward parts would move
Each part in me that were but sensible:

Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see,

Yet should I be m love, by touching thee.

‘Say that the sense of feeling were bereft me,
And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch,
And nothing but the very smell were left me,
Yet would my love to thee be still as much;
For from the still’tory of thy face excelling

Comes breath perfum’d, that breedeth love
by smelling.

‘But 0, what banquet wert thou to the taste,

Being nurse and feeder of the other four!

Would they not wish the feast might ever last,

And bid Suspicion double-lock the door?
Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest,

Should, by his stealing in, disturb the feast ’

Once more the ruby-colour’d portal open’d,

Which to Ms speech did honey passage yield;

Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken’d
Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the field.

Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds,

Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and to herds.

This ill presage advisedly she marketh:
Even as the wind is hush’d before it raineth,

Or as the wolf doth grin before it barketh,

Or as the berry breaks before it staineth,

or like the deadly bullet of a gun,

His meaning struck her ere his words begun.
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And at his look she flatly falleth down,
For looks kill love, and love by looks reviveth;

A snule recures the wounding of a frown,
But blessed bankrupt, that by love so thnveth!
The silly boy, behevmg she is dead, [red;

Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it

And all-amaz’d brake off his late intent,

For sharply he did tlunk to reprehend her.

Which cunning love did wittily prevent*

Fair fall tlie wit that can so well defend her!

For on the grass she lies as she were slam,

Till his breath breatheth life in her again.

He wrings her nose, he stnkes her on the cheeks,

He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard,

He chafes her lips, a thousand ways he seeks
To mend the hurt that his unkindness marr’d,

He kisses her, and she, by her good will.

Will never rise so he will kiss her still.

The night of sorrow now is turn’d to day:

Her two blue windows faintly she upheaveth,

Like the fair sun, when in his fresh array

He cheers the morn, and all the world relieveth:

And as the bright sun glorifies the sky,

So IS her face illumin’d with her eye:

Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix’d,

.
As if from thence they borrow’d all their shine.

’ Were never four such lamps together mix’d.

Had not his clouded with his brows’ repine;

But hers, which thro’ the crystal tears gave
light,

Shone like the moon in water seen by night

‘0, where am I?’ quoth she, ‘in earth or

heaven,
Or in the ocean drench’d, or in the fire?

What hour is this? or morn, or weary even?
Do I delight to die, or life desire?

But now I liv’d, and life was death’s annoy;
But now I died, and death was lively joy.

‘0 thou didst kill me;—kill me once again:

Thy eyes’ shrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine,

Hath taught them scornful tncks, and such dis-

dain [mine;

That they have murder’d this poor heart of

And these mine eyes, true leaders to their

queen,
But for thy piteous Ups no more had seen.

‘Long may they kiss each*other, for this cure!

0 never let their crimson liveries wear!
And as they last, their verdure still endure,
To drive infection from the dangerous year!

That the star-gazers, having wnt on death,
May say the plague is banished by thy breath.

‘Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lip imprinted.
What bargains may I make, still to be sealing?
To sell myself I can be well contented,
So thou wilt buy, and pay, and use good deal-

ing;

Which purchase if thou make, for fear of slips.

Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips.

thousand kisses buys my heart from me;
And pay them at thy leisure, one by one.

What IS ten hundred touches unto thee?
Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone?

Say, for non-payment that the debt should,
double,

Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble?*

‘Fair queen,’ quoth he, ‘if any love you owe
me,

Measure my strangeness with my unripe years.
Before I know myself seek not to know me;
No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears:

The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks

fast.

Or being early pluck’d is sour to taste.

‘Look, the world’s comforter, with weary gait,

His day’s hot task hath ended in the west:
The owl, night’s herald, shrieks,— ’tis very late,

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest;

And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven’s
hght

Do summon us to part, and bid good mght.

‘Now let me say “good night,” and so say you;
If you will say so, you shall have a kiss.’

‘Good night,’ quoth she, and, ere he says
‘adieu,’

The honey fee of parting tender’d is*

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet^embrace;
Incorporate then they seem, face grows to face.

Till, breathless, he disjoin’d, and backward
drew

The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth.
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew.
Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth:
He with her plenty press’d, she faint with

dearth,

(Their lips together glued,) fall to the earth.

Now quick Desire hath caught the yielding prey,

And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filleth;

Her bps are conquerors, his lips obey,
Paying what ransom the insulter willeth;

Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price

so high,

That she will draw his lips’ rich treasure dry.

And living felt the sweetness of the spoil,

With blindfold fury she begins to forage;
Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth

boil,

And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage;
Planting oblivion, beating reason back,
Forgetting shame’s pure blush, and honour’s

wrack.

Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing,
Like a wild bird being tam’d with too much

handling,
Or as the fleet-foot roe that's tir’d with chasing,

Or like the froward infant still’d with dandling,
He now obeys, and now no more resisteth.

While she takes all she can, not all she Hsteth.

What wax so frozen but dissolves with temper-
ing,

And yields at last to every light impression?
Things out of hope are compass’d oft with ven-

turing,
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Chiefly whoseleave exceeds coxtiinis^oii:

Affection faints not like a pale-fac’d coward,

But then wooes best when most his choice is

froward.

When he did frown, 0 , had she then gave over,

Such nectar from his lips she had not suck'd.

Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover;

What though the rose have prickles, yet 'tis

pluck'd;

Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast,

Yet love breaks through, and picks them all

at last.

For pity now she can no more detain him;

The poor fool prays her that he may depart:

She is resolv'd no longer to restrain him;

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart,

The which, by Cupid’s bow she doth protest,

He carries thence incaged in his breast.

‘Sweet boy,' she says, ‘this night I’ll waste in

sorrow,

Formy sickheart commands mine eyesto watch.

Tell me, love's master, shall we meet to-morrow?
Say, shall we? shall we? wilt thou make the

match?’

He tells her, no; to-morrow he intends

To hunt the boar with certain of has friends.

‘The boarl’ quoth she, whereat a sudden pale,

Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rose,

Usurps her cheeks; she trembles at has tale.

And on his neck her yoking arms she throws:

She sinketh down, shll hanging by his neck,

He on her belly falls, she on her back.

Now is she in the very lists of love,

Her champion mounted for the hot encounter:

All is imaginary she doth prove,

He win not manage her, although he mount her;

That worse than Tantalus’ is her annoy,

To clip Elysium, and to lack her joy.

Evenaspoor birds, deceiv'd with painted grapes,

Ho surfeit by the eye, and pine the maw,
Even so she languisheth in her mishaps,
As those poor birds that helpless berries saw:
The warm effects which she in him finds

missing,

She seeks to tendle with confinual kissing.

But all in vain; good queen, it will not be:
She hath assay'd as much as may be prov’d;

Her pleading hath deserv'd a greater fee;

She's Love, she loves, and yet she is not lov'd.

‘Fie, fie,' he says, ‘you crush me; let me go;

You have no reason to withhold me so.'

‘Thou hadst been gone,' quoth she, ‘sweet boy,

ere this, pboaf*

But that thou told'st me thou wouldat hunt the

0 be advis'd I thou know'st not what it is

With javelin's point a churlish swine to gore,

Whose tushesneversheath'dhewhetteth stiff,

Like to a mortal butcher, bent to Hll.

JOn his bow-back he hath a battle get
Of bristly pikes, tint ever throat Ms fees;

His eyes like glowworms shine when he doth
fret:

His snout digs sepulchres where’er he goes;
Being mov’d, he strikes whate’er is in his way,
And whom he strikes his cruel tushes slay.

‘His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm’d,
Are better proof than thy spear's point can

enter;

His short thick neck cannot be easily harm’d;
Being ireful on the lion he will venture:
The thorny brambles and embracing bushes,
As fearful of him, part; through whom he

rushes.

‘Alas, he nought esteems that face of thine,

To which Love’s eyes pay tributary gazes;
Worthy soft hands, sweet lips, and crystal eyne.
Whose full perfection all the world amazes;
Buthaving thee at vantage, (wondrous dread !)

Would root these beauties as he roots the
mead.

‘0, let him keep his loathsome cabin still!

Beauty hath nought to do with such foul fiends:

Come not within his danger by thy will:

Theythatthrive welltake counselof theirfriends.
When thou didst name the boar, not to dis-

semble, [ble.

I fear’d thy fortune, and my joints did trem-

‘Didst thou not mark my face? Was it not
white?

Saw’st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye?
Grew I not faint? And feU I not downright?
Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie,

My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no
rest,

But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on my
breast.

‘For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy
Doth call himself Affection's sentinel;

Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny,
And in a peaceful hour doth cry, “kiU, kil!;”

Distempering gentle Love in Ms desire.

As air and water do abate the fire.

‘This sour informer, this bate-breeding spy,

This canker that eats up love's tender spring,

TMs carry-tale, dissentious Jealousy,
That sometime true news, sometime false doth

bring,

Knocks atmy heart, and wMspers in miae ear,

That if I love thee I thy death should fear:

‘And, more than so, presenteth to mine eye
The picture of an angry-chafing boar,
Under whose sharp fangs on Ms back doth he
An image like thyself, all stain'd with gore;

Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being
shed

Doth make them droop with grief, and hang
the head.

‘What should I do, seeing thee so indeed,
That tremble at the imagination?
The ffiought of it doth make my faint heart

bleed,

And fear darts, teach it divination;
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I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow.

If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow.

*But if ttiou needs will hunt, be rul’d by me;
Uncouple at the timorous jflying hare.

Or at the fox, which lives by subtilty,

Or at the roe, which no encounter dare:

Pursue these fearful creatures o’er the downs,
And on thy well-breath’d horse keep with

thy hounds.

*And wheii thou hast on foot the purblind hare,

Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his troubles,

How he outruns the wind, and with what care

He cranks and crosses, with a thousand doubles:

The many musits through the which he goes

Axe like a labyrinth to amare his foes.

‘Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep,

To make the cunning hounds mistake their

smell,

And sometime where earth-delving conies keep,

To stop the loud pursuers in their yell;

And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer;

Danger deviseth shifts; wit waits on fear:

‘For there his smell with others being mingled,

The hot scent-snuffing hounds are driven to

doubt,

Ceasingtheir clamorous cry tillthey have singled

With much ado the cold fault cleanly out;

Then do they spend their mouths: Echo
rephes,

As if another chase were in the skies.

‘By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill,

Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear,

To hearken if his foes pursue him still;

Anon their loud alarums he doth hear;

And now his grief may be compared well

To one sore sick that hears the passing bell.

‘Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch
Turn, and return, indenting with the way;
Each envious briar his weary legs doth scratch,

Eachshadowmakeshim stop, eachmurmur stay:

For misery is trodden on by many,
And being low never rehev’d by any.

‘Die ^ttietly, and hear a little more;
Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise:

To make thee hate the hunting of the boar.
Unlike myself thou hear’st me moralize,

Applying this to that, and so to so;

For love can comment upon every woe.

‘Where did I leave?’—‘No matter where,*
quoth he;

‘Leave me, and then the story aptly ends:
The night is spent.’—‘Why, what of that?’

quoth she.

‘I am,’ quoth he, ‘expected of my fnends;
And now ’tis dark, and going I shall fall.’

‘In night,’ quoth she, ‘desire sees best of all.

‘But if thou fall, 0 then imagine this,

The earth in love with thee thy footing trips.

And all is but to rob thee of a fctss. (lips

Eich preys make true men thieves: so do thy
Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn,

Lest she should steal a kiss, and die forsworn.

‘Now of this dark night I perceive the reason:
Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine,

Till forging nature be condemn’d of treason,
For stealing moulds from heaven that were

divine, [despite,

Wherein she fram’d thee in high heaven’s
To shame the sun by day, and her by night.

‘And therefore hath she brib’d the Destinies,

To cross the curious workmanship of nature,

To mingle beauty with infirmities,

And pure perfection with impure defeature;
Making it subject to the tyranny
Of mad mischances and much misery;

‘As burning fevers, agues pale and faint,

Life-poisomng pestilence, and frenzies wood,
The marrow-eating sickness, whose attaint

Disorder breeds by heating of the blood:
Surfeits, imposthumes, grief, and damn’d

despair,

Swear Nature’s death for framing thee so fair.

‘And not the least of all these maladies,
But in one minute’s fight brings beauty under:
Both favour, savour, hue, and qualities.

Whereat the impartial gazer late did wonder,
Axe on the sudden wasted, thaw’d and done,
As mountain-snow melts with the midday sun.

‘Therefore despite of fruitless chastity,

Love-lacking vestals, and self-loving nuns.
That on the earth would breed a scarcity

And barren dearth of daughters and of sons,

Be prodigal: the lamp that bums by night

Dries up his oil to lend the world his light,

‘What is thy body but a swallowing grave,

Seeming to bury that posterity [have,

Which by the rights of time thou needs must
If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity?

If so, the world will hold thee in disdam,
Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain.

‘So in thyself thyself art made away;
A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife,

Or theirs whose desperate hands themselves do
slay

Or butcher-sire, that reaves his son of life.

Foul cankering rust the hidden treasure frets,

But gold that’s put to use more gold begets.’

‘Nay, then,’ quoth Adon, ‘you win fall again
Into your idle over-handled theme;
The kiss I gave you is bestow’d in vain,

And all in vain you strive against the stream;
For by this black-fac’d night, desire’s foul

nurse, [worse.
Your treatise makes me like you worse and

‘If love have lent you twenty thousand tongues,
And every tongue more moving tlian your own,
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid’s songs,
Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown;
For know, my heart stands armed in mine ear,

And will not let a false sound enter there;

‘Lest the deceiving harmony should run
Into the quiet closure of my breast;
And then my little heart were quite undone,
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In his bedchamber to be barr’d of rest.

No, lady, ao; my heart longs not to groan,

But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone.

‘What have you urg’d that I cannot reprove?

The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger;

I hate not love, but your device m love,

That lends embracements unto every stranger.

You do it for increase; 0 strange excuse!

When reason is the bawd to lust’s abuse.

‘Call it not love, for love to heaven is fled,

Since sweating lust on earth usurp’d his name;
Under whose simple semblance he hath fed

Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame;
li^chthehottyrant stains,and aoonbereaves,
As caterpillars do the tender leaves.

‘Love comforteth like sunshine after rain,

But lust’s effect is tempest after sun;

Love’s gentle spring doth always fresh remain,

Lust’s winter comes ere summer half be done.

Love surfeits not; lust like a glutton dies:

Love IS ail truth; lust full of forged lies.

‘More I could tell, but more I dare not say;

The text is old, the orator too green.

Therefore, in sadness, now I will away;

My face is full of shame, my heart of teen,

Mine ears that to your wanton talk attended,

Do bum themselves for having so offended.’

With this he hreaketh from the sweet embrace
Of those fair arms which bound him to her

breast, [apace;

And homeward through the dark laund runs

Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress’d.

Look how a bright star shooteth from the sky,

So glides he in the night from Venus' eye;

Which after him she darts, as one on shore
Gazing upon a late-embarked friend,

Till the wild waves will have him seen no more,
Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend;

So did the merciless and pitchy night

Fold in the object that did feed her sight.

Whereat amaz’d, as one that unaware
Hath dropp’d a precious jewel in the flood,

Or ’stonish’d as night-wanderers often are,

Their light blown out in some mistrustful wood;
Even so confounded in the dark she lay,

Having lost the fair discovery of her way.

Her song was tedious, and outwore the night.
Forlovers’ hours are long, thoughseeming short

:

If pleas’d themselves, others, they think, delight
In such like circumstance, with such like sport;

Their copious stones, oftentimes begun.
End without audience, and are never done.

For who hath she to spend the night withal,
But idle sounds resembling parasites.
Like shrill-tongued tapsters answering every

call,

Soothmg the humour of fantastic wits?
She says, ‘tis so:’ they answer all,‘’tis so;*

And would say after her, if she said *no.'

Lol here the gentle lark, weary of rest,

From his moist cabinet mounts up on high,
And wakes the morning, from whose silver

breast
The sun ariseth in his majesty;
Who doth the world so gloriously behold,
The cedar-tops and hills seem burnish’d gold.

Venus salutes him with this fair good-morrow:
*0 thou clear god, and patron of all Hght,
From whom each lamp and shining star doth

borrow
The beauteous influence that makes him bright.

There hves a son, that suck’d an earthly

mother.
Maylend thee hght, as thoudostlend to other.’

This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove,
Musing the morning is so much o’erwom,
And yet she hears no tidings of her love;

She hearkens for his hounds, and for his horn;
Anon she hears them chant it lustily,

And aU in haste she coasteth to the cry.

And as she runs, the hushes in the way
Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her

face,

Some twine about her thigh to make her stay;

She wildly breaketh from their stnet embrace,
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ache,
Hasting to feed her fawn, hid in some brake.

By this she hears the hounds are at a bay,
Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder
Wreath’d up in fatal folds, just in Ms way,
The fear whereof doth make Mm shake and

shudder;
Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds
Appals her senses, and her spright confounds.

For now she knows it is no gentle chase,
And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans, But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud,
That aU the neighbour-caves, as seeming Because the cry remaineth in one place,

troubled, Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud;

Make verbal repetition of her moans; Finding their enemy to be so curst, [first,

Passion on passion deeply is redoubled; [woe!’ They all strain court’sy who shall cope him
‘Ah mel’ she cries, and twenty times, ‘woe.

And twenty echoes twenty times cry so. xMs dismal cry rings sadly in her ear,

Through wMch it enters to surprise her heart,

She, marking them, begins a wailing note. Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear,

And sings extemp’rally a woeful di%; (dote; With cold-pade weakness numbs each feeling

How love makes youngmen thrall, and old men part;

How love is wise in foBy, foolish-witty: Like soldiers, when their captain once doth

Her heavy anthem stiE concludes in woe, yield,

And stiB the chok of echoes answer so. They basely fly, and dare not stay the field.
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Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy;

Till, cheenng up her senses sore-dismay’d.

She tells them ’tis a causeless fantasy,

And childish error that they are afraid;

Bids them leave quakrng, bids them fear no
more;— [boar;

And with that word she spied the hunted

Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red.

Likemilkandbloodbeingmingled both together,
A second fear through all her smews spread.

Which madly hurries her she knows not whither;

This way she runs, andnow she willno further,

But back retires, to rate the boar for murther.

A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways;
She treads the path that she untreads agam;
Her more than haste is mated with delays,

Like the proceedings of a drunken brain,

Full of respect, yet nought at all respecting,

In hand with all thmgs, nought at aU eSecting.

Here kennell’d m a brake she finds a hound,
And asks the weary caitiff for his master;
And, there another hcking of his wound,
‘Gainstvenom’d sores the only sovereign plaster;

And here she meets another sadly scowhng,
To whom she speaks, and he replies with

howling.

When he hath ceas’d his lU-resounding noise,

Another flap-mouth’d mourner, black and gnm,
Against the welkin volleys out his voice;

Another and another answer him,
Clapping their proud tails to the ground

below, [go.

Shaking their scratch’d ears, bleeding as they

Look, how the world’s poor people are amaz'd
At apparitions, signs, and prodigies,

Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gaz’d,

Infusing them with dreadful prophecies:
So she at these sad signs draws up her breath,

And, sighing it again, exclaims on Death.

‘Hard-favour’d tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean,

Hateful divorce of love,’ (thus chides she Death,)
‘Grim-gnnning ghost, earth’s worm, what dost

thou mean
To stifle beauty, and to steal his breath,

Who when he hv’d, his breath and beauty set

Gloss on the rose, smeU to the violet?

‘If he be dead,—0 no, it cannot be,
Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at it—
0 yes, it may; thou hast no eyes to see.

But hatefully at random dost thou hit.

Thy mark is feeble age; but thy false dart
Mistakes that aim, and cleaves an infant’s

heart.

‘Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had-spokc,
And heanng him thy power had lost his power.
The Destinies will curse thee for this stroke;
They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck’st aflower:

love’s golden arrow at him should have fled,

And not Death’s ebon dart, to strike him dead.

‘Dost thou drink tears, that thou provok’st
such weeping?

What may a heavy ^oan advantage thee?
Why hast thou cast into eternal sleepmg
Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see?
Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigour.
Since her best work is ruin’d with thy rigour.*

Here overcome, as one full of despair.

She vail’d her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopp’d
The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair

In the sweet channel of her bosom dropp’d;
But through the floodgates breaks the silver

ram,
And with his strong course opens them again.

0 how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow!
Her eyes seen m the tears, tears m her eye;
Both crystals, where they view’d each other’s

sorrow,

Sorrow, that fnendly sighs sought still to dry;
But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain,

Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet
again.

Variable passions throng her constant woe,
As stnvmg who should best become her grief;

All entertain’d, each passion labours so
That every present sorrow seemeth chief,

But none is best; then join they all together,
like many clouds consulting for foul weather.

By this, far off she hears some huntsmen hollo:

A nurse’s song ne’er pleas’d her babe so well;

The dire imagination she did follow

This sound of hope doth labour to expel;

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice.

And flatters her it is Adonis’ voice.

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide,

Being prison’d in her eye, like pearls in glass;

Yet sometimes falls an orient drojp beside.
Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should

pass,

To wash the foul face of the sluttish ground.
Who is but drunken when she seemeth

drown’d.

0 hard-believing love, how strange it seems
Not to believe, and yet too credulous!
Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes.
Despair and hope make thee ridiculous:

The one doth flatter theem thoughts unlikely,

In likely thoughts the other kills thee quicMy.

Now she unweaves the web that she hath
wrought;

Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame;
It was not she that called him all-to naught:
Now she adds honours to his hateful name;
She olepes him king of graves, and grave for

kings,

Imperious supreme of ah mortal things.

‘No, no,’ quoth she, ‘sweet Death, I did but
jest;

Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear,

When as I met the boar, that bloody beast,
Which knows no pity, but is still severe;

Then, gentle shadow (truth I must confess),
I rail’d on thee, fearing my love’s decease.
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*’Tis not my fault: the boar provok’d my
tongue;

Be wreak’d of him, invisible commander;
»Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee

wrong;

I did but act, he’s author of thy slander:

Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet
Could rule them both, without ten women’s

wit.’''

Thus, hoping that Adonis is alive.

Her rash suspect she doth extenuate;

And that his beauty may the better thrive,

With Death she humbly doth insinuate; [stories

Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs; and
HiS victories, his tnumphs, and his glories.

‘0 Jove,’ quoth she, ‘how much a fool was 1,

To be of such a weak and silly mind,
To wail his death who lives, and must not die.

Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind!
For he being dead, with him is beauty slam,
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again.

‘Fie, fie, fond love, thou art so full of fear

As one with treasure laden, hemm’d with
thieves.

Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear,

Thy coward heart with false bethinking grieves.’

Even at this word she hears a merry horn,
Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn.

As falcon to the lure away she flies;

The ^ass stoops not, she treads on it so light;

And in her haste unfortunately spies

The foul boar’s conquest on her fair delight;

Which seen, her eyes, as murder’d with the
view, (drew.

Like stars asham’d of day, themselves with-

er, as the snail, whose tender horns being hit,

Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with pain,

And there, all smother’d up, in shade doth sit,

Long after fearing to creep forth again;

So, at his bloody view, her eyes are fled

Into the deep dark cabins of her head;

Where they resign their office and their light

To the disposing of her troubled brain;

Who bids them still consort with ugly night,

And never wound the heart with looks again;
Who, like a king perplexed in his throne,

By their suggestion gives a deadly groan.

Whereat etch tributary subject quakes:
As when the wind, imprison’d in the ground,
Struggling for passage, earth’s foundation

shakes, (found,

Which with cold terror doth men’s minds con-
The mutiny each part doth so surprise,

That from their dark beds once more leap
her eyes;

And, being open’d, threw unwilling light

Upon the wide wound that the boar had
trench’d

In Ms soft fiank; whose wonted lily white
With purple tears, that his wound wept, was

drench’d:

No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or
weed, [bleed.

But stole his blood, and seem’d with Mm to

TMs solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth;
Over one shoulder doth she hang her head;
Durably she passions, franticly she doteth;
She tMnks he could not die, he is not dead.
Her voice is stopp’d, her joints forget to bow;
Her eyes aremade thattheyhavewept hilnow.

Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly,

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem
three;

And then she reprehends her mangling eye
That makes more gashes where no breach

should be:
His face seems twain, each several limb is

doubled; [troubled.

For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being

*My tongue cannot express my grief for one.
And yet,’ quoth she, ‘behold two Adons dead!
My sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone,
Mine eyes are turn’d to fire, my heart to lead;

Heavy heart’s lead melt at mine eyes’ red
fire!

So shall I die by drops of hot desire.

‘Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou lost!

What face remains ahve that’s worth the view-
ing? [boast

Whose tongue is music now? what canst thou

Of things long since, or anything ensuing?
The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh and

trim;

But true-sweet beauty hv’d and died with

him.

‘Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear!
Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you:

Having no fair to lose, you need not fear;

The sun doth scorn you, and the wind doth Mss
you:

But when Adonis liv’d, sun and sharp air

Lurk’d like two thieves to rob Mm of Ms fair;

‘And therefore would he put Ms bonnet on,

Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep;

The wind would blow it off, and, being gone,

Play with his locks; then would Adonis weep:
And straight, in pity of his tender years.

They both would strive who first should dry

his tears.

‘To see Ms face the lion walk’d along [him:

Behind some hedge, because he would not fear

To recreate Mmself, when he hath sung,
^

The tiger would be tame and gently hear Mm:
If he had spoke the wolf would leave Ms prey,

And never fri^t the silly lamb that day.

‘When he beheld Ms shadow in the brook,

The fishes spread on it their golden gills;

When he was by, the birds such pleasure took

That some would sing, some other in their bills

Would bring him mulberries, and ripe-red

cherries; ...
He fed them with Ms sight, they him with

berries.
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‘But this foul, gnm, and urchin-snouted boar,

Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave,
Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he wore;
witness the entertainment that he gave;

If he did see his face, why then I know
He thought to kiss him, and hath kiH’d him so.

‘’Tis true, ’tis true; thus was Adorns slam;
He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear,

Who did not whet his teeth at him again,

But by a kiss thought to persuade him there;
And nuzzhng in his flank the loving swine
Sheath’d, unaware, the tusk in his soft groin.

‘Had I been tooth’d like him, I must confess,
With kissing him I should have kill’d him first.

But he is dead, and never did he bless

My youth with his; the more am I accurst.’

With this she falleth in the place she stood,

And stains her face with his congealed blood.

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale;

She takes him by the hand, and that is cold,

She whispers in his ears a heavy tale,

As if they heard the woeful words she told:

She lifts the coffer-hds that close his eyes,

Where, lo! two lamps, burnt out, m dark-
ness lies:

Two glasses where herself herself beheld
A thousand times, and now no more reflect;

Their virtue lost, wherein they late excell’d,

And every beauty robb’d of his effect:

‘Wonder of time,’ quoth she, ‘this is my spite,

That you being dead the day should yet be
hght.

‘Since thou art dead, lo' here I prophesy.
Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend;

It shall be waited on with jealousy.
Find sweet begmmng hut unsavoury end;

Ne’er settled equally, but high or low; [woe.
That all love's pleasure shall not match his

‘It shall be fickle, false, and full of fraud;
Bud and be blasted in a breathing while;
The bottom poison, and the top o’erstraw'd
With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile:
The strongest body shall it make most weak,
Strike the wise dumb, and teach the fool to

speak.

‘It shall be sparing, and too full of riot,

Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures;
The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet,

Pluck down the rich, ennch the poor with
treasures:

It shall be raging mad, and silly mild,
Make the yOung old, the old become a child.

‘It shall suspect where is no cause of fear;
It shall not fear where it should most mistrust;
It shall be merciful, and too severe,
And most deceiving when it seems most just;
Perverse it shall be where it shows most

toward,
Put fear to valour, courage to the coward.

‘It shall be cause of war and dire events,
And set dissension ’twixt the son and sire;

Subject and servile to all discontents,

As dry combustions matter is to fire;

Sith in his prime death doth my love destroy,
They that love best their love shall not enjoy.’

By this, the boy that by her side lay kill’d

Was melted like a vapour from her sight,

And in his blood that on the ground lay spilPd,

A purple flower sprung up, chequer’d with white,
Resembhng well lus pale cheeks, and the

blood
Which m round drops upon their whiteness

stood.

She bows her head, the new-sprung flower to

smell,

Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath;

And says, within her bosom it shall dwell,

Since he himself is reft from her by death:
She crops the stalk, and m the breach appears
Green dropping sap, which she compares to

tears.

‘Poor flower,’ quoth she, ‘this was thy father’s

guise,

(Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire,)

For every little grief to wet his eyes:
To grow unto himself was his desire,

And so ’tis thme; but know, it is as good
To wither in my breast as in his blood.

‘Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breast;

Thou art the next of blood, and ’tis thy right;

Lo! m this hollow cradle take thy rest,

My throbbing heart shall rock thee day and
night:

There shall not be one minute in an hour
Wherein I will not kiss my sweet love’s

flower.’

Thus weary of the world, away she hies,

And yokes her silver doves; by whose swift aid

Their mistress, « mounted, through the empty
skies

In her light chariot quickly is convey’d,
Holding their course to Paphos, where their

queen
Means to immure herself, and not be seen.
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TO THE

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY,
EARL OF SOUTHAMPTOH', AND BARON OF TITCHFIELD.

The love I dedicate to your I-ordsWp is without end; whereof this pamphlet, without
beghoniag, is but a superfluous moiety. The warrant I have of your honourable disposition,
not the worth of my untutored lines, makes it assured of acceptance. What I have done is
yours, what I have to do is yours; being part in all I have, devoted yours. Were my worth
greater my duty would show greater: meantime, as it is, it is bound to your Lordship, to whom I
insh long life, still lengthened with all happiness.

Your Lordship’s in all duty,

William: Shakespeajeie.

THE ARGUMENT
Lxrcros TARQUmiirs (for his excessive pride sumamed Superbus), after he had caused his
own ftther-in-Iaw,Servias Tullius, to be cruelly murdered, and, contrary to the Roman laws and
customs, not requiring or staying for the people’s suffrages, had possessed himself of flbie kmg-
dom, went, accompa^ed with his sons and other noblemen of Rome, to besiege Axdeau
During which siege, the priucipal men of the army meeting one evening at the tent of Sextus
TarquMus, the ling’s son, in their discourses after supper, every one commended the virtues
of Mi own wife; among whom, CoHatinus extolled the incomparable chastity of Ms wife
Lucretla. In that pleasant humour they all posted to Rome; and intending by their secret

and sudden arrival to make trial of that wMch every one had before avouched, only Collatinus

flnds Ms wife (though it were late in the night) spiiming amongst her maids: the other ladies

were all found dancing and revelling, or in several disports. Whereupon the noblemen
yielded Collatinus the victory, and his wife the fame. At that time Sextus Tarquimus, being
wflimed with Lucrece’s beauty, yet smothering Ms passions for the present, departed with
the rest back to the camp; from whence he shortly after privily withdrew himself, and was
(according to Ms estate) royally entertained and lodged by Lucrece at CoUatium- The
same night he treacherously stoaleth into her chamber, violently ravished her, and early in
the mormiig speedeth away, Lucrece, in this lamentable pEght, hastily despatcheth messen-
gers, one to Rome for her father, another to the camp for Collatine. They came, the one ac-

companied with Junius Bmtus, the other with Publius Valerius; and, Ending Lucrece attired

in mouiiiing habit, demanded the cause of her sorrow. She, first tajring an oath of them for

her terenge, revealed the actor and whole manner of Ms dealing, and withal suddenly stabbed
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herseli. Which done, with one consent they all vowed to root out the whole hated family of
the Tarquins; and, bearing the dead body to Rome, Brutus acquainted the people with the
doer and manner of the vile deed, with a bitter invective against the tyranny of the Mng*
wherewith the people were so moved, that with one consent and a general acclamation the
Tarquins were aU exiled, and the state government changed from kings to consuls.

IhiOM the besieged Ardea all in post,

Borne by the trustless wings of false desire,

Lust-breathed Tarquin leaves the Roman
host.

And to CoUatium bears the lightless fire

Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire,

And girdle with embracing fllames the waist

Of CoHatine’s fair love, Lucrece the chaste.

Haply that name of chaste unhapp’ly set

This bateless edge on his keen appetite;

When CoUatine unwisely did not let

To praise the clear unmatched red and white

Which tnumph’d in that sky of his delight,

Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven’s
beauties.

With pure aspects did him peculiar duties.

For he the night before, in Tarquin’s tent,

Unlock’d the treasure of his happy state,

What priceless wealth the heavens had him lent

In the possession of his beauteous mate;
Reckomng his fortune at such high-proud

rate,

That kings might be espoused to more fame,
But kmg nor peer to such a peerless dame.

0 happiness enjoy’d but of a few!

And, if possessed, as soon decay’d and done
As is the morning’s silver-melting dew
Against the golden splendour of ^e sunl

An expir’d date, cancell’d ere well begun;
Honour and beauty, in the owner’s arms.
Are weakly fortress’d from a world of harms.

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade
The eyes of men without an orator;

What needeth then apologies be made
To set forth that which is so singular?

Or why is CoUatine the publisher
Of that rich jewel he should keep unknown
From thievish ears, because it is his own?

Perchance his boast of Lucrece’ sovereignty

Suggested this proud issue of a king;

For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be:
Perchance that envy of so rich a thing,

Braving compare, disdainfuUy did sting

His high-pitch’d thoughts, that meaner men
should vaunt,

That golden hap which their superiors want.

But some untimely thought did instigate

His all-too-timeless speed, if none of those:
Hitt honour, his affairs, his friends, his state,

Neglected all, with swift intent he goes
To quench the coal which in his liver glows.
O rash false heat, wrapp’d in repentant cold,

Thy hasty spring still bksts, and ne’er grows
old I

When at CoUatium tMs false lord arriv’d,

Well was he welcom’d by the Roman dame,
Within whose face beauty and virtue striv’d

Which of them both should underprop her fame;
When virtue bragg’d, beauty would blush for

shame;
When beauty boasted blushes, in despite
Virtue would stain that or with silver white.

But beauty, in that white intituled,

From Venus’ doves doth challenge that fairheld

:

Then virtue claims from beauty beauty’s red,
Which virtue gave the golden age, to gild
Their silvercheeks,and call’d itthentheir shield;
Teaching them thus to use it in &e fight,—
When shame assail’d, the red should fence

the white.

This heraldry in Lucrece’ face was seen,.

Argued by beauty’s red, and virtue’s wWte:
Of cither’s colour was the other queen,
Proving from world’s minority their right;

Yet their ambition makes them still to fight;

The sovereignty of either being so great.
That oft they interchange each other’s seat.

This silent war of hlies and of roses
Which Tarquin view’d in her fair face’s field,

In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses;
Where, lest between them both it should be

kill’d,

The coward captive vanquished doth yield
To those two armies that would let him go,
Rather than triumph in so false a foe.

Nowthinkshethather husband’s shallow tongue
(The niggard prodigal that prais’d her so)
In that high task hath done her beauty wrong,
Which far exceeds his barren skill to show;
Therefore that praise which CoUatine doth owe,
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise,
In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes.

This earthly saint, adored by this devil,

Little suspecteth the false worshipper;
For unstain’d thoughts do seldom dream on

evil;

Birds never lim’d no secret bushes fear:

So guiltless she securely gives good cheer
And reverend welcome to her princely guest,

Whose inward lU no outward harm express’d:

For that he colour’d with his high estate,

Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty;
That nothing in him seem’d inordinate,

Save sometime too much wonder of Ws eye,
Which, having ali, all could not satisfy;

But, poorly rich, so wanteth in Ms store

That cloy’d with much he pineth still for more,

But she, that never cop’d with stranger eyes.
Could pick no meaning from their parliag looks,

Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies

Writ in the glassy margeats of such books;
She touch’d no unknown baits, nor feirid no

hooka;
Nor could she moriliie Ms wanton tight,

More ihan Ms eyes were open’d to the fight
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He stories to her ears her husband’s fame,

Won in the fields of fruitful Italy;

And decks with praises Collatine’s high name,
Made glorious by his manly chivalry,

With bruised arms and wreaths of victory;

Her joy with heav’d-up hand she doth express,

And,wordless, so greetsheavenforhissuccess.

Far from the purpose of his coming thither

He makes excuses for his being there.

No cloudy show of stormy blustering weather
Doth yet in his fair welkin once appear;

Till sable Night, mother of Dread and Fear,

Upon the world dim darkness doth display.

And in her vaulty pnson stows the day.

For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed,

Intending weariness with heavy spright;

For, after supper, long he questioned

With modest Lucrece, and wore out the night:

Now leaden slumber with life’s strength doth
fight;

And every one to rest themselves betake.

Save thieves, and cares, and troubled minds,
that wake.

As one of which both Tarquin lie revolving

The sundry dangers of his will’s obtaimng;
Yet ever to obtain his will resolving, [staining:

Though weak-built hopes persuade him to ab-

Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining.

And when great treasure is the meed propos’d,

Though death be adjunct, there’s no death
suppos’d.

Those that much covet are with gain so fond
That what they have not, that which they possess

They scatter and unloose it from their bond,
And so, by hoping more, they have but less;

Or, gaming more, the profit of excess

Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain,

That they prove bankrupt m this poor-nch
gam.

The aim of all is but to nurse the life

With honour, wealth, and ease, in waning age;

And in this aim there is such thwarting strife,

That one for all, or all for one we gage;

As life for honour m fell battles’ rage; [cost

Honour for wealth; and oft that wealth doth

The death of all, and all together lost

So that in vent’nng ill we leave to be
The things we are, for that which we expect;

And this ambitious foul infirmity,

In having much, torments us with defect

Of that we have; so then we do neglect

The thing we have, and, all for want of wit,

Make something nothing, by augmenting it.

Such hazard now must doling Tarquin make,
Pawning his honour to obtain his lust;

And for himself himself he must forsake:

Then where is truth if there be no seif-trust?

When shall we think to find a stranger just,

When he himself himself confounds, betrays
To slanderous tongues, and wretched hateful

days?

Now stole upon the dm® the dead of night,

When heavy sleep had clos’d up mortal eyes;

No comfortable star did lend his light, [cries;
No noise but owls’ and wolves’ death-boding
Now seiyes the season that they may surprise
The silly lambs; pure thoughts are dead add

still,

While lust and murder wake to stain and Mil.

And now this lustful lord leap’d from his bed,
Throwing his mantle rudely o’er his arm;
Is madly toss’d between desire and dread;
Th’ one sweetly flatters, th’ other feareth harm;
ButhonestFear, bewitch’d with lust’s foulcharm,
Doth too too oft betake him to retire,

Beaten away by brain-sick rude Desire.

His falchion on a flint he softly smiteth,
That from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly,

Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth,
Which must be lode-star to his lustful eye;
And to the flame thus speaks advisedly.

‘As from this cold flint I enforc’d this fire, •

So Lucrece must I force to my desire.’

Here pale with fear he doth premeditate
The dangers of his loathsome enterprise,
And in his inward imnd he doth debate
What following sorrow may on this arise;

Then looking scornfully, he doth despise
His naked armour of still-slaughter’d lust,

And justly thus controls his thoughts unjust.

‘Fair torch, burn out thy light, and lend it not
To darken her whose light excelleth thine I

And die, unhallow’d thoughts, before you blot

With your uncleanness that which is dvvmel
Offer pure incense to so pure a shnne:

Let fair humanity abhor the deed [weed.
Thatspotsandstainslove’smodestsnow-white

‘0 shame to knighthood and to shining arms!
0 foul dishonour to my household’s grave!

0 impious act, including all foul harms!
A martial man to be soft fancy’s slave;

True valour still a true respect should have;

Then my digression is so vile, so base,

That It will live engraven m my face.

‘Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive,

And be an eyesore in my golden coat;

Some loathsome dash the herald will contrive,

To cipher me how fondly I did dote;

That my posterity, sham’d with the note,

Shall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin

To wish that I their father had not been.

‘What win lif I gain the thing I seek?

A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy:

Who buys a minute’s mirth to wail a week?
Or sells eternity to get a toy?

For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy?

Or what fond beggar, but to touch the crown.

Would with the sceptre straight be strucken

down?

‘If Collatinus dream of my intent

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage

Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent?

This siege that hath engirt his marriage,

This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage,

This dying virtue, this surviving shame,

Whose crime will bear an ever-dunng blame?
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*0 what excuse can my invention make
Whenthou shalt chargeme withso black a deed?
Will not my tongue be mute, my frad joints

shake?
Mineeyesforegotheirlight,myfalseheartbleed?
The guin. being great, the fear doth still exceed;
And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly,

But, coward-hke, with trembling terror die,

‘Had CoUatinus kill’d my son or sire,

Or lain in ambush to betray niy hfe,

Or were he not my dear friend, this desire
Might have excuse to work upon his wife;

As in revenge or quittal of such strife:

But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend.

The shame and fault finds no excuse nor end.

‘Shameful it is;—ay, if the fact be known:
Hateful it is;—there is no hate in loving;

ru beg her love;—but sbe is not her own;
The worst is but denial, and reproving:

My will is strong, past reason’s weak removing.
Who fears a sentence or an old man’s saw
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.’

Thus, graceless, holds he disputation
’Tween frozen conscience and hot-burning will,

And with good thoughts makes dispensation,

Ur^g the worser sense for vantage still;

Which in a moment doth confound and kill

All pure effects and doth so far proceed.

That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed.

Quoth he, ‘She took me kindly by the hand.
And gaz’d for hdings in my eager eyes,

Feanng some hard news from the warlike band
Where her beloved CoUatinus lies.

0 how her fear did make her colour rise!

First red as roses that on lawn we lay,

Then white as lawn, the roses took away.

‘And how her hand, in my hand being lock’d.

Forc’d it to tremble with her loyal fear;

Which struck her sad, and then it faster rock’d.

Until her husband’s welfare she did hear;
Whereat she smiled with so sweet a cheer,

That had Narcissus seen her as she stood,

Self-love had never drown’d him m the flood.

‘Why hunt I then for colour or excuses?
All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth;
Poor wretches have remorse in poor abuses;
Love thrives not in the heart that shadows

dreadeth:
Affection is my captain, and he leadeth;
And when bus gaudy banner is display’d,

The coward fights, and will not be dismay’d,

‘Then, childish fear, avaunt! debating, die!

Respect and reason wait on wrinkled age!
My heart shall never countermand mine eye;
Sad pause and deep regard beseem the sage;
My part IS youth, and beats these from the

stage;

Desire my pilot is, heauty my prize;

Then who fears sinking where such treasure
lies?’

As com o’ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear
Is almost chok’d by unresisted lust.

Away he steals with opening, listening ear.
Full of foul hope, and full of fond mistmst;
Both which, as servitors to the unjust,

So cross him with their opposite persuasion,
Thatnow he vows a league, and now invasion.

Within his thought her heavenly image sits,

And m the selfsame seat sits Collatine:

That eye which looks on her confounds his wits;
That eye with him beholds, as more divine.
Unto a view so false will not incline;

But with a pure appeal seeks to the heart,
Which once corrupted takes the worser part;

And therein heartens up his servile powers,
Who, flatter’d by their leader’s jocund show,
Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours;
And as their captain, so their pride doth grow,
Paying more slavish tnhute than they owe.
By reprobate desire thus madly led,

The Roman lord maxcheth to Lucrece’ bed.

The locks between her chamber and bis will,

Each one by him enforc’d retires his ward;
But as they open they all rate his ill,

Which dnves the creeping thief to some regard,

The threshold grates the door to have him heard;
Night-wand’nng weasels shriek to see him

there;

They fright him, yet he shll pursues his fear.

As each unwilling portal yields him way,
Through httle vents and crannies of the place

The wind wars with his torch, to make him
stay,

And blows the smoke of it into his face,

Extinguishing his conduct in this case;

But his hot heart, which fond desire doth
scorch.

Puffs forth another wind that fires the torch:

And being lighted, by the light he spies

Lucretia’s glove, wherein her needle sticks;

He takes it from the rushes where it lies,

And gripmg it, the neeld his finger pricks:

As who should say this glove to wanton tricks

Is not inur’d; return again in haste;

Thou seestour mistress’ ornaments are chaste

But all these poor forbiddings could not stay

him;
He in the worst sense construes their denial:

The doors, the wind, the glove that did delay
hun,

He takes for accidental things of trial;

Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial,

Who with a lingering stay his course doth let,

Till every minute pays the hour Ms debt

‘So, so,’ quoth he, ‘these lets attend the time.

Like little frosts that sometime threat the spring

To add a more rejoicing to the prime,
And give the sneaped birds more cause to sing.

Pain pays the income of each precious thing;

Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates,

shelves and sands,

Themerchant fears, ererich athome he lands*

Now is he come under the chtaiber door
That shuts him from the heaven of Ms thought.
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Which with a yielding latch, and with no more,
Hathbarr’dhimfromtheblessedthmghe sought.

So from himself impiety hath wrought,
That for his prey to pray he doth begin.

As if the heaven should countenance his sm.

But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer.

Having solicited the eternal power,
That his foul thoughts might compass his fair

fair,

That they would stand auspicious to the hour.
Even there he starts:— quoth he, ‘I must de-

flower;

The powers to whom I pray abhor this fact,

How can they then assist me in the act?

‘Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my guide*

My will is back’d with resolution: [tried,

Thoughts are but dreams till their effects be
The blackest sin is clear’d with absolution;

Against love’s fire fear’s frost hath dissolution

The eye of heaven is out, and misty night

Covers the shame that follows sweet dehght.’

This said, his guilty hand pluck’d up the latch

And with his knee the door he opens wide:
The dove sleeps fast that this night-owl will catch;

Thus treason works ere traitors be espied.

Who sees the lurking serpent steps aside;

But she, sound sleeping, feanng no such thing

Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting.

Into the chamber wickedly he stalks,

And gazeth on her yet unstained bed.

The curtains being close, about he walks,

Rolhng his greedy eyeballs in his head:
By their high treason is his heart misled;

Which gives the watchword to his hand full

soon,

To draw the cloud that hides the silver moon.

Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed sun,

Rushing from forth a cloud, bereaves our sight;

Even so, the curtain drawn, his eyes begun
To wink, being blinded with a greater hght:

Whether it is that she reflects so bright,

That dazzleth them, or else some shame
supposed ; [closed.

But bhnd they are, and keeji themselves en-

0, had they in that darksome prison died,

Then had they seen the period of their illl

Then Collatine again by Lucrece’ side

In his clear bed might have reposed stifl:

But they must ope, this blessed league to kill;

And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their sight

Must sell her joy, her life, her world’s dehght.

Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under,

Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss,

Who therefore angry, seems to part in sunder,

Swelling on either side to want his bliss;

Between whose hills her head entombed is:

Where, like a virtuous monument, she hes.

To be admir’d of lewd unhallow’d eyes.

Without the bed her other fair hand was.
On the green coverlet; whose perfect white

Show’d like an April daisy on the grass,

With pearly sweat, resembling dew of night.

Her eyes, like marigolds, had sheath’d their
light,

And canopied m darkness sweetly lay,

Till they might open to adorn the day.

Her hair, like golden threads, play’d with her
breath;

0 modest wantons! wanton modesty!
Showing life’s triumph in the map of death,
And death’s dim look m life’s mortality:
Each m her sleep themselves so beautify,
As if between them twain there were no stnfe,
But that life hv’d in death, and death m life.

Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with blue,
A pair of maiden worlds unconquered,
Save of their lord no bearing yoke they knew,
And him by oath they truly honoured.
These worlds m Tarquin new ambition bred.
Who hke a foul usurper went about
From this fair throne to heave the owner

out.

What could he see but mightily he noted?
What did he note but strongly he desir’d?
What he beheld on that he firmly doted,
And in his will his wilful eye he tir’d.

With more than admiration he admir’d
Her azure veins, her alabaster skin.

Her coral lips, her snow-white dimpled chin.

As the grim lion fawneth o’er his prey,

Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied,

So o’er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin stay.

His rage of lust by gazing qualified;

Slack’d, not suppress’d; for standing by her
side,

His eye, which late this mutiny restrains,

TJnto a greater uproar tempts his veins

And they, like stmgghng slaves for pillage

fighting,

Obdurate vassals, fell exploits eflecting,

In bloody death and ravishment delighting,

Nor children’s tears, nor mother’s groans re-
specting,

Swell in their pride, the onset shll expecting:
Anon his beating heart, alarum staking,

Gives the hot charge, and bids them do their

liking.

His drumming heart cheers up his burning eye.
His eye commends the leading to his hand;
His hand, as proud of such a dignity, [stand

Smoking with pride, march’d on to make his

On her bare breast, the heart of all her land;

Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand did

scale,

Left their round turrets destitute and pale.

They, mustering to the quiet cabinet

Where their dear governess and lady hes.

Do tell her she is dreadfully beset,

And fright her with confusion of their cnes:

She, much amaz’d, breaks ope her lock’d-up

eyes,

Who, peeping forth tliis tumult to behold,

Are by his flaming torch dimm’d dnd con-

troll’d.
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Imagme tier as one in dead of niglit

From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy waking,
That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly sprite,

Whose grim aspect sets every joint a shaking;

What terror ’tisl but she, in worser taking,

From sleep disturbed, heedfully doth view
The sight which makes supposed terror true.

Wrapp’d and confounded in a thousand fears.

Like to a new-kill’d bird she trembhng hes;

She dares not look; yet, winking, there appears
Quick-shifting antics, ugly in her eyes:

Such shadows are the weak brain’s forgeries:

Who, angry that the eyes fly from their lights,

In darkness daunts them with more dreadful

sights.

His hand, that yet remains upon her breast,

(Rude ram, to batter such an ivory wall I)

May feel her heart, poor citizen, distress’d.

Wounding itself to death, nse up and fall.

Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes withal.

This moves in him more rage, and lesser pity,

To make the breach, and enter this sweet city.

First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin

To sound a parley to his heartless foe.

Who o’er the white sheet peers her whiter chin.

The reason of this rash alarm to know.
Which he by dumb demeanour seeks to show;
But she with vehement prayers urgeth still

Under what colour he commits this ill.

Thus he replies: ‘The colour in thy face

^That even for anger makes the hly pale,

And the red rose blush at her own disgrace)

Shall plead for me, and tell my loving tale:

Under that colour am I come to scale

Thy never-conquer’d fort: the fault is thine.

For those thine eyes betray thee unto mine.

“Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide:

Thy beauty hath ensnar’d thee to this night,

Where thou with patience must my will abide,

My will that marks thee for my earth’s delight.

Which I to conquer sought with all my might;
But as reproof and reason beat it dead,
By the bright beauty was it newly bred.

*I see what crosses my attempt will bnng;
I know what thorns the growing rose defends;
I think the honey guarded with a sting:

All this, beforehand, counsel comprehends:
But will IS deaf, and hears no heedful friends;

Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty,
And dotes on what he looks, ’gainst law or

duty.

*I have debated, even in my soul.

What wrong, what shame, what sorrow I shall

breed;
But nothing can Affection’s course control,

Or stop the headlong fury of ids speed.
I know repentant tears ensue the deed,
Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity;
Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy.’

This mU, he shakes aloft his Roman bladOi
Which, like t falcon towering in the skies,

Coucheth the fowl below with Ms wing’s shade,

Whose crooked beak threats if he mount he
dies:

So under his insulting falchion lies

Harmless Lucreha, marking what he tells

With trembling fear, as fowl hear falcon’s
bells.

‘Lucrece,’ quoth he, ‘this night I must enjoy
thee:

If thou deny, then force must work my way,
For in thy bed I purpose to destroy thee;

That done, some worthless slave of thine I’ll

slay,

To kll thine honour with thy life’s decay;
And in thy dead arms do I mean to place

him,
Swearing I slewhim, seeing thee embracehim.

‘So thy surviving husband shall remain
The scornful mark of every open eye;
Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this disdain.
Thy issue blurr’d with nameless bastardy:
And thou, the author of then* obloquy,

Shalt have thy trespass cited up m rhymes,
And sung by children m succeeding times,

‘But if thou yield I rest thy secret fnend:
The fault unknown is as a thought unacted;
A little harm, done to a great good end.
For lawful policy remains enacted,
The poisonous simple sometimes is compacted

In a pure compound; being so applied,

His venom m effect is purified.

‘Then, for thy husband and thy children’s sake
Tender my suit: bequeath not to their lot

The shame that from them no device can take
The blemish that wiU never be forgot;

Worse than a slavish wipe, or birth-hour’s blot*

For marks descried in men’s nativity

Are nature’s faults, not their own infamy.

Here with a cockatrice’ dead-kilHng eye
He rouseth up himself, and makes a pause;
While she, the picture of pure piety,

Like a white hind under the grype’s sharp claws,
Pleads in a wilderness, where are no laws,
To the rough beast that knows no gentle

right,

Nor aught obeys but his foul appetite;

But when a black-fac’d cloud the world doth
threat,

In his dim mist the aspmag mountains hiding,

From earth’s dark womb some gentle gust doth

Which blows these pitchy vapours from their

biding,

Hindering their present fall by this dividing;
So his unhallow’d haste her words delays,

And moody Pluto winks while Orpheui plays.

Yet, foul night-waMng cat, he doth hut daily,

WMle in Ms holdfast foot the weak mouse
panteth;

Her sad behaviour feeds his vulture foBy*

A swallowing gulf that even in plenty wantetli;

His car her prayers admits, but, hi» heart
granteth

No penetrable enbrance to her plilalai!
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Tears harden lust, though marble wearwith
raiiung.

Her pity-pleadmg eyes are sadly fix’d

In the remorseless wniikles of his face;

Her modest eloquence with sighs is mix'd,

Which to her oratory adds more grace.

She puts the period often from his place,

And 'midst the sentence so her accent breaks,
That twice she doth begin ere once she

speaks.

She conjures him by high almighty Jove,

By knighthood, gentry, and sweet friendship’s

oath,

By her untimely tears, her husband’s love,

By holy human law, and common troth,

By heaven and earth, and all the power of both,
j

That to his borrow’d bed he make retire.

And stoop to honour, not to foul desire.
j

Quoth she, ‘Reward not hospitality [tended;

With such black payment as thou hast pre-

Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee;

Mar not the thing that cannot be amended;
End thy ill aim, before thy shoot be ended:
He is no woodman that doth bend his bow
To strike a poor unseasonable doe.

‘My husband is thy friend, for his sake spare
me;

Thyself art mighty, for thine own sake leave me
Myself a wearing, do not then ensnare me; I

Thou look’st not like deceit; do not deceive me;
My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to

heave thee.

If ever man were mov’d with woman’s moan
Be moved with my tears, my sighs, my groans:

‘All which together, like a troubled ocean,

Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatening heart;

To soften it with their continual motion;

For stones dissolv’d to water do convert.

0, if no harder than a stone thou art,

Melt at my tears, and be compassionate!
Soft pity enters at an iron gate.

‘In Tarquin’s likeness I did entertain thee;

Hast thou put on his shape to do him shame?
To all th e host of heaven I complain me,
Tho u wrong’st his honour, wound’st his princely

name.
Thou art not what thou seem’st; and if the same,
Thou see m’st not what thou art, a god, a king;

For kings like gods should govern everything.

‘How will thy shame be seeded in thine age,

When thus thy vices bud before thy spring!

M in thy hope thou dar’st do such outrage,

What dar’st thou not when once thou art a king!

0 be remember’d, -no outrageous thing

From vassal actors can be wip’d away;
Then kings’ misdeeds cannot be hid in clay.

‘This deed will make thee only lov'd for fear,

But happy montrchs still are fear’d for love:

With foul offenders thou perforce must bear,

When they in thee the like offences prove;

If but for fear of this thy will remove;

For princes are the glass, the school, the
book, [look.

Where subjects’ eyes do leam, do read, do

‘And wilt thou be the school where Lust shall

learn?
Must he in thee read lectures of such shame:
Wilt thou be glass, wherein it shall discern
Authonty for sin, warrant for blame.
To privilege dishonour in thy name?
Thou back’st reproach against long-lived laud,
And mak’st fair reputation but a bawd*

‘Hast thou command? by him that give it thee,
From a pure heart command tliy rebel will:

Draw not thy sword to guard imquity.
For it was lent thee all that brood to kill.

Thy pnncely ofiBlce how canst thou fulfil,

When, pattern’d by thy fault, foul Sin may
say, [way?

He learn’d to sin, and thou didst teach the

‘Think but how vile a spectacle it were
To view thy present trespass in another.
Men’s faults do seldom to themselves appear;
Theirown transgressions partially they smother:
This guilt would seem death-worthy in thy

brother,

0 how are they wrapp’d in with infamies,
That from their own imsdeeds askaunce their

eyes!

‘To thee, to thee, my heav’d-up hands appeal,
Not to seducing lust, thy rash reher;
I sue for exil’d majesty’s repeal;

Let him return and flattering thoughts retire:

His true respect will ’prison false desire,

And wipe the dim nust from thy doting eyne,
That thou shalt see thy state, and pity mine-’

‘Have done,’ quoth he; ‘my uncontrolled tide

Turns not, but swells the higher by this let.

Small hghts are soon blown out, huge fires

abide,

And with the wind in greater fury fret:

The petty streams that pay a daily debt
To their salt sovereign, with their fresh falls*

haste,

Add to this flow, but alter not his taste.*

‘Thou art,’ quoth she, ‘a sea, a sovereign Iring;

And io, there falls into thy boundless flood

Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning.
Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood-
If all these petty ills shall change ^y good,
Thy sea within a puddle’s womb is heajs’d,

^

And not the puddle in thy sea dispers’d.

‘So shall these slaves be king, and thou their

slave;

Thou nobly base, they basely dignified;

Thou their fair life, and they their fouler grave;
Thou loathed in their shame, they in thy pride:

The lesser thing should not the greater hide;

. The cedar stoops not to the base shrub’s foot.

But low shrubs wither at the cedar’s root.

‘So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy state’-—

‘No more,’ quoth he; ‘by heaven, I wiE not

•hear thee:
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Yield to my love; if not, enforced hate.

Instead of love’s coy touch, shall rudely tear

thee;

That done, despitefuhy I mean to bear thee
Unto the base bed of some rascal groom,
To be thy partner in this shameful doom.’

This said, he sets the foot upon the light,

For light and lust are deadly enemies;
Shame folded up m blind concealmg night,

When most unseen, then most doth tyranmze.
The wolf hath seiz’d his prey, the poor lamb

cries

Till with her own white fleece her voice con-
troU’d

Entombs her outcry m her lips’ sweet fold:

For with the nightly linen that she wears
He pens her piteous clamours m her head;
Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears
That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed.

0, that prone lust should stain so pure a bedi
The spots whereof could weeping punfy,
Her tears should drop on them perpetually.

But she hath lost a dearer thing than life,

And he hath won what he would lose again.
This forced league doth force a further strife,

This momentary joy breeds months of pom.
This hot desire converts to cold disdain:
Pure Chashty is rifled of her store,

And Lust, the thief, far poorer than before.

Look, as the full-fed hound or gorged hawk,
Unapt for tender smell or speedy flight,

Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk
The prey wherein by nature they dehght;
So surfeit-taking Tarqum fares night:
His taste dehcious, in digestion souring.
Devours his will that liv’d by foul devourmg.

0 deeper sin than bottomless conceit
Can comprehend in still imagination!
Drunken desire must vomit his receipt,

Ere he can see his own abomination.
While lust is in his pnde no exclamation
Can curb liis heat, or rein his rash desire,
Till, like a jade, self-will himself doth tire.

And then with lank and lean discolour’d cheek,
With heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless

pace,
Feeble desire, aU recreant, poor, and meek,
Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case:
The flesh being proud, desire doth fight with

grace,

For there it revels; and when that decays.
The guilty rebel for remission prays.

So fares it with this faultful lord of Rome,
Who this accomplishment so hotly chas’d;
For now against himself he sounds this doom,
That through the length of times he stands

disgrac'd:

Besides, his soul’s fair temple is defac’d;
To whoso weak ruins muster troops of cares,
To ask the spotted princess how she fares.

She says, her subjects with foul insurrecflon
Have batter’d down her consecrated wall,

And by their mortal fault brought m subjection
Her immortality, and make her tbura^

To living death, and pain perpetual;
Which in her prescience she controlled still

But her foresight could not forestall their will!

Even in this thought through the dark night he
stealeth,

A captive victor that hath lost in gain;
Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth,
The scar that will, despite of cure, remain,
Leaving this spoil perplex’d m greater pfliry.

She bears the load of lust he left behind,
And he the burthen of a guilty mind.

He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence;
She hke a weaned lamb hes panting there;
He scowls, and hates himself for Ins offence;
She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth tear;
He family flies, sweating with guilty fear;
She stays, exclaiming on the direful night;
He runs, and chides his vanish’d, loath’d

dehght.

He thence departs a heavy convertite;
She there remains a hopeless castaway:
He m his speed looks for the mormng Kght;
She prays she may never behold the day;
‘For day,’ quoth she, ‘night’s scapes doth open

lay;

And my true eyes have never practis’d how
To cloak offences with a cunning brow.

‘They think not but that every eye can see
The same disgrace which they themselves

behold;
And therefore would they still m darkness be,
To have their unseen sm remain untold;
For they their guilt with weeping will usifold,
And grave, hke water, that doth eat in steel.
Upon my cheeks what helpless shame I fecL’

Here she exclaims against repose and rest,
And bids her eyes hereafter stiff be blind.
She wakes her heart by betting on her breast
And bids it leap from thence, where it may find
Some purer chest, to close so pure a mind.

Frantic with grief tlius breathes she forth her
spite

Against the unseen secrecy of night:

‘0 comfort-kilUng night, image of hcHI
Dim register and notary of shime!
Black stage for tragedies and murders fell

Vast sin-concealing ehaow! nurse of bkmef
Blind muffled bawd! dark harbour for di'famel
Grim cave cf death, whispeong coiwpirator,
With close-tongued treason and the rtvisheri

*0 hateful, vaporous, and foggy night,
Since thou art guilty of my nircle&s crime,
Muster thy mists to meet the eastern hght,
Make war against proportioned course of timel
Or if thou wilt permit the mn to chinb
Hib wonted height, yet ere he go to bed,
Emit poisonous doudf about his goldta head.

‘With rotten damps ririah the momiag air:

Lettheirexhal’dunwholegoiaebfeitiisintkesick
The life of purity, the lupreme fair,
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Ere he amve his weary noontide pnck;
And let thy misty vapours march so thick,

That in their smoky ranks his smother’d light

May set at noon, and make perpetual night.

‘Were Tarqum night (as he is but night’s child),

The silver-shining queen he would distain;

Her twinkling handmaids too, by him deJil’d,

Through night’s black bosom should not peep
again;

So should I have copartners in my pain:

And fellowship m woe doth woe assuage,
As palmers’ chat makes short their pilgrimage.

‘Where now I have no one to blush with me.
To cross their arms, and hang their heads with

mine,
To mask their brows, and hide their infamy;
But I alone alone must sit and pine,

Seasoning the earth with showers of silver brine

Mmghng my talk with tears, my gnef with
groans,

Poor wasting monuments of lasting moans.

‘0 night, thou furnace of foul-reeking smoke,
Let not the jealous day behold that face

Which underneath thy black all-hidmg cloak
Immodestly lies martyr’d with disgrace!'

Keep still possession of thy gloomy place,

That all thy faults which in thy reign are made,
May hkewise be sepulchred in thy shade!

‘Make me not object to the tell-tale day!
The hght will show, character’d m my brow.
The story of sweet chastity’s decay,

The impious breach of holy wedlock vow:
Yea, the ilhterate, that know not how
To ’cipher what is writ in learned books,

Will quote my loathsome trespassmmy looks.

'The nurse, to still her child, will tell my story,

And fright her crying babe with Tarquin’s name.
The orator, to deck his oratory,

WiH couple my reproach to Tarquin’s shame;
Feast-hndmg minstrels, tumng my defame,

Will tie the hearers to attend each line.

How Tarqum wronged me, I Collatine.

‘Let my good name, that senseless reputation,

For Coliatine’s dear love be kept unspotted:

If that be made a theme for disputation,

The branches of another root are rotted,

And undeserv’d reproach to him allotted,

That IS as clear from this attaint of mine,

As I, ere this, was pure to Collatme.

‘0 unseen shame! invisible disgrace!

O unfelt sore! crest-wounding, pnvate scar!

Reproach is stamp’d in Collatinus' face,

And Tar quin’s eye may read the mot afar,

How he m peace is wounded, not in war.

Alas, how many bear such shameful blows,

Which not themselves but he that gives them
knows!

‘If, Collatine, thine honour lay in me,
From me by strong assault it is bereft.

My honey lost, and I, a drone-like bee,

Have no perfection of my summer left,

But robb’d and ransack’d by injurious theft:

In thy weak hive a wandering wasp hath
crept, [kept.

And suck’d the honey which thy chaste bee

‘Yet am I guilty of thy honour’s wrack,

—

Yet for thy honour did I entertain him;
Commg from thee, I could not put him back,
For it had been dishonour to disdain him:
Besides of weariness he did complain him,
And talk’d of virtue:—0, unlook’d for evil.

When virtue is profan’d m such a devil!

‘Why should the worm intrude the maiden bud?
Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows’ nests?
Or toads infect fair founts with venom mud?
Or tyrant folly lurk m gentle breasts?
Or kings be breakers of their own behests?
But no perfection is so absolute,

That some impunty doth not pollute.

‘The aged man that coffers up his gold [fits,

Is plagued with cramps, and gouts, and painful

And scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold.
But hke still-pimng Tantalus he sits.

And useless bams the harvest of his wits;

Having no other pleasure of his gam
But torment that it cannot cure his pain.

‘So then he hath it, when he cannot use it,

And leaves it to be master’d by his young;
Who m their pride do presently abuse it:

Their father was too weak, and they too strong,

To hold their cursed-blessed fortune long,

The sweets we wish for turn to loathed sours,

Even m the moment that we call them ours.

‘Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring;

Unwholesome weeds take root with precious
flowers;

The adder hisses where the sweet birds sing;

What virtue breeds imquity devours:
We have no good that we can say is ours,

But ill-annexed Opportumty
Or kills his hfe* or else his quality.

'O Opportumty! thy guilt is great:

’Tis thou that execut’st the traitor's treason;
Thou sett’St the wolf where he the lamb may get;

Whoever plots the sm, thou ’pomt’st the season;
’Tis thou that spurn’st at nght, at law, at reason;
And in thy shady ceU, where none may spy

him,
Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander by him.

‘Thou mak’st the vestal violate her oath;

Thou blow’stthefirewhentemperanceisthaw’d;
Thou smother’st honesty, thou murther’st troth,

Thou foul abettor! thou notorious bawd!
Thou plantest scandal, and displacest laud:

Thou ravisher, thou traitor, thou false thief,

Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief I

‘Thy secret pleasure turns to open shame,
Thy private feasting to a public fast;

Thy smoothmg titles to a ragged name;
Thy sugar’d tongue to bitter wormwood taste:

Thy violent vanities can never last.

How comes it then, vile Opportunity,
Being so bad, such numbers seek for thee?
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^When wilt thou be the humble suppliant’s

fjieiid,
^

And bxing him where his suit may be obtain’d?

When wilt thou sort an hour great strifes to end?
Or free that soul which wretchedness hath

chain’d?
Give physic to the sick» ease to the pain’d?

The poor, lame, bhnd, halt, creep, cry out
for thee;

But they ne’er meet with Opportunity.

‘The patient dies while the physician sleeps;

The orphan pines while -the oppressor feeds;

Justice is feasting while the widow weeps;
Advice, is sporting while infection breeds;
Thou grant's! not time for charitable deeds:

Wrath, envy, treason, rape, and murder’s
rages,

Thy heinous hours waitonthem astheir pages.

‘When truth and virtue have to do with thee,

A thousand crosses keep them from thy aid;

They buy thy help: but Sin ne’er gives a fee.

He gratis comes; and thou art well appay’d

As weU to hear as grant what he hath said.

My CoUatine would else have come to me
When Tarquin did, but he was stay’d be thee.

‘Guilty thou art of murder and of theft;

Guilty of perjury and subornation;

Guilty of treason, forgery, and shift;

Guilty of incest, that abomination:

An accessary by thme mchnation
To all sms past, and all that are to come,
From the creation to the general doom.

‘Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly night.

Swift subtle post, earner of grisly care,

Eater of youth, false slave to false dehght,
Base watch of woes, sin’s packhorse, virtue’s

snare;

Thou nursest all, and murtherest all that ore.

0 hear me then, injurious, shifting Time I

Be guilty of my death, since of my crime.

‘Why hath thy servant, Opportunity,

Betray’d the hours thou gav’st me to repose?
Cancell’d my fortunes and enchained me
To endless date of never-ending woes?
Time's office is too fine the hate of foes;

To eat np errors by opinion bred,

Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed.

‘Time’s glory is to calm contending kings.

To unmask falsehood, and bring truth to light,

To stamp the seal of time in aged things,

To wake the morn, and sentinel the night,

To wrong the wronger till he render right;

To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours,
And smear with dust their glittering golden

towers:

‘To fill with worm-holes stately monuments.
To feed oblivion with decay of things,

To blot old books, and alter their contents,
To pluck the quills from ancient ravens’ wings,
To dry the old oak’s sap, and cherish sprinp;
To spoil antiquities or hammer’d steel,

And turn the ^ddy round of Fortune’s wheel;

‘Toshowthebeldame daughters ofherdaughter,
To make the child a man, the tna» a child.

To slay the tiger that doth live by daughter,
To tame the unicorn and lion wild,

To mock the subtle, in themselves beguil’d;
Tocheertheploughmanwithincreasefulcrops,
Andwastehuge stones with little water-drops,

‘Why work’st thou miscMef in thy pilgrimage,
Unless thou couldst return to make amends?
One poor retiring minute in an age
Would purchase thee a thousand thousand

friends,

Lending him wit that to bad debtors lends:
O, this dread night, wouldst thou one hour

come back,

Icould preventthis storm, andshunthywxacki

‘Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity,

With some mischance cross Tarquininhi|fiight:
Devise extremes beyond extremity.

To make him curse this cursed crimeful night:
Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright,

And the dire thought of his committed evil

Shape every bush a hideous shapeless devil.

‘Disturb his hours of rest with restless trances,
Afflict him in his bed vrith bedrid groans;
Let there bechance him pitiful xmschances,
To make him moan, but pity not his moans;
Stone him with harden’d hearts, harder than

stones;

And le t mild womentohimlosetheirmildn ess,

Wilder to him than tigers m their wildness.

‘Let him have time to tear his curled hair,

Let him have time against himself to rave,
Let him have time of Time’s help to despair.
Let him have time to live a loathed slave,

Let him have time a beggar’s orts to crave;
And time to see one that by alms doth hve
Disdain to him disdained scraps to give,

‘Let him have time to see his friends his foes,

And merry fools to mock at Mm resort;

Let Mm have time to mark how slow time goes
In time of sorrow, and how swift tad short
His time of folly and Ms time of sfKirt:

And ever let his unrecalling enme
Have time to wail the abusing of Ms time,

‘O Time, thou tutor both to good and bad,
Teach me to curse Mm that thou taught’st this

mi
At Ms own shadow let the thief run mad I

Himself Mmself seek every hour to klBl

Such wretched hands such wretched blood
should spill:

For who so base would such an office have
As slanderous death’s-man to so base a shiTe?

‘The baser is he, coming from a Hng,
To shame Ms hope with deeds digenerate*
The mightier man, the mightier Is the iMng
That makes him honour’d, or begets him hate;
For greatest scandal waits on greatest slate.

The moon, being clouded presently Is miss’d,
But little stars mayMde them w&eu they list



THE RAPE OF LUCBECE 1035

'The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in

mirOi

And anperceiv'd fly with the filth away,
But if the like the snow-white swan desire,

The stain upon his silver down will stay.

Poor grooms axe sightless night,- kings glorious

day.
Gnats are unnoted wheresoe’er they fly.

But eagles gaz’d upon with every eye.

^Out, idle words, servants to shallow foolsl

Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators!

Busy yourselves in skill-contending schools,

Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters;

To trembhng clients be you mediators:
For me, I force not argument a straw,

Since that my case is past the help of law.

Tn vain I rail at Opportunity,
At Time, at Tar quin, and uncheerful night;

In vain 1 cavil with my infamy,
In vain I spurn at my confirm’d despite:

This helpless smoke of words doth me no right.

The remedy indeed to do me good,

Is to let forth my foul, defiled blood.

‘Poor hand, why quiver’st thou at this decree?
Honour thyself to rid me of this shame;
For a I die my honour lives in thee,

But if I hve thou liv’st in my defame:
Since thou could’st not defend thy loyal dame.
And was afear’d to scratch her wicked foe.

Kill both thyself and her for yielding so.’

This said,from her betumbled couch she starteth,

To find some desperate instrument of death:
But this no-slaughter-house no tool imparteth.

To make more vent for passage of her breath,

Which thronging through her lips so vanisheth
As smoke from -®tna, that in air consumes,
Or that which from discharged cannon fumes.

‘In vain,’ quoth she, ‘I live, and seek in vain
Some happy mean to end a hapless life.

I fear’d by Tarquin’s falchion to be slain.

Yet for the self-same purpose seek a knife:

But when I fear’d I was a loyal wife;

So am I now:—© no, that cannot be;

Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me,

‘01 that is gone for which I sought to live,

Aud therefore now I need not fear to die.

To clear this spot by death, at least I give

A badge of fame to slander’s livery;

A dying life to hving infamy;
Poorhelpless help, the treasure stolen away,

To burn the guiltless casket where it lay!

‘Well, well, dear Collatine, thou shalt not know
The stained taste of violated troth;

I will not wrong thy true affection so

To flatter thee with an infnnged oalh;

This bastard graff shall never come to growth:

He shall not boast who did thy stock pollute

That thou art doting father of his fruit.

‘Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought,

Nor laugh with his companions at thy state;

But thou shalt know thy interestwas not bought

Basely with gold, but stolen from forth thy gate.

For me, I am the mistress of my fate,

And with my trespass never will dispense,
Till life to death acquit my forc’d ofience,

‘I will not poison thee with my attaint,

Nor fold my fault in cleanly-coin’d excuses;
My sable ground of sin I will not paint,

To hide the truth of this false night’s abuses:
My tongue shall utter all; mme eyes like sluices,.

As from a mountain-spring that feeds a dale.
Shall gush pure streams to purge my impure

tale.*

By this, lamenting Philomel had ended
The weU-tun’d warble of her nightly sorrow,
And solemn night with slow-sad gait descended
To ugly hell; when lo, the blushing morrow
Lends light to all fair eyes that hght will borrow:
But cloudy Lucrece shames herself to see,

And therefore still in night would cloister’d

be.

Revealing day through every cranny spies,

And seems to point her out where she sits

weeping,
To whom she sobbing speaks: ‘0 eye of eyes.

Why pryest thou through my window? leave
thy peeping;

Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that are
sleeping:

Brand not my forehead withthy piercing light.

For day hath naught to do what’s done by
night.’

Thus cavils she with everything she sees:

True grief is fond and testy as a child.

Who wayward once, his mood with nought
agrees.

Old woes, not infant sorrows, bear them mild;
Continuance tames the one; the other wild,

Like an unpractis’d swimmer plunging still

With too much labour drowns for want of

skll.

So she, deep-drenched in a sea of care.

Holds disputation with each thing she views,
And to herself all sorrow doth compare;
No object but her passion's stren^ renews;
And as one shifts, another straight ensues:
Sometime her grief is dumb andhathnowords;
Sometime ’hs mad, and too much talk affords.

The little birds that tune their morning’s joy
Make her moans mad with their sweet melody*
For mirth doth search the bottom of annoy;
Sad souls are slain in merry company:
Grief best is pleas’d with ^ef’s society:

True sorrow then is feelingly suffic’d

When with like semblance it is sympathiz’d.

‘Tis double death to drown in ken of shore;

He ten times pines that pines beholding food;

To see the slave doth make the wound ache

more;
Great grief grieves most at that would do it good;

Deep woes roll forward hke a gentle flood,

Who, being stopp’d, the bounding banks o’er-

flows:

Grief dallied with nor law nor liroit knows.
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*you mocMiig birds,’ quoth she, ‘your tune
entomb

Within your hollow-swelling feather’d breasts.

And in my hearmg be you mute and dumb I

{My restless discord loves no stops nor rests;

A woeful hostess brooks not merry guests:)

Relish your nimble notes to pleasing ears;

Distress like dumps when time is kept with
tears.

^Come, Philomel, that sing’st of ravishment,

'Make thy sad grove in my dishevell’d hair.

As the dank earth weeps at thy languishment.

So I at each sad strain will strain a tear.

And with deep groans the diapason bear:

For burthen-wise I’ll hum on Tarquin still,

While thou on Tereus descant’st better skill.

‘And whiles against a thorn thou bear’st thy part.

To keep thy sharp woes waking, wretched I,

To imitate thee well, against my heart

Will fix a sharp knife, to affright mine eye;

Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die.

These means, as frets upon an instrument.

Shall tune our heartstnngs to true languish-

ment.

*And for, poor bird, thou sing’st not in the day.

As shaming any eye should thee behold,

Some dark deep desert, seated from the way,
That knows no parching heat nor freezing cold.

We will find out; and there we will unfold

To creatures stern sad tunes, to change their

kinds: [minds.’

Since men prove beasts, let beasts bear gentle

As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gaze.

Wildly determining which way to fly.

Or one encompass’d with a winding maze,
That cannot tread the way out readily;

So with herself is she m mutiny,
To live or die which of the twain were better,

When life is sham’d, and Death reproach’s
debtor.

*To kill myself,’ quoth she, ‘alack! what were it,

But with my body my poor soul’s pollution?

They that lose half with greater patience bear it

Thantheywhosewhole is swallow’dinconfusion.

That mother tries a merciless conclusion

Who, having two sweet babes, when death
takes one,

Will slay the other, and be nurse to none,

‘My body or my soul, which was the dearer?
When the one pure, the other made divine.

Whose love of either to myself was nearer?
When both, were kept for heaven and Collatme.
Ah, me! the bark peel’d from the lofty pine,

His leaves will wither, and his sap decay;
So must my soul, her bark being peel’d away.

‘Her house is sack’d, her quiet interrupted,

Her mansion batter’d by the enemy;
Her sacred temple spotted, spoil’d, corrupted,
Grossly engirt with daring infamy:
Then let it not be callid impiety

If in this blemish’d fort I make some hole
Through which I may convey this troubled

soul.

‘Yet die I will not till my Collafine
Have heard the cause of my untimely death;
That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine.
Revenge on him that made me stop my breath.
My stained blood to Tarquin I’ll bequeath,
Which by him tainted shall for him be spent,
And as his due writ in my testament.

‘My honour I’U bequeath unto the knife
That wounds my body so dishonoured.
’Tis honour to deprive dishonour’d life;

The one will live, the other being dead:
So of shame’s ashes shall my fame be bred;

For in my death I murther shameful scorn:
My shame so dead, mine honour is new-born.

‘Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost.

What legacy shall I bequeath to thee?
My resolution, Love, shall be thy boast,
By whose example thou reveng’d mayst be.
How Tarquin must be used, read it in me:

Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe;
And, formy sake, serve thou false Tarquin so.

‘This brief abridgement of my will I make:
My soul and body to the skies and ground;
My resolution, husband, do thou take;
Mine honour be the l^e’s that makes my

wound;
My shame be his that did my fame confound;
And all my fame that hves disbursed be
To those that live, and think no shame of me.

‘Thou, CoUatine, shalt oversee this will;

How was I overseen that thou shalt see iti

My blood shall wash the slander of mine ill;

My life’s foul deed my life’s fair end shall free it.

Faint not, faint heart, but stoutly say, “so be it,”

Yield to my hand
; rayhand shall conquer thee;

Thou dead, both die, and both shall victors be.

This plot of death when sadly she had kid,
And wip’d the brinish pearl from her bright eyes,
Withuntun’dtongue she hoarselycall'dhermaid,
Whose swift obedience to her mistress hies;

For fleet-wing’d duty with thought’s feathers
flies.

Poor Lucrece’ cheeks unto her maid seem so
As winter meads when sun doth melt their

snow.

Hermistress she doth givedemuregood-morrow,
With soft-slow tongue, true mark of modesty,
And sorts a sad look to her lady’s sorrow,
^or why? her face wore sorrow’s livery,)

But durst not ask of her audaciously
Why her two suns were cloud-eclipsed so,

Norwhy her faircheeks over-wash’d with woe.

But as the earth doth weep, the tun being set,

Each flower moisten’d like a melting eye;

Even so the maid with swelling drops ’gan wet
Her circled cyne, enforc’d by sympathy
Of those fair suns, set in her mistress’ sky,

Who in a salt-wav’d ocesn quench their light,

Which makes the m«dd wet^ like the dewy
night

A pretty while these pretty crettwes stand,

like ivory coadullii coral asteras tliai;-
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One justly weeps; the other take^ in hand .

No cause, but company, of her drops spilling:

Their gentle sex to weep are often wilhng;
Grievingthemselves to guessatothers’ smarts,

• And then they drown their eyes, or break
their hearts.

For men have marble, women waxen minds.
And therefore are they form’d as marble wiU;

The weak oppress’d, the impression of strange

kinds
Is form’d in them by force, by fraud, or skill:

Then can them not the authors of their ill.

No more than wax shall be accounted evil.

Wherein is stamp’d the semblance of a devil.

Their smoothness, hke a goodly champaign
plain,

Lays open all the little worms that creep;
In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain
Cave-keeping evils that obscurely sleep:

Through crystal walls each httle mote will peep:
Though men can cover crimes with bold

stem looks,

Poor women’s faces are their own faults*

books.

No man inveigh against the wither’d flower.
But chide rough winter that the flower hath

Kll'dl

Not that devour’d, but that which doth devour
Is worthy blame. 0, let it not be hild

Poor women’s faults that they are so fulfill’d

With men’s abuses I those proud lords, to
blame,

Make weak-made women tenants to their

shame.

The precedent whereof in Lucrece view,
As'saii’d by night with circumstances strong
Of present death, and shame that might ensue
By that her death, to do her husband wrong:
Such danger to resistance did belong,

That dying fear through all her body spread;
And who cannot abuse a body dead?

By this, mild Patience bid fair Lucrece speak
To the poor counterfeit of her complaining:
*My girl,’ quoth she, ‘on what occasion break
Those tears from thee, that down thy cheeks

are raining?

K thou dost weep for. grief of my sustaining,

Know, gentle wench, it small avails my
mood:

If tears could help, mine own would do me
good.

‘But tell me, girl, when went’—(and there she
stay’d

Tin after a deep groan) ‘Tarquin from hence?*

‘Madam, ere I was up,’ replied the maid,

‘The more to hlame my sluggard neghgence:
Yet with the fault I thus far can dispense;

Myself was stirring ere the break of day,
And, ere I rose,ms Tarquin gone away.

<Bnt, lady, if your maid may be so hold,

Site Would reques^t to Ipnow heaviness,’

*0 peace I’ quoth Lucrece; ‘if it should be told.

The repetition cannot make it less;

For more it is than I Can well express:

And that deep torture may be call’d a helL
When more is felt than one hath power to tell.

‘Go, get me hither paper, mk, and pen

—

Yet save that labour, for I have them here.

What should I say?—One of my husband’s men
Bid thou be ready, by and by, to bear
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear;

Bid him with speed prepare to carry it;

The cause craves haste, and it will soon be.

writ.’

Her maid is gone, and she prepares to write,

First hovering o’er the paper with her quill:

Conceit and grief an eager combat fight; *

What wit sets down is blotted straight with will;

This is too cunous-good, this blunt and ill:

Much like a press of people at a door.

Throng her inventions, which shah be before.

At last she thus begins:—‘Thou worthy lord

Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee.

Health to thy person! next vouchsafe to afford

{If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt see

)

Some present speed to come and visit me:
So I commend me from our house in grief;

’

My woes are tedious, though my words are
bnef.’

Here folds she up the tenor of her woe,
Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly.

By this short schedule Collatine may know
Her gnef, but not her grief’s true quahty;
She dares not thereof make discovery,

Lest he should hold it her own gross abuses
Ere she with blood had stain’d her stain’d

excuse.

Besides, the life and feeling of her passion
She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear her;

When sighs, and groans, and tears may grace
the fashion

Of her disgrace, the better so to clear her
From that suspicion which the world might

bear her.

To shun this blot, she would not blot the
letter [better,

With words, ‘till action might become them

To see sad sights moves more than hear them
told;

For then the eye interprets to the ear
The heavy motion that it doth behold,
When every part a part of woe doth bear.
Tis but a part of sorrow that we hear:
Deep sounds make lesser noise than shallow

fords, [words.

And sorrow ebbs, being Mown with wind of

Her letter now is seal’d, and on it writ,

‘At Ardea to my lord with more than haste;*

The post attends, and she delivers it,

Charging the sour-fac’d groom to Me as fast

As lagging fowls before the northern blast.

Speed more than speed but dull and stow
she deems:

Extremity still urgeth such extremes.
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The homely villain courtesies to her low;

And blushing on her, with a steadfast eye
Receives the scroll, without or yea or no,

And forth with bashful innocence doth hie.

But they whose gmlt within their bosoms he
Imagine every eye beholds their blame;

For Lucrece thought he blush’d to see her
shame;

When, siUy groom! God wot, it was defect

Of spirit, hfe, and bold audacity.

Such harmless creatures have a truer respect

To talk in deeds, while others saucily

Promise more speed, but do it leisurely:

Even so, this pattern of the worn-out age
Pawn’dhonestlooks, but laidno words to gage.

His kindled duty kindled her mistrust,

That two red fires in both their faces blaz’d;

She thought he blush’d as knowing Tarquin’s

lust,

And, blushing with him, wistly on him gaz’d;

Her earnest eye did make him more amaz’d:
The more she saw the blood his cheeks

replenish, [blemish.

The more she thought he spied in her some

But long she thinks till he return again,

And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone.

The weary time she cannot entertain,

For now ’tis stale to sigh, to weep, and groan:

So woe hath weaned woe, moan tired moan.
That she her plaints a little while doth stay.

Pausing for means to mourn some newer way.

At last she calls to mind where hangs a piece

Of skilful painting, made for Priam’s Troy;
Before the which is drawn the power of Greece,
For Helen’s rape the city to destroy,

Threat'ning cloud-hdssmg Ilion with annoy;
Which the conceited painter drew so proud,

Asheaven (itseem’d
)
tokissthe turretsbow’d,

A thousand lamentable objects there,

In Bcom of FTature, Art gave lifeless life:

Many a dry drop seem’d a weeping tear.

Shed for the slaughter’d husband by the wife:

Thered blood reek’d to show the painter’s stnfe;

And dying eyes gleam’d forth their ashy lights,

Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights.

There might you see the labouring pioneer
Begnm’d with sweat, and smeared all with dust;

And from the towers of Troy there would appear
The very eyes of men through loopholes thnist,

Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust:

Such sweet observance in this work was had,
That one might see those far-off eyeslook sad.

In great commanders grace and majesty
You might behold, triumphing in their faces;
In youth, quick bearing and dexterity;
And here and there the painter interlaces
Pale cowards, marching on with trembling

paces;
Which heartlesspeasantsdid sowellresemble,
That one would swear he saw them quake

and tremble.

In Ajax and Ulysses, 0 what art

Of physiognomy might one behold 1

The face of either ’cipher’d cither’s heart;
Their face their maimers most expressly told:
In Ajax’ eyes blunt rage and ngour roll’d;

But the mild glance that sly Ulysses lent
Show’d deep regard and snulmg government.

There pleading might you see grave Nestor
stand,

As’t were encouraging the Greeks to fight;
Making such sober action with his hand
That it beguil’d attention, charm’d the sight:
In speech, it seem’d, his beard all silver white
Wagg’d up and down, and from his hps did

fly

Thin winding breath, which purl’d up to the
sky.

About him were a press of gaping faces,

Which seem’d to swallow up his sound advice;
All jointly hstening, but with several graces,
As if some mermaid did their ears entice;

Some high, some low, the painter was so nice:
The scalps of many, almost hid behind,
To jump up higher seem’d to mock the mind.

Here one man’s hand lean’d on another’s head,
His nose being shadow’d by his neighbour’s

ear;

Here one being throng’d bears back, all boH’n
and red;

Another smother’d seems to pelt and swear;
And in their rage such signs of rage they bear,

As, but for loss of N ester’s golden words,
It seem’d they would debate with angry

swords.

For much imaginary work was there;
Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind,
That for Achilles’ image stood hiS spear.

Grip’d in an armed hand; himself, behind,
Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind;
A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a bead.
Stood for the whole to be imagined.

And from the walls of strong-besieged Troy
When their brave hope, bold Hector, march’d

to field,

Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy

To see their youthful sons bright weapons wield
And to their hope they such odd action yield,

That through their light joy seemed to appear
(Like bnght things stain’d) a kind of heavy

fear.

And, from the strond of Uardan where they
fought,

To Simois’ reedy banks, the red blood ran*

Whose waves to imitate the battle sought
With swelling ridges; and their ranks began
To break upon the galled shore, and than

Retire again, till meeting greater ranks
They join, and shoot their foam at Simois’’

haiiks.

To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come,
To find a face where til distress is stell’d.

Many she sees where cares have carved tome,
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But none where aU distress and dolour dweE'd
TiU she despairing Hecuba beheld,

Staring on Priam’s wounds with her old eyes,

Which bleeding under Pyrrhus’ proud foot

hes.

In her the painter had anatomiz’d
Time’s ruin, beauty’s wrack, and grim care’s

reign;

Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were dis-

guis’d;

Of what she was no semblance did remain:
Her blue blood, chang’d to black in every vein,

Wanting the spring that those shrunk pipes
had fed,

Show’d Efe imprison’d in a body dead.

On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes.

And shapes her sorrow to the beldame’s woes,
Who nothing wants to answer her but cries,

And bitter words to ban her cruel foes:

The painter was no god to lend her those;
And therefore Lucrece swears he did her

wrong.
To give her so much gnef, and not a tongue.

‘Poor instrument,* quoth she, ‘without a sound,
I’E tune my woes with my lamenting tongue:
And drop sweet balm in Priam’s painted wound,
And raE on Pyrrhus that hath done him wrong,
And with my tears quench Troy that bums so

long;

And with my knife scratch out the angry eyes
Of aE the -Greeks that are thine enemies.

‘Show me the strumpet that began this stir,

That with my nails her beauty I may tear.

Thy heat of lust, fond Pans, did incur
This load of wrath that* burning Troy doth

bear;

The eye kindled the fire that bumeth here:
And here m Troy, for trespass of thine eye.

To sire, the son, the dame, and daughter,
die.

‘Why should the private pleasure of some one
Become the pubEc plague of many mo?
Let sm, alone committed, light alone
Upon his head that hath transgressed so.

Let guiltiess souls be freed from guilty woe:
For one’s offence why should so many faE,

To plague a private sin in general?

’Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies,

Here manly Hector faints, here TroEus
swounds;

Here friend by Mend in bloody channel lies.

And Mend to friend gives unadvised wounds,
And one man’s lust these many Eves confounds:
Had doting Priam check’d his son’s desire,

Troy had been bright with fame, and not
with fire.

Here feelingly she weeps Troy’s painted woes:
For sorrow, Eke a heavy-hanging beE,
Once set on ringing, witii his own weight goes;
Then Ettle strength rings out the doleful knell:

So Lucrece set a-work sad tides doth teU
To pencEl’d pensiveness and colour’d sorrow;
She lends mem wbrds, and she theirlooks

doth'boiTOw,

She throws her eyes about the painting round,
And whom she finds forlorn she doth lament:
At last she sees a wretched image bound,
That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds lent;

Hisface, thoughfuE of cares, yet show'd content:
Onward to Troy with the blunt swainshe goes
Somdd that Patience seem’dto scorn his woes.

In him the painter labour’d with his skUl
To hide deceit, and give the harmless show
An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still,

A brow unbent, that seem’d to welcome woe;
Cheeks neither red nor pale, but mingled so

That blushing red no guilty instance gave,

Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts have.

But, hke a constant and confirmed devE,
He entertain’d a show so seeming just,

And therein so ensconc’d his secret evil.

That jealousy itself could not mistrust
False-creepmg craft and perjury should thrust

Into so bright a day such black-fac’d storms,

OrblotwithheE-bom sinsuch samt-Ekeforms.

The weE-skEl’d workman this mEd image drew
For perjur’d Sinin, whose enchanting story

The credulous old Priam after slew; [glory

Whose words, Eke wildfire, burnt the shinmg
Of rich-built Bion, that the skies were sorry,

And Ettle stars shot from their fixed places

When their glass feE wherein they view’d
their faces.

This picture she advisedly perus’d,
And chid the painter for his wondrous skiE;

Saying, some shape in Sinon’s was abus’d,
So fair a form lodg’d not a mind so El;

And stiE on him she gaz’d, and gazing stiE,

Such signs of truth in his plain face she Sj^ded,

That she concludes the picture was behed.

‘It cannot be,’ quoth she, ‘that so much guile’

^he would have said) ‘can lurk in such a look;’

But Tarquin’s shape came in her mind the
while,

And from her tongue ‘can lurk’ from ‘cannot’

took;

‘It cannot be’ she in that sense forsook,
And turn’d it thus; ‘It cannot he, I find,

But such a face should bear a wicked mind:

‘For even as subtle Sinon here is painted,

So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild,

‘0 me came Tarquin armed; so beguil’d
With outwlurd honesty, but yet defil’d

With inward vice: as Priam him did cheriihh,

So did I Tarquin; so my Troy did perish.

‘Look, look, how Estening Priam wets Ms eyes,

To see those borrow’d tears that Sinon sheds,

Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wise?
For every tear he faEs a Trojan bleeds;
His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds;

Those round dear pearls of Ms that move thy
pity

Are balls of quenchless fire to bum thy dty.

‘Such devils steal efiecte from Eghtless heE;
For Sinon in Ms fire doth quake witih cold,
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Aiid in that cold hot-burning fire doth dwell;

J
These contraries such unity do hold
Only to hatter fools, and make them bold:

So Priam’s trust false Sinon’s tears doth
‘ flatter,

That he finds means to burn his Troy with
water.’

«Here, aH enrag’d, such passion her assails,

That patience is quite beaten from her breast.

She tears the senseless Sinon with her nails,

Comparing him to that unhappy guest

Whose deed hath made herself herself detest;

At last she smilingly with this gives o’er;

‘Fooll fooll’ quoth she, ‘his wounds will

not he sore.’

Thus ebbs and flows the cturrent of her sorrow,
And time doth weary time with her complain-

ing.

She looks for night and then she longs for

morrow,
And both she thinks too long with her remain-

ing;

Short time seems long in sorrow’s sharp sus-
taining.

Though woe be heavy, yet it seldom sleeps;

And they that watch see time how slow it

creeps.

Which all this time hath oversHpp’d her thought,
That she with painted images hath spent;
Being from the feehng of her own grief brought
By deep surmise of others’ detriment;
Losing her woes in shows of discontent.

It easeth some, though none it ever cur’d.

To think their dolour others have endur’d.

But now the mindful messenger, come back,
Brings home his lord and other company;
Wbo finds his lucrece clad in mourning black;
And round about her tear-distained eye
Blue circles stream’d like rainbows in the sky.
These water-galls in her dim element
Foretell new storms to those already spent.

Which when her sad-heholding husband saw,
Amazedly in her sad face he stares:

Her eyes, though sod in tears, look’d red and
raw,

Her Evely colour kill’d with deadly cares.
He hath no power to ask her how she fares,
But stood like old acquaintance in a trance,
Met far from home, wondering each other’s

chance.

At last he takes her by the bloodless hand,
And thus begins: ‘What uncouth dl event
Hath thee befallen, that thou dost trembling

stand?
Sweet love, what spite hsth thy fair colour

spent?
Why art thou thus attir’d in discontent?
Unmask, dear dear, this moody heaviness.
And tell thy grief, that we may give redress.*

Three times with righs she gives her sorrow
fire,

Ere once she can discaarge one word of woe:
At length address’d to answer his desire,

*

She modestly prepares to let them know
Her honour is ta’en pnsoner by the foe;
While Coliatine and his consorted lords
With sad attention long to hear her words.

'

And now this pale swan m her watery nest
Begins the sad dirge of her certain ending:
‘Few words ' quoth she, ‘shall fit the trespass

best,

Where no excuse can give the fault amending:
In me more woes than words are now depend-

[long,
And my laments would be drawn out too
To tell them all with one poor tired tongue.

‘Then be this all the task it hath to say:—
Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed
A stranger came, and on that pillow lay
Where thou wast wont to rest thy weary head,
And what wrong else may be imagined
By foul enforcement might be done to me,
From that, alast thy Lucrece is not fr<»p.

‘For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight,
With shining falchion in my chamber came
A creeping creature, with a flaming light,

And softly cned, Awake, thou Roman dame,
And entertain ray love, else lasting shame
On thee and thine this mght I will in&ct,
If thou my love’s desire do contradict. •

‘Forsomehard-favour’dgroomofthine, quothhe,
Unless thou yoke thy liking to my will,

I'll murder straight, and then I’ll slaughter thee,
And swear I found you where you did fulfil

The loathsome act of lust, and so did Ml
The lechers in their deed: this act will be
My fame, and thy perpetual infamy.

‘With this I did begin to start and cry,
And then against my heart he set Ms sword,
Swearing, unless I took all patiently,
I should not live to speak another word:
So should my shame still rest upon record,
And never be forgot in mighty Rome
The adulterate death of Lucrece and her

groom.

‘Mine enemy was strong, my poor self weak,
And fw the weaker with so strong a fear:
My bloody judge forbade my tongue to speak; '

No rightful plea might plead for justice there:
His scarlet lust came evidence to swear

That my pure beauty had purloin’d his eyes,
Andwhenthejudgeisrobb’djtheprisonerdies.

‘0 teach me how to make mine own excuse!
Or, at least, this refuge let me find;

Though my gro^s blood be stain’d with the
abuse.

Immaculate and spotlesa is my mind;
That was not forc’d; that aeyer was inclin’d
To accessary yieldlngs, but still pure
Doth in her poison’d closet yet endure.’

"

Lo here, the hopeless merchant of tMi low,
With head declin’d, and voice dtam’d up with

woe,
With’sedrset eyes, and wretched amta across,

,

From lips new-waxen pale heglni to Mow *
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• The grief away that stops his answer so:

But wretched as he is he strives in vain;

. What he breathes out his breath drinks up
again.

As through an arch the violent roaring tide

Outruns the eye that doth behold his haste;

Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride

Back to the strait that forc’d him on so fast;

In rage sent out, recall’d in rage, being past:

Eyen so he sighs, his sorrows make a saw,
To push gnef on, and back the same grief

draw.

Which speechless woe of his poor she attendeth,

And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh:
‘Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendeth
Another power; no flood by raimng slaketh.

My wOe too sensible thy passion maketh
More feeling-painful: let it then sufiSce

To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes.

'And for my sake, when I might charm thee so.

For she that was thy Lucrece,—now attend me;
Be suddenly revenged on my foe, [fend me
Thine, mine, bis own; suppose thou dost de-

From what is past: the help that thou shalt

lend me
Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die;

For spanng justice feeds imquity.

‘But ere I name him, you, fair lords,* quoth
she,

(Speaking to those that came with Collatine}

‘‘Shall plight your honourable faiths to me,
With swift pursuit to venge this wrong of mine;
For *tis a meritorious fair design

To chase injustice with revengeful arms:
Knights, by their oaths, should right poor

ladies’ harms.*

At this request, with noble disposition

Each present lord began to prondse aid,

As bound in kmghthood to her imposition,

'honing to hear the hateful foe bewray’d.

But.she, that yet her sad task hath not said,

The protestation stops. ‘0 speak,’ quoth
she, [me?

‘How.may this forced stain be wip’d from

‘What is' the quality of mine offence,

Being co»str,ain*d with dreadful circumstance?
May my pure mind with the foul act dispense,

My low-declined honour to advance?
May any terms acquit me from this chance?
The poison’d fountain clears itself again;

And not I from this compelled stain?’

.With this, they all at once began to say,

Her bodjr’s stain her mind untainted clears;

While with a joyless smile she turns away
The face,thatmap which deep impression bears
Of hard misfortune, carv’d in it with tears.

‘Ho, HO,’ quoth she, ‘no dame, hereafter

, ,
living, •

By my excuse shall claim excuse’s giving,*

Here with a sigh, as If her heart would break,
She throws forth Tarquin’s name: ‘He, he,’

she says,

But more than ‘he’ her poor tongue could not
speak;

Till after many accents anddelays,
Untimely breathings, sick and short assays,

She utters this: ‘He, he, fair lords, ’tis he,

That gmdes this hand to give this wound to

me.’

Even here she sheathed in her harmless breast

A harmful kmfe, that thence her soul un-
sheath’d:

That blow did bail it from the deep unrest
Of that polluted prison where it breath’d:

Her contrite sighs unto the clouds bequeath’d
Her winged sprite, aifd through her wounds

doth fly

life’s lasting date from cancell’d destiny.

Stone-still, astonish’d with this deadly deed.
Stood Collatine and all his lordly crew;
Till Lucrece’ father that beholds her bleed.
Himself on her self-slaughter’s body threw;
And from the purple fountain Brutus drew
The murderous knife, and as it left the place,

Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in chase;

And bubbling from her breast, it doth divide

In two slow rivers, that the cnmson blood
Circles her body m on every side,

Who like a late-sack’d island vastly stood
Bare and unpeopled, in this fearful flood.

Some of her blood still pure and red remain’d,
And some look’d black, and that false Tar-

quin stain’d.

About the mourning and congealed face
Of that black blood a watery rigol pes,
Which seems to weep upon the tainted place;

And ever since, as pitying Lucrece* woes,
Corrupted blood some watery token shows;
And blood untainted still doth red abide,*

Blushing at that which is so putrefied.

‘Daughter, dear daughter,’ old Lucretius cries,

‘That life was mine which thou hast,here de-
priv’d,

H in the child the father’s image lies,

Where shall I Eve now Lucrece is unliv’d?

Thou wast not to this end from me deriv’d.

If children predecease progenitors,
We are their offspring, and they hone of ours.

‘Boor broken glass, I often did behold
In thy sweet semblance my old age new bom;
But now that fair fresh mirror, dim and old,

Shows me a barebon’d death by time outworn;
0, from thy cheeks my image thou hast torn!
And shiver’d all the beauty of my glass,

That I no more, can see what once I was.

*0 time, cease thou thy course, and last no
longer,

If they surcease to be that should survive.

ShaE rotten deathmake conquest of the stronger,

And leave the faltering feeble souls aHve?
The old bees die, the yoi|ng possess their hive;

Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again, and see
Thy father die, and not thy father theel*
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By this starts Collatine as from a dream,
And bids Lucretius give his sorrow place;

And then in key-cold Lucrece’ bleeding sixeam
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face.
And counterfeits to die with her a space;

Till manly shame bids him possess his breath.
And hve, to be revenged on her death.

The deep vexation of his inward soul

Hath serv’d a dumb arrest upon his tongue;

Who, mad that sorrow should his use control,

Or keep him from heart-easing words so long,

.Begins to talk, but through his bps do throng

Weak words, so thick come, in his poor
heart’s aid,

That no man could distinguish what he said.

Yet sometime Tarqmn was pronounced plain,

But through his teeth, as if the name he tore.

This windy tempest, till it blow up ram.

Held back his sorrow’s tide, to make it more;
At last it rains, and busy winds give o’er:

Then son and father weep with equal strife,

Who should weep most for daughter or for

wife.

The one doth call her his, the other his.

Yet neither may possess the claim they lay,

The father says, ‘She’s mine,’ ‘O, mine she
IS,’

Rephes her husband: ‘do not take away
My sorrow’s interest; let no mourner say
He weeps for her, for she was only mine.

And only must be wail’d by Collatine.’

‘0,’ quoth Lucretius, ‘I did give that life

Which she too early and too late hath spill’ d.’

‘Woe, woe,’ quoth Collatine, ‘she was my
wife,

I ow’d her, and ’tis mine that she hath kill’d’

‘My daughter!’ and ‘My wifel’ with clamours
fill’d

The dispers’d air, who, holding Lucrece’ life,

Answer’d their cries, ‘My daughter!’ and
‘My wife!’

Brutus, who pluck’d the knife from Lucrece’

side,

Seeing such emulation in their woe,
Began to clothe his wit in state and pnde,
Burying in Lucrece’ wound his folly’s show.

He with the Romans was esteemed so

As silly jeering idiots are with kings,

For sportive words, and uttering foolish

things*

But now he throws that shallow habit by
Wherem deep policy did him disguise;
And arm’d his long-hid wits advisedly,
To check the tears in Collatinus* eyes.
‘Thou wronged lord of Rome,’ quoth he

‘arise;
’

Let my unsounded self, suppos’d a fool,
Now set thy long-expenenc’d wit to schooL

‘Why, Collatine, is woe the cure for woe?
Do wounds help wounds, or grief help gnevous

deeds?
Is it revenge to give thyself a blow,
For his foul act by whom thy fair wife bleeds?
Such childish humour from weak minds pro-

ceeds:
Thy wretched wife mistook the matter so,
To slay herself, that should have slam her

foe.

‘Courageous Roman, do not steep thy heart
In such relenting dew of lamentations,
But kneel with me, and help to bear thy part,
To rouse our Roman gods with invocations,
That they will suffer these abominations,

(Since Rome herself m them doth stand dis-
grac’d,)

By our strong arms from forth her fair streets
chas’d.

‘Now by the Capitol that we adore.
And by this chaste blood so unjustly stain’d,
By heaven’s fair sun that breeds the fat earth’s

store,

By all our country rights m Rome maintain’d,
And by chaste Lucrece’ soul that late complain’d
Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife,
We will revenge the death of this true wife.’

This said, he struck his hand upon his breast,
And kiss’d the fatal kmfe to end his vow;
And to his protestation urg’d the rest,

Who, wondenng at him, did his words allow;
Then jointly to the ground their knees they bow,
And that deepvow which Brutus made before,
He doth again repeat, and that they swore.

When they had sworn to this advised doom,
They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence;
To show her bleeding body thorough Rome,
And so to publish Tarquin’s foul offence:
Which being done with speedy diligence,

The Romans plausibly did give consent
To Tarquin’s everlasting banishmeat.
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to a “dark lady” the former is pro^bly the correct meaning of the phrase. It is also a s^ect for contro-
versy among students as to whether any or the whole of the Sonnets can be a description Of the poet’s own
feelings, or not* Some members cortaim^ favor the theory that he reveals himself. But m none of his other
works does he do so; they are purely objective.

From fairest creatures we desire increase,

That thereby beauty’s rose might never die,

But as the riper should by time decrease,

His tender heir might bear his memory:
But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,

Feed’st thy light’s flame with self-substantial

fuel,

Making a famine where abundance lies,

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.

Thou that art now the world's fresh ornament,
And only herald to the gaudy spring,

Within thine own bud buriest thy content,

And, tender churl, mak’st waste in niggarding.

Kty tile world, or else this glutton be,

To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee.

n.

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow.
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,

Thy youth’s proud livery, so gaz’d on now,
Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held:

Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies.

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days;

To say, within thine own deep sunken eyes,

Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserv’d thy beauty’s

use,
If thou couldst answer—-‘This fair child of mine
Shall sum my count, and make my old ex-

cuse—’
Proving his beauty by succession thine!

This were to be new-made when thou art old.

And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it

m.
Look inthy gjliss, and teU the face thou viewest,

Now is the time that face should form another;

'U^ose fresh repair If uow thou not renewest,

Thou dost beguile tiie world, unbless some
mother.

For where is she so fab* whose unear’d womb
Disdains the tillage of husbandry?
Or who is he so fond will he the toah
Oi his self-love, to stop posterity?

Thou art thy motijeris ^kss, and ^e in thee

Calls hack the lovely April of her prime:

So thou through windows of thine age shalt
see,

Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time.
But if thou live, remember’d not to be,
Die single, and thine image dies with thee.

TV.

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy?
Nature’s bequest gives nothing, but doth lend,
And, being frank, she lends to those are firee.

Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse
The bounteous largess given thee to give?
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use
So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live?
For having traffic with thyself alone,
Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.
Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone.
What acceptable audit canst thou leave?
Theunus’dbeautymustbe entomb’dwiththee,
Which, used, lives th’ executor to be.

V.

Those hours that with gentle work did frame
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell
Will play the tyrants to the very same.
And that unfair which fairly doth excel;
For never-resting time leads summer on
To hideous winter, and confounds him there;
Sap check’d with frost, and lusty leaves quite

gone.
Beauty o’ersnow’d, and bareness everywhere;
Then, were not summer’s distillation left,

A fiquid prisoner pent in walls of glass.
Beauty’s eflect with beauty were bereft^
Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was.
But flowers distiH’d, though they with winter

meet, fsweet.
Leese but their show; fhelr substance stilllives

W.
Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface
In thee thy summer, ere thou be dlstUl’d:
Make sweet some phial; treasure thou some

jdace
With beauty’s treasure, ere it be seW-MIl’d.
That use it not forbidden usury,
Which happies those that pay the willing loan;
That’s for thyself to breed another tiiee,
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Or tei| times happier, be it ten for one;

Ten times thyself were happier than thqu art,

If ten of thine ten times refigur’d thee:

Then what 'could Death do if thou shouldst

-depart,

Leaving thee living in posterity?

Be not self-will’d, for thou art much too fair

To be Death’s conquest and mahe worms
thine heir.

VII.

Lo, in the orient when the gracious light

Lifts up his burning head, each under eye

Doth homage to his new-appearing sight.

Serving with looks his sacred majesty,

And having climb’d the steep-up heavenly hiU,

Resembling strong youth m his middle age.

Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,

Attending on his golden pilgrimage,

But when from high-most pitch, with weary car,

Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day,

The,eyes, ’fore duteous, now converted are

Brom his low tract, and look another way:
So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon,

Uniook’d on diest, unless thou get a son.

vin.

Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly?

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy,

Why lov’st thou that which thou receiv’st not
gladly?

Or else receiv’st with pleasure thine annoy?
If the true concord of well-tuned sounds
By unions married, do offend thine ear.

They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.

Markhow one string, sweet husband to another.

Strikes each m each by mutual ordering;

Resembhng sire and child and happy mother,
Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing;

Whose speechless song, being many, seeming
one,

Sings this to thee, ‘thou ringle wilt prove none.’

IX.

Is it for fear to wet a widow’s eye
That thou consum’st thyself in single life?

Ahl if thou issueless shalt hap to die,

The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife:

The world will be thy widow, and still weep
That thou no form of thee hast left behind,
when every private widow well may keep.
By children’s eyes, her husband’s shape in mind.
Look, what an unthrift in the world doth spend
Shifts buthis place, for still the world enjoys it:

But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end,
And kept uhus’d, the user so destroys it.

NoTove toward others in that bosom sits.

That on himself such murderous shame com-
mits.

X.

Fdr shtaiel deny that thou hear’st love to any,
Who for thyself art so unprovident.
Grant if thou wilt thou art belov’d of many,
But that thou none lov’st is most evident;
For thou art so possess’d with murderous hate,
That ’gainst thyself thou srick’st not to conspire,
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinWe,

,

WMoh to repair should be thy cMef desire*
0 change thy thought, that I may change my

’mind!

Shall hate be fairer lodg’d than gentle love?
Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind;

Or to thyself, at least, kind-hearted prove,
Make thee another self, for love,of me,
That beauty stiU may Uve in thme or thee.

XI.

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou grow’st
In one of thine, from that which thou departest;
And that fresh blood which youngly thou

bestow’st, [convertest.*

Thou mayst call thine, when thou from youth
Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase:

’

Without this folly, age, and cold decay.

If all were minded so the times should cease,

And threescore years would make the world
away.

Let those whom Nature hath not made for store,

Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish;
Look whom she best endow’d, she gave the

more; Icherish;

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst m bounty
She carv’d theo for her seal, and meant thereby
Thou shouldst prmt more, nor let that copy

die.

xn.

When I do count the dock that tells the time,
And see the brave day sunk m hideous night;
When I behold the violet past prime,
And sable curls, all silver’d o’er with white;
When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,
And summer's green aU girdled up m sheaves,
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard;
Then of thy beauty do I question make,
That thou among the wastes of time must go,

Since sweets and beauties do themselves for-

sake,

And die as fast as they see others grow;
And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make

defence (hence.
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee

XIIL

0 that you were yourself: but, bve, you are
No longer yours than you yourself hero live:

Against this coming end you should prepare,
And your sweet semblance to some other gSvOk

So should that beauty which you hold in lease
Find no determination: then you were
Yourself again, after yourself’s decease,
When your sweet issue your sweet forni should

bear.
Who lets so fair a house fali to decay,
Which husbandry in honour might uphold
Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day.
And barren rage of death’s eternal cold?
01 none but unthrifts : « Dear my love, you

know
You had a father; let your son sty so*

XIV.

Not from the stars do I my Judgment pluck;
And yet metbinks I have astronomy*
But not to tell of good or evil luck,

Of plagues, of dearths, or season’s quality:

Nor can I fortune to brief mteutts tell,

Pointing to each hit thunder, ra^ln, and wind.
Or say with princes if it shall go well*

By oft predict that I in heaven ted;
But from thine eyes my knowledge rderive*
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And (constant stars) in them I read such art,

As truth and beauty shall together thnve,
If f^om thyself to store thou wouldst convert:
Or else of thee this I prognosticate,

Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date.

XV.

When I consider every thing that grows
Holds m perfection but a httle moment,
That thishuge state presenteth nought but shows
Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;
When I perceive that men as plants increase,

Cheered and check’d even by the self-same
sky;

Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,
And wear their brave state out of memory;
Then the conceit of this inconstant stay

Sets you most nch m youth before my sight,

Where wasteful time debateth with decay,

To change your day of youth to sulhed night;

And, all in wax with Time, for love of you,

As he takes from you, I engraft you new.

XVI.

But wherefore do not you a mightier way
Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time?
And fortify yourself in your decay
With means more blessed than my barren

rhyme?
Now stand you on the top of happy hours;

And many maiden gardens, yet unset.

With virtuous wish would bear your living

flowers,

Much hker than your painted counterfeit:

So should the lines of life that lifo repair,

Which this, Time’s pencil, or my pupil pen,

Neither in inward worth, nor outward fair,

Can make you live yourself in eyes of men.
To give away yourself keeps yourself still;

And you must live, drawn by your own sweet
skill.

xvn.

Who will believe my verse in time to come.
If it were fill’d with your most high deserts?

Though yet, Heaven knows, it is but as a tomb
Which hides your Hfe, and shows not half your

parts.

If I could wnte the beauty of your eyes,

And in fresh numbers number all your graces.

The age to come would say, this poet lies,

Such heavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly

faces.

Sd should my papers, yellow’d with their age,

Be scorn’d, like old men of less truth than
' tongue;

And your true rights be term’d a poet’s rage,

And stretched metre of an antique song:

But were some child of yours alive that time,

You should live twice;*—in it, and inmyrhyme,

XVIII.

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:

Bough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short it date:

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is Ms gold complexion dimm’d;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance, or nature’s changing course,. un-
. tiimm’d;

But tljy eteriwil summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;
Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st m his

shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou growest;
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

XIX.

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws,

,

And make the earth devour her own swe®t
brood;

‘

Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws,

And burn the long-hv’d phoenix in her blood;
Make glad and sorry seasons, as thou fleets;

And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,
To the wide world, and all her fading sweets;
But I forbid thee one most heinous crime:
0 carve not with thy hours my love’s (air brow,
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen;
Him in thy course untainted do allow,

For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men.
Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong,
My love shall in my verse ever live young,

'

XX.

Awoman’sface, withnature’s ownhand painted,

Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion;
A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted
With shifting change, as is false wQman^s

fashion; [rolling,

An eye more bnght than theirs, less false in

Gildmg the object whereupon it gazeth;
A man in hue, all hues in his controlling,.

WMch steals men’s eyes, and women’s souls
araazeth.

And for a woman wert thou first created;
Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting,

And by addition me of thee defeated,
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.
But since she prick’d thee out for womeMs

pleasure, [treasure.

Mine be thy love, and thy love’s use their*

XXI.

So is it not with me as with that muse,
Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verse;

Who heaven itself for ornament doth use,

And every fair with his fair doth rehearse;
Making a couplement of proud compare,
With sun and moon, with earth and sea’s rich

gems, [rafe

With Apnl’s first-born flowers, and all things

That heaven’s air in this huge rondure hems.
0 let me, true in love, but truly write.

And then believe me, my love is as fair

As any mother’s child, though not so bright

As those gold candles fix’d in heaven’s airc

Let them say more than like of hearsay well;

1 will not praise, that purpose not to sell.

XXII.

My glass shall not persuade me I am old,

So long as youth and thou are of ope date;

But when in thee time’s furrows I behold,

Then look I death my days should expiate.

For all that beauty that doth cover thee
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart*

,

"Which in thy breast doth live, as thin© iri me;
How can I then be elder than thou arf?
0 therefore, love, be of thyself sp.wary,
As I not for myself but for thee will;

Bearing thy heart, which I will he^^p so chary
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As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain;

Thou gav’st me thine, not to give back again,

xxm.
As an unperfect actor on the stage,

Who with his fear is put besides his part,

Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,

"W^ose strength’s abundance weakens his own
heart;

So I, for fear of trust, forget to say

The perfect ceremony of love’s rite.

And in mine own love’s strength seem to decay

O’ercharg’d with burden of mine own love’s

might.

0 let my books be, then, the eloquence

And dumb presagers of my speaking breast;

Who plead for love, and look for recompense

More than that tongue that more hath more
express’d

0 learn to read what silent love hath writ:

To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit.

XXIV.

Mine eye hath play’d the painter, and hath

stell’d

Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart:

My body is the frame wherein ’tis held,

And perspective it is best painter’s art.

For through the painter must you see his skill,

To find where your true image pictur’d lies,

Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still,

That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes.

Wow see what good turns eyes for eyes have
done:

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for

me [sun

Are windows to my breast, where-through the

Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee;

Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art,

They draw but what they see, know not the

heart.

XXV.

Let those who are in favour with their stars,

Of public honour and proud titles boast,

Wmlst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,

tJnlook’d for joy in that I honour most.

Great princes’ favourites their fair leaves spread
But as the marigold at the sun’s eye;

And in themselves their pride lies buried,

For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famoused for fight,

After a thousand victories once foil’d,

Is from the book of honour razed quite,

And aU the rest forgot for which he toil’d:

Then happy I, that love and am belov’d

Where I may not remove, nor be remov’d.

XXVI.

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,

To thee I send this written embassage,
To witness duty, not to show my wit
Duty so great, which wit so poor a,s mine
May make seem bare, in wanting words to

show it;

But that I hope some good conceit of thine
In thy soul’s thought, all naked, will bestow it;

till whatsoever star that guides by moving,
Points on me graciously with fair aspect,
And puts apparel on my tatter’d loving,

To show me worthy of thy sweet respect;

Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee,

Till then, not show my head where thou mayst
prove me.

xxvn.

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,

The dear repose for limbs with travel tir’d;

But then begins a journey in my head,
To work my mind, when body’s work ’s expir’d:

For then my thoughts (from far where 1 abide)
Intend a zealous pijgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyehds open wide,
Looking on darkness which the blind do see:

Save that my soul’s imaginary sight

Presents thy shadow to my sightless view.
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night,

Makes black mght beauteous, and her old face
new,.

Lo, thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind
For thee, and for myself, no qmet find,

xxvui.

How can I then return in happy plight.

That am debarr’d the benefit of rest?

When day’s oppression is not eas’d by night,

But day by ni^t and night by day oppress’d?
And each, though enemies to either’* reign,

Do in consent shake hands to torture me,
The one by toil, the other to coraplam
How far I toil, still farther off from thee.

I tell the day, to please him, thou art bright,

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the
heaven:

So flatter I the swart-complexion’d night;

When sparkling stars twire not, thou gild’st

the even.
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer,
And night doth nightly make grief’s strength

seem stronger.

XXIX.

When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,
I all alone beweep my outcast state, (cries,

And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootless
And look upon myself, and curse roy fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featur’d like him, like him with friends pos-

sess’d,

Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on thee,~ and then my state

(Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven’s
gate; (brings,

For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth
That then I scorn to change my state with

kings.

XXX.

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of tMngs past,

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sougnt,
And with old woes new wail my dear times’

waste:
Then can I drown an eye, unas’d to flow,
For precious friends Md in death’s .dateless

night,

Andweep afterfi love’s long-«inc« etneeU’d woe,
And moan the expense of mapy a vtirish’d

sight.
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Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er

The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before.

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend.

All losses are restor’d, and sorrows end.

XXXI.

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,

WMch I by lacking have supposed dead;

And their reigns love and all love’s loving parts.

And aU those friends which 1 thought buned.
How many a holy and obsequious tear
Hath dear religious love stolen from mine eye.

As interest of the dead, which now appear
But things remov’d, that hidden in thee lie!

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone.
Who all their parts of me to thee did give;

That due of many now is thine alone:

Their images I lov’d, I view in thee,

And thou (all they) hast all the all of me.

xxxii.

If thou survive my well-contented day,

When that churl Death my bones with dust
shall cover,

And shalt by fortune once more re-survey
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover.

Compare them with the bettering of the time;
And though they be outstripp’d by every pen,
Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,
Exceeded by the height of happier men.
0 then vouchsafe me but this loving thought!
‘Had my friend’s muse grown with this grow-

ing age,

A dearer birth than this his love had brought.

To march in ranks of better equipage;
But since he died, and poets better prove,

Theirs for their style I’ll read, his for his love.’

xxxni.

Full many a glorious morning have I seen
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green.

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchymy;

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride
With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hide.

Stealing unseen to west with this dis^ace:
Even so my sun one early mom did shine

With aU triumphant splendour on my brow;
But out! alack! he was but one hour mine,
The region cloud hath mask’d him fromme now.
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth

Suns of the world may stain, when heaven’s
sun staineth.

XXXIV.

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day,

And make me travel forth without my cloak,

To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way,
Hiding fey bravery in their rotten smoke?
*Tis not enough feat through fee cloud thou

break,
To dry fee rain on my storm-beaten face,

For no man well of such a salve can speak,

That heals the wound, and cures not the dis-

grace:
Nor can fey shame give physic to my grief;

Though thou repent, yet I have stiH fee loss:

The offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief

To him that bears fee strong offence’s cross,
Ah! but those tears are pearl which fey love

sheds,
And they are rich, and ransom all ill deeds.

XXXV.
No more be griev’d at that which thou hast

done:
Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud;
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun.
And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.
AU men make fatilts, and even I in this,

Authorising thy trespass with compare,
Myself corruptmg, salving thy amiss,
Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are:
For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense,
(Thy adverse party is thy advocate,)
And ’gainst myself a lavttul plea commence:
Such civil war is in my love and hate.
That I an accessary needs must be
To feat sweet thief which sourlyrobs fromme.

XXXVl.

Let me confess that we two must be twain,
Although our undivided loves are one:
So shaU those blots that do wife me remain.
Without thy help, by me be borne alone.
In our two loves there is but one respect,

Though in our lives a separable spite,

Which though it alter not love’s sole effect,

Tet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s
debght.

I may not evermore acknowledge thee,
Lest my bewailed guilt should do feee shame;
Nor thou with pubhc kindness honour me,
TTnless thou take that honour from fey name:
But do not so; I love thee in such sort,

As, thou being mine, mine is fey good report,

xxxvn.

As a decrepit father takes delight
To see his active child do deeds of youth,
So I, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite,

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth;
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,
Or any of these all, or all, or more.
Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit,

I make my love engrafted to this store:

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despis’d,
Whilstthatthisshadow dostsuchsubstance give,

That I m thy abundance am suffic’d,

And by a part of all thy glory live.

Look what is best, that best I wish in feee;
This wish I have; then ten times happy me!

xxxvin.

How can my muse want subject to invent
Whilst thou dost breathe, feat pour’s! into my

verse
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent
For every vulgar paper to rehearse?

0, g^ve thyself fee thanks, if aught in me
Worthy perusal stand against fey sight;

For who’s so dumb that cannot write to thee,

When thou thyself dost give invention light?

Be thou the tenth muse, teu femes more in

worth
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate;
And he feat calls on feee, let him bring forth

Eternal numbers to outlive long date# fdays,

If my slight muse do please these curious



SONNETS1048

Tl»e iJsdA' be ittioe, but thiae shall be the
praise,

xxxix.

0, how thy worth with manners may I sing,

When thou art all the better part of me?
What can mine own praise to mine own self

bring?

And what is’t but mine own, when I praise thee?

Eyen for this let us divided live,

And our dear love lose name of single one,

That by this Separation I may give

That’due to thee, which thou deserv’st alone.

0 absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove,

Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave

To entertain Ihe time with thoughts of love,

(T)^ch time and thoughts so sweetly doth
deceive,)

And that thou teachest how to make one twain,

by praising him here, who doth hence remain!

XI.

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all;

What hast thou then more than thou hadst
before?

No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;

AU mine was thine, before thou hadst this more.
Then if for my love thou my love receivest,

1 cannot blame thee for my love thou usest;

But yet be blam'd, if thou thyself deceivest

By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee all my poverty;

An4 yet, love knows, it is a greater grief

To bear love’s wrong, than hate’s known in-

jury.

Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows,
Kill me with spites; yet we must not be foes.

XLl.

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits
Vfhen I am sometime absent from thy heart,

Thy beauty and thy years full well befits,

For still temptation follows where thou art.

Sentte thou art, and therefore to be won,
Bpaiiteous thou art, therefore to be assail’d;

Aud when a woman wooes, what woman’s son
Will sourly leave her till she have prevail’d?

Ah’mel but yet thou mightst my seat forbear,

Aud thide thy beauty and thy straying youtb,

Who lead thee in their not even there

Where' thou art forc’d to break a twofold truth;

Hers, by tby beauty tempting her to thee,

Thine,, by thy beauty being false to me,

XLIL

That thou hast h'er, it is not all my grief,

And yet it may be said I lov’d her dearly;

That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief,

A loss in love that touches me more nearly.

Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye:--
Thou dost love her, because thou fcnew’st I

love her;

And for my sake even so doth she abuse me,
Sufiering ray friend for ray sake to approve her.
If I lose thee, ray loss is ray love’s gain,

And, losing her, ray friend hath found that loss;

Both find each other, and I lose both twain,

And both for ray sake lay on me this cross:

But here’s the joy; ray friend and I are one;
,Sweet fiatteryl then, she loves but me alone.

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see*
For all the day they view things unrespected;
But when I sleep, m dreams they look on thee,
And, darkly bright, are bright m dark directed;
Then thou whose shadow shadows doth make

bnght,
How would thy shadow’s form form happy show
To the clear day with thy much clearer hght.
When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines sol
How would (I say) mine eyes be blessed made
By looking on thee in the living day,

When in dead of night thy fair imperfect shade
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth

stay?

All days are nights to see, till I see thee,
And nights, bnght days, when dreams do

show thee me.

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,
Injurious distance should not stop my way;
For then, despite of space, I would be brought
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay.

No matter then, although my foot did stand
Upon the farthest earth remov’d from thee,
For nimble thought can jump both sea and land.
As soon as think the place where he would be.
But ah! thought kills me, that I am not thought,
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art

gone,
But that, so much of earth and water wrought,
I must attend time’s leisure with my moan;
Receiving nought by elements so slow
But heavy tears, badges of either's woe;

XLV.

The other two, slight air and purging fire,

Are both with thee, wherever I abide;
The first my thought, the other my desire,

These present-absent with swift motion slide.

For when these quicker elements, are gone
In tender embassy of love to thee,

My life, being made of four, with two alone
Sinks down to death, oppress’d with melan-

choly;

Until life’s composition be recur’d
By those swift messengers return’d from thee,
Who even but now come back again, assur’d
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me:
This told, I joy; but then no longer glad,

I send them back again, and straight grow sad.

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war,
How to divide the conquest of thy sight;

Mine eye my heart thy picture’s sight would
bar,

My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie,

(A closet never pierc’d with crystal eyes,)

But the defendant doth that piet deny,
And says in him thy fair appearance Iiet.

To ’cide this title is impannelled
A quest of thoughts, all tentnti to the heart;
And by their verdict is determined Ipart;

The clear eye*s moiety, and Ifet dear heart’
As thus; mine eye’s due is tMne outward part,

And my heart’s right thine inward love of heart.
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Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,
And each doth good turns now unto the other:

When that mine eye is famish’d for a look,

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother.
With my love’s picture then my eye doth feast,

And to the painted banquet bids my heart;

Another time mine eye is my heart’s guest.

And in his thoughts of love doth share a part:

So, either by thy picture or my love.

Thyself away art present still with me; [move,
For thou not farther than my thoughts canst
And I am still with them, and they with thee;

Or if they sleep, thy picture in my sight

Awakes my heart to heart’s and eye’s delight.

XLVin.

How careful was I when I took my way,
Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,

That, to my use, it might unused stay

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trustl

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are.

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief,

Thou, best of dearest, and mine only care.

Art left .the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have I not lock’d up in any chest,

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,

Within the gentle closure of my breast, [part;

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and
And even thence thou wilt be stolen I fear,

For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.

XLIX.

Against that time, if ever that time come,
When I shall see thee frown on my defects,

Whenas thy love hath east his utmost sum.
Call’d to.that audit by advis’d respects; [pass.

Against that rime, when thou shalt strangely

And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye,

When love, converted from the thing it was.
Shall reasons fl^nd of settled gravity;

Against that time do I ensconce me here
Within the knowledge of mine own desert,

And this my hand against myself uprear,

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part:

To leave poor me thou hast the stren^h of laws,

Since, why to love, I can allege no cause.

L.

How hoavy do I journey on the way,
When wh^ I, seek—my weary travel’s end

—

Doth teach that ease and that repose to say,

‘thhs far the miles are measur’d from tihy

friend!’

Thp beifst that bears me, tired with my woe,
Ploda dully on, to bear that weight in me,
As if by some instinct the wretch did know
His rider lov’d not speed, being made from

thee:

The bloody spur cannot provoke him on
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide,

Which heavily he answers with a groan,

More sharp to me than spurring to his side;

For that same groan doth put this in my mind,
Mv grief lies onward, and my joy behind.

M.

.Thus cah my love- exchse the slow offence

Of my dull .hearer, when from thee I speed:.

From where thou art why should I haste me
thence?

Tin ! return, of posting is no need.
0 what excuse will my poor beast then find.

When swift extremity can seem but slow?
Then should I spur, though mounted on cue

wind;
In winged speed no motion shall I know:
Then can no horse With my desire keep pace;
Therefore desire, of perfect’st love being made,
Shall neigh (no dull flesh) in his fiery race;

,

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade;
Since from thee going he went wilful slow,

Towards thee I’ll run, and give him leave to

go.

in.

So am I as the rich, who§e blessed key
Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure.

The which he will not every hour survey,
For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.
Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare.

Since seldom coming, in the long year set,

Like stones of worth they thinly placed arej,

Or captain jewels in the carcanet.

So is the time that keeps you, as my chest,

Or as the wardrobe which the robe dqth hade,

To make some special instant special-blest,

By new unfolding his imprison’d pride.

Blessed are you, whose worthiness gives scope,

Bemg had, to triumph, being lack’d, to hope.

LIII,

What is your substance, whereof are you made.
That millions of strange shadows on you tend?
Smce every one hath, every one, one’s shade.
And you, but one, can every shadow lend.
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit

Is poorly imitated after you;
On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set,

And you in Grecian tires are painted new:
Speak of the spring, and foison of the year;

The one doth shadow of your beauty show,
The other as your bounty doth appear,
And you in every blessed shape we know.
In dl external grace you have some part,

But you like none, none you, for constant
heart.

LIV.

0 how much more doth beauty beauteous seem,
By that sweet ornament which truth doth, ki^el
The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem
For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canket-hlooms have full as deep a dye
As the perfumed tincture of the roses,

Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly
When summer’s breath their masked buds diiS'

closes:

But, for their virtue only is their show,
They live unwoo’d, and unrespected fade;
Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so;

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours mtde
And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth,

When that shall fade, by verse disfils your
truth.

IT
Hot m|Etrble, nor the gilded monuments
Of princes, shall outhye this jpowerful rhyme;
Brityou shah shinemore bright in these contents
Than unawept stqne, besmeared' with dutrish

time*
When Wasteful war shall statues overhim,
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And broils root out the work of masonry,
Nor Mars his sword nor war's qiuck fire shall

bum
The living record of your memory.
'Gainst death and allooblivious enmity
Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find

room,
Even in the eyes of all posterity

That wear this world out to the ending doom.
So, till the judgment that yourself anse,

You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes.

LVI.

Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said.

Thy edge should blunter be than appetite.

Which but to-day by feeding is allay’d.

To-morrow sharpen'd in his former might:

So, love, be thou; although to-day thou fill

Thy hungry eyes, even till they wink with
fulness,

To-morrow see again, and do not kill

The spirit of love with perpetual dulness.

Let this sad interim like the ocean be
Whichpartsthe shore,where twocontracted-new
Come daily to the banks, that, when they see
Return of love, more blest may be the view;
Or call it winter, which, being full of care.

Makes summer’s welcome thrice more wish’d,

more rare.

LVII.

Being your slave, what should I do but tend
Upon the hours and times of your desire?

I have no precious time at aU to spend.
Nor services to do, till you require.

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour,

Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the dock for you,
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour.

When you have bid your servant once adieu;

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose.

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought,

Save, where you are now happy you make
those:

So trae a fool is love, that in your will

(Though you do anything) he thinks no ill.

ivin.

That God forbid, that made me first your slave,

I should in thought control your times of

pleasure.

Or at your hand the account of hours to crave,

Being ypur vassal, bound to stay your leisure 1

0, let me suffer (bemg at your beck)
The imprison’d absence of your liberty.

Andpatience,tameto sufferance,bideeachcheck
Without accusing you of injury.

Be where you list; your charter is so strong,

That you yourself may privilege your time:
Do what you will, to you it doth belong
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime.
I am to wait, though waiting so be hell;

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well,

iix.

If there be nothing new, but that which is

Hath been before, how are our brains beguil'd,
Which labouring for invention bear amiss
The second burthen of a former child I

0, that record could with a backward look.
Even of five hundred courses of the sun,
Show me your image in some antique book,

Since mind at first in character was done!
That I might see what the old world could say
To this composed wonder of your frame;
Whether we are mended, or whe’r better they,
Or whether revolution he the same.
01 sure I am, the wits of former days
To subjects worse have given admiring praise.

LX.

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled
shore,

So do our minutes hasten to their end;
Eachchanging place withthatwhich goes before.
In sequent toil all forwards do contend.
Nativity, once in the main of light,

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,
Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight.

And Time, that gave, dothnow his gift confound.
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth,
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow;
Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow.
And yet, to times in hope, my verse shall stand,
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.

LXI.

Is it thy will thy image should keep open
My heavy eyelids to the weary night?

Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
While shadows, like to thee, do mock my sight?

Is it thy spint that thou send'st frdm thee
So far from home, mto my deeds to pry;

To find out shames and idle hours in me.
The scope and tenor of thy jealousy?
0 not thy love, though much, is not so great;

It is my love that keeps mine eye awake;
Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,

To play the watchman ever for tty sake:
For thee watch I, whilst thou dost wake else-

where.
From me far off, with others all-too-near.

Lxn.

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye,
And all ray soul, and all my every part;

And for this sin there is no remedy,
It is so grounded inward m my heart.

Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,
No shape so true, no truth of such account,
And for myself mine own worth to define,

As I all other in all worths surmount.
But when my glass shows me myself indeed,
Beated and chopp'd with taim'd antiquity,

Mine own self-love quite contrail I read.
Self so self-loving were iniquity.

'Tis thee (myself) that for myself I praise.

Painting my age with beauty of thy days.

LXHL
Against my love shall be, as I am now,
WithTimo'sinjurioushandcrush'dando'erwora;
When hours have drain’d his blood, and fill’dMs

brow
WithUnes and wrinkles;when his youthfulmom
Hath travell’d on to age’s steepy night;
And all those beauties, whereof now he's Mng,
Are vanishing or vanish’d out of sight,

Stealing away the treasure of his spring;
For such a time do I now fortify

Against confounding age's cruel knife,
That he shall never cut from memory
My sweet love’s beauty, though my lover’s life.
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His beauty shall in these black lines be seen,

And they shall live, and he in them, still green.

LXIV.

When I have seen by Time's fell hand defac’d

The rich-proud cost of outworn buned age;

When sometime lofty towers I see down-ras'd,

And brass eternal, slave to mortal rage;

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore.

And the firm soil win of the wat'ry main,

increasing store with loss, and loss with store;

When I have seen such interchange of state,

Or state itself confounded to decay.

Rum hath taught me thus to ruminate—
That Time will come and take my love away.
This thought is as a death, which cannot choose
But weep to have that which it fears to lose.

LXV.

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless
sea,

But sad mortality o’ersways their power,
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea.

Whose action is no stronger than a flower?

0, how shall summer’s honey breath hold out
Against the wreckful siege of battering days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout,

Nor gates of steel so strong, but time decays?
0 fearful meditation I where, alack!
Shall Time’s.bestjewelfrom Time’schestliehid?
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back?
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?
0 none, unless this miracle have might,

, That in black inkmy love may still shine bnght.

IXVI.

Tir'd with all these, for restful death I cry,

—

As, to behold desert a beggar born,
And needy nothing tnmm'd m jollity,

And purest faith unhappily forsworn,
And gilded honour shamefully misplac’d,
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,
And right perfection wrongfully disgrac’d,

And strength by Iimpmg sway disabled,

And art made tongue-tied by authority,

And folly (doctor-like) controlling skill,

And simple truth miscall’d simplicity.

And captive good attending captain ill: |gone,
Tir’d with all these, from these would I be
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

LXVII.

Ah! wherefore with infection should he live,

And with his presence grace impiety,
That sin by him advantage should achieve,
And lace itself with his society?
Why should false painting imitate his cheek,
And steal dead seeing of ins living hue?
Why should poor beauty indirectly seek
Roses of shadow, smee his rose is true?
Why should he live now Nature bankrupt is,

Beggar’d of Mood to blush through lively veins?
For she hath m exchequer now bnt his,

And, woud of many, lives upon hm gains.

0, him she stores, to ghow what wealth she
had

Before these bastard signs of fair were bom,

Or durst inhabit on a living brow;

Before the golden tresses of the dead,

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away,

To hve a second life on second head,

Ere beauty’s dead fleece made another gay:

In him those holy antique hours «e seen.

Without ail ornament, itself, and true,

Malang no summer of another's green,

Robbing no old to dress his beauty new;
And him as for a map doth Nature store,

To show false Art what beauty was of yore.

LXIX.

Those parts of thee that the world ’s eye doth view
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can

mend;
Alltongues (the voice of souls) give thee that due,

Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend.
Thine outward thus with outward praise is

crown’d;
But those same tongues that give thee so thin©

own,
In other accents do this praise confound,
By seeing farther than the eye hath shown.
They look into the beauty of thy mmd,
And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds;

Then (churls) their thoughts, although their eyes
were kind,

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds:
But why thy odour matcheth not thy s.h’vw,

The solveis this,—that thou dostcommon grow.

LXX.

That thou art blam'd shall not be thy thdeci
For slander’s mark was ever vet f’'is

The ornament of beauty is suspect,

A crow that flies in heaven’s sweetest »ir.

So thou be good, slander doth but approve
Thy worth the greater, being woo’d of time;

For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love,

And thou present'st a pure unstained prin»e.

Thou bast pass’d by the ambush of young days.
Either not assail'd, or victor, being charg’d;
Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise,

To tie up envy, evermore enlarged:
If some suspect of ill mask’d not thy show,
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts bhouidst

owe.
X,XXL

No longer mourn for me when I am dead
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am fled

From this vile world, with vilest worms to

dwell:
Nay, if you read this line, remember not
The hand that wnt it; for I love you so.

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot.

If thinking on me then should make you woe.
O, if (I say) you look upon this verse,
When I perhaps compounded am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearte;
But let your lov© even with my life dewy;
Lest the wise world should look into your moan,
And mock you with me after I am gone.

la days long since, before these last so bad. ^ , , . , . ,

, thould task you to recite

1- t.1- t * 1

.*
'

# j ^ 7^^ ihould love
Thus is hli cheek the map of dtyt outworn, . After my death, dear love, forget me qiwte,
Whea btittty hv d and died at fieweri do now,

|
For you in me can nathlni worthy prove;
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Unless you would devise some virtuous lie.

To do more for me than mine own desert,

And hang more praise upon deceased I

Than niggardly truth would willingly impart:

0, lest your true love may seem false in this,

That you for love speak well of me untrue,

My name be burred where my body is.

And live no more to shame nor me nor you.

For I am sham’d by that which I bring forth.

And so should you, to love things nothing
worth.

LXXIII.

That time of year thou mayst in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,

Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds

sang.

In me thou seest the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west,

Which, by and by black mght doth take away.

Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou seest the glowing of such fire.

That on the ashes of his youth doth he,

As the death-bed whereon it must expire.

Consum'd with that which it was nounsh’d by.

This thou perceiv’st which makes thy love

more strong,

To love that well which thou must leave ere

long:

IXXIV.

But be contented: when that fell arrest

Without all bail shall carry me away,

My life hath in this line some interest,

Which for memorial still with thee shdl stay.

When thou revicwest this, thou dost review

The very part was consecrate to thee.

The earth can have but earth, which is his due;

My spirit is thine, the better part of me.
So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life,

The prey of worms, my body being dead;

The coward conquest of a wretch’s knife.

Too base of thee to be remembered.
The worth of that, is that which it contains,

And that is this, and this with thee remains.

LXXV.

So are you to my thoughts, as food to life,

Or as sweet-season’d showers are to the ground,

And for the peace of you I hold such strife

As ’twixt a miser and his wealth is found:

Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure;

Now counting best to be with you alone,

Then better’d that the world may see my
pleasure:

Sometime all full with feasting on your sight,

And by and by clean starved for a look;
Possessing or pursuing no delight,

Save what is had or must from you be took.
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day.
Or gluttomng on all, or all away.

LXXVl.

Why is my verse so barren of new pride?
So far from variation or quick change?
Why, With the time, do I not glance aside
To new-found methods and to compounds

strange?
Why write I still tU one* ever the same,
And keep invention in a noted weed.

That every word doth almost tell my name,
Showing their birth, and where they did pro-

ceed?
0 know, sweet love, I always write of you.
And you and love are still my argument;
So all my best is dressing old words new.
Spending again what is already spent;
For as the sun is daily new and old,

So is my love still telling what is told.

LXXVIl.

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear,
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste;
The vacant leaves thy mind’s imprint will bear,
And of this book this learning mayst thou taste.

The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show,
Of mouthed graves will give thee memory;
Thou by thy dial’s shady stealth mayst know
Time’s thievish progress to eternity.

Look what thy memory cannot contain,

Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shaltfind
Those children nurs'd, deliver'd from thy brain,
To take a new acquaintance of thy mind.
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look.

Shall profit thee, and much enrich thy book.

Lxxvni.

So oft have I invok’d thee for my muse,
And found such fair assistance in tny verse,
As every alien pen hath got my use,

And under thee their poesy disperse.

Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to
sing,

And heavy ignorance aloft to fly,

Have added feathers to the learned’s wing.
And given grace a double majesty.
Yet be most proud of that which I compile,
Whose influence is thine, and born of thee:
In others’ works thou dost but mend the style,

And arts with thy sweet graces graced be,
But thou art all my art, and dost advance
As high as learning my rude ignorance.

LXXIX.

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace;
But now my gracious numbers are- decay’d.
And my sick muse doth give another place.

1 grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen;
Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent,

He robs thee of, and pays it thee again.
He lends thee virtue, and he stole that word
From thy behaviour; beauty doth he give,

And found it m thy cheek; he can afford

No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.

Then thank him not for that which he doth say,
Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost

pay.

ixxx.

0 , how I faint when I of you do write,

Knowing a better spirit doth use your name.
And in the praise thereof spends aJl Ms mi|ht,
Tomake me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame!
But since your worth (wide a® the ocew is)

The humble as the proudest sail doth bear,
My saucy bark, inferior far to his,

On your broad main doth wilfully appear.
Your shallowest help will hold me up alleat,

Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride;

Or, being wreck’d, I am a worthless boat,
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He of tall building, and of goodly pride:

Then if he thrive, and I be cast away,
The worst was this;—ray love was my decay,

LXXXI.

Or I shall live your epitaph to make,
Or you survive when I in earth am rotten;

From hence your memory death cannot take,

Although in me each part will be forgotten.

Your name from hence immortal life shall have,
Though I, once gone, to all the world musi die

The earth can yield me but a common grave,

When you entombed in men’s eyes shall he.
Your monument shall be my gentle verse.

Which eyes not yet created shall o’er-read;

And tongues to be, your being shall rehearse
When all the breathers of this world are dead
You still shall hve (such virtue hath my pen'
Where breath most breathes,—even in the

mouths of men.

I grant thou wert not married to my muse,
And therefore mayst without attaint o’erlook
The dedicated words which wnters use
Of their fair subject, blessing every book.
Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue,
Finding thy worth a limit past my praise
And therefore art enforc’d to seek anew
Some fresher stamp of the time*-bettermg days.
And do so, love; yet when they have devis’d
What strained touches rhetoric can lend,
Thou truly fair wert truly sympathiz’d
In true plain words, by thy true-telhng friend,
And their gross painting might be better us’d
Where cheeks need blood; in thee it is abus’d.

Lxxxin.

I never saw that you did painting need,
And therefore to your fair no painting set.

I found, or thought I found, you did exceed
The barren tender of a poet’s debt:
And therefore have I slept in your report
That you yourself, being extant, well might show
How far a modern quill doth come too short,
Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow.
This silence of my sin you did impute,
Which shall be most my glory, being dumb;
For I impair not beauty being mute,
When others would give life, and bring a tomb,
There hves more hfe in one of your fair eyes
Than both your poets can in praise devise.

IXXXIV.
Who is it that says most? which can say more
Than this rich praise,—that you alone are you?

whose confine immured is the store
which'should example where your equal grew?
bean penury within that pen doth dwell,
That to Ms subject lends not some small glory;
J»ut he that writes of you, if he can tell
ihat you are you, so dignifies his story,
bet him but copy what in you is writ,

A 5
making worse what nature made so clear.

And such a counterpart shall fame his wit,
l»^kwig his style admired everywhere,
r ou to your beauteous blessings add a curse,
•oeing fond on praise, which makes yoW'

. praises worse.
|

My tongue-tied muse in manners holds her still,

While comments of your praise, richly compil’d,

Reserve their character with golden quill,

And precious phrase by all the muses fil’d.

I think good thoughts, while others wnte good
words,

And, hke unlettered clerk, still cry ‘Amen’
To every hymn that able spirit affords.

In polish’d form of well-refined pen.

Hearing you prais’d, I say, ‘’Tis so, ’tis true,’

And to the most of praise add something more;
But that is in my thought, whose love to you,

Though words come hindmost, holds his rank
before.

Then others for the breath of words respect,

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.

LXXXVI.

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse,

Bound for the prize of all-too-precious you,

That did ray ripe thoughts in my brain in-

hearse, [grew?

Making their tomb the womb wherein they
Was It his spirit, by spirits taught to wnte
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead?
Ho, neither he, nor his compeers by night

Giving him aid, my verse astonished.

He, nor that affable famihar ghost
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence,

As victors, of my silence cannot boast;

I was not sick of any fear from thence.

But when your countenance fil’d up his line,

Then lack’d I matter; that enfeebled mine.

LXXXVII.

Farewelll thou art too dear for my possessing,

And like enough thou know’st thy estimate:

The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing;

My bonds in thee are all determinate.
For how do I hold thee but by thy granting?

And for that nches where is my deserving?
The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,
And so my patent back again is swerving.
Thyself thou gav’st, thy own worth then not

knowing,
Or me, to whom thou gav’st it, else mistaldag;
So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,
Comes home again, on better judgment marang.
Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter,

In sleep a Idng, but, waking, no such matter.

Lxxxvni.

When thou shalt be dispos’d to set me light,

And place my merit in the eye of scorn,

Upon thy side against myself I’ll fight, [sworn:
And prove thee virtuous, though thou' art for-

With mine own weakness being best ac quainted.
Upon thy part I can set down a story

Of faults conceal’d, wherein I am attainted;

That thou, in losing me, shall win much glory:

And I by this will be a gainer too;

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee,

The injuries that to myself I do,

Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me.
Such is my love, to thee I so belong,
That for thy right myself will bear all wrong.

IXXXIX.

>y that thou didst forsake me for some fault,

\nd I will comment upon that offence:
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Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt;

Against thy reasons making no defence.

Thon canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill.

To set a form upon desired change,
As I’ll myself disgrace: knowing thy will,

I will acquaintance strangle, and look strange;

Be absent from thy walks; and m my tongue
Thy sweet-beloved name no more shall dwell;

test I (too much profane) should do it wrong,
And haply of our old acquaintance tell.

For thee, against myself I’ll vow debate,

For I must ne’er love him whom thou dost

hate.

xc.

Then hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now;
Now while the world is bent my deeds to cross,

Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow,
And do not drop in for an after-loss:

Ahl do not, when ray heart hath scap’d this

sorrow,

Come in the rearward of a conquer’d woe;
Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,
To linger out a purpos’d overthrow.

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,

When o^her petty griefs have done their spite.

But in the onset come, so shall I tasie

At first the very worst of fortune’s might;
And other strains of woe, which now seem

woe,
Compar’d with loss ot thee will not seem so.

xci.

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,

Some m their wealth, some in their body’s
force,

Some in their garments, though new-fangled
ill, [horse;

Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their

And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure,
Wherein it finds a joy above the rest;

But these particulars are not my measure,
All these I better in one general best.

Thy love is better than high birth to me,
Richer than wealth, prouder than garments’

cost,

Of more delight than hawks and horses be;
And, having thee, of all men’s pride I boast.
Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take
AH this away, and me most wretched make.

XCIL

But do thy worst to steal thyself away,
For term of life thou art assured mine;
And life no longer than thy love will stay,

For it depends upon that love of thine.

Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs,
When in the least of them my life hath end.
I see a better state to me belongs
Than that which on thy humour doth depend:
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant ramd,
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.

0 v/hat a happy title do I find,

Happy to have thy love, happy to die!
But what’s so blessed-fair that fears no blot?

—

Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not:

xcirr.

So shall I live, supposing thou art true.
Like a deceived husband; so love’s face
May still seem love to me, thou alter’d new;
Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place:

For there can live no hatred in thine eye,
Therefore m that I cannot know thy change.
In many’s looks the false heart’s history

Is writ, m moods and frowns and wrinkles
strange;

But heaven in thy creation did decree
That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell;
Whate’er thy thoughts or thy heart’s workings

be, [tell.

Thy lips should nothing thence but sweetness
How hke Eve’s apple doth thy beauty grow,
If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show?

xciv. <

They that have power to hurt and will do none,
That do not do the thing they most do show,
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone.

Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow;

They rightly do inherit Heaven’s graces,

And husband nature’s riches from expense;
They are the lords and owners of their faces.

Others but stewards of their excellence.

The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet
Though to itself it only live and die,

But if that flower with base infection meet,
The basest weed outbraves his dignity:

For sweetest things turn sourest by their

deeds'
Lihes that fester smell far worse than weeds,

xcv.

How sweetand lovely dost thou make the shame,
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose,

Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name!
0, in what sweets do':! thou thy sms enclose!
That tongue that tells the story of thy days,
Making lascivious comments on thy sport,

Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise:

Naming thy name blesses an ill report.

0, what a mansion have those vices got

Which for their habitation chose out thee!

Where beauty’s veil doth cover every blot,

And all things turn to fair, that eyes- can see!

Take heed, deai heart, of this large privilege;

The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his edge.

XCVI.

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness.
Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport,

Both grace and faults are lov'd of more and
less;

Thou raak’st faults graces that to thee resort
As on the finger of a throned queen
The basest jewel will be well esteem’d;
So are those errors that in thee are seen
To truths translated, and for true things deem’d.
How many lambs might the stern wolf betray,

If hke a lamb he could his looks translate!

How many gazers rmghtst thou lead away,
If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state!

But do not so; I love thcc m such sort,

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report,

xevn.

How hke a winter hath my absence been
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!

What freezings have I felt, what dark days
seen!

What old December’s barenesr. everywhere!
And yet this time remov’d was summer’s time,

The teeming autumn, big with rich increase,

Bearing the wanton burden of the prime,
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like widow’d wombs after their lords’ decease;

Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me
But hope of orphans, and unfalher’d fruit;

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee,

And, thou away, the very birds are mute;
Or, if they sing, ’tis wi^ so dull a cheer.

That leaves look pale, dreading the winter’s

near.
xcvin.

From you have I been absent in the sp^g,
When proud-pied April, dress’d in aU his trim.

Hath put a spirit of youth in everything.

That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with him.
Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell
Of different flowers in odour and in hue.
Could make me any summer’s story tell,

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they
grew:

Nor did I wonder at the lilies white,

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose;

They were but sweet, but figures of delight.

Brawn after you, you pattern of all those.

Yet seem’d it winter still, and you, away,
As with your shadow I with these did play:

xcix.

The forward violet thus did I chide;

—

Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet
that smells,

K not from my love’s breath? The purple pride

Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells.

In my love’s veins thou hast too grossly dy’d.

The lily I condemned for thy hand,
And buds of marjoram had stolen thy hair:

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,

One blushing shame, another white despair;

A third, nor red nor white, had stolen of both.

And to hiB robbeiT had annex’d thy breath;

But for his theft, in pnde of all his growth
A vengeful canker eat him up to death.

More flowers I noted, yet I none could see,

But sweet or colour it had stolen from thee,

c.

Where art thou, Muse, that thou forgett’st so

long
To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?
Spend’st thou thy fury on some worthless song.

Barkening thy power, to lend base subjects

light?

Betum, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem
In gentle numbers time so idly spent;

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem.
And gives thy pen both sMll and argument.
Bise, resty Muse, my love’s sweet face survey,

If Time have any wrinkle graven there;

If any, be a satire to decay,

And make Time’s spoils despised everywhere.
Givemy love fame fasterthan Tiine wastes life;

So thou prevent’stMs scytheand crookedkmfe.
CL

0 truant Muse, what shall be thy amends
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dy’d?

Both truth and beauty on my love depends;

So dost thou too, and therein dignified.

Make answer. Muse; wilt thou not haply say,

‘Tnitti needs no colour with Ms colour jfix’d,

Beauty no pencil, beauty’s truth to lay;

But best is best, if never mtermix’d?’—
Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb?

i

Excuse not silence so; for it lies in thee
To make Mm much outlive a gilded tomb,
And to be prais’d of ages yet to be.

Then do thy office, Muse; I teach thee how
To make Mm seem long hence as he shows

now.
cn.

My love is strengthen’d, though more weak in

seeming;
I love not less, thou less the show appear;
That love is merchandiz’d whose rich esteeming
The owner’s tongue doth publish everywhere.
Our love was new, and then but in the spring,

When I was won’t to greet it with my lays;

As PMlomel in summer’s front doth sing,

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days;
Not that the summer is less pleasant now
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the

night,

But that wild music burthens every bough,
And sweets grown common lose their dear

dehght. [tongue,

Therefore, like her, I sometime hold my
Because I would not dull you with my song.

cm.
AlackI what poverty my Muse brings forth,

That having such a scope to show her pride,

The argument, all bare, is of more worth,
Than when it hath my added praise beside
0 blame me not if I no more can write!

Look in your glass, and there appears a face
That over-goes my blunt invention quite,

Bulling my lines, and doing me disgrace.

Were it not sinful, then, striving to mend,
To mar the subject that before was well?
For to no other pass my verses tend.
Than of your graces and your gifts to tell;

And more, much more, thanmmy verse can sit,

Your own glass shows you, when you look in it.

CIV.

To me, fair friend, you never can be old,

For as you were when first your eye I eyed,
Such s^ems your beauty still. Three winters’

cold [pride;

Have from the forests shook three summers’
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumnturn’d
In process of the seasons have I seen;
Three April perfumes in three hot Junes bum’d,
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.
Ahl yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand,

f
teal from Ms figure, and no pace perceiv’d;

0 your sweet hue, which methinks still doth
stand.

Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceiv’d.

For fear of wMch, hear this, thou age unbred.
Ere you were born, was beauty’ssummer dead,

cv.

Let not my love be call’d idolatry,

Nor my beloved as an idol show,
Since all alike my songs and praises be,
To one, of one, still such, and ever so.

Emd is my love to-day, to-morrow kind,
Still constant in a wondrous excellence;

Therefore my verse, to constancy confin’d,

One thing expressing, leaves out difference.

Fair, Wnd, and true, is all my argument,
Fair, kind, and true, varying to other words;
And in this change is my invention spent,
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Three themes in one, which wondrous scope
affords.

Fair, kind, and true, have often hv’d alone.

Which three, till now, never kept seat in one.

When in the chromcle of wasted time
I see descriptions of the fairest wights,

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme,
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights,

Then m the blazon of sweet beauty’s best,

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow.
I see their antique pen would have express'd
Even such a beauty as you master now.
So all their praises are but prophecies

Of this our time, all you prefiguring;

And, for they look’d but with divining eyes.

They had not skill enough your worth to sing.

For we, which now behold these present days.

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to

praise.

cvn.

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

Of the wide world dreaming on things to come,
Can yet the lease of my true love contiol,

Suppos’d as forfeit to a confin’d doom.
The mortal moon hath her eclipse endur’d,
And the sad augers mock their own presage;
Incertainties now crown themselves assur’d,

And peace proclaims olives of endless age.
Now with the drops of this most balmy time
Mylove looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes,
Since spite of him I’ll live in this poor rhyme,
While he insults o’er dull and speechless tribes.

And thou in this shalt find thy monument,
When tyrants’ crests and tombs of brass are

spent.

cvni.

What’s in the brain that ink may character,
Which hath not figur’d to thee ray true spint?
What's new to speak, what new to register,

That may express my love, or thy dear merit?
Nothing, sweet boy; but yet, hke prayers divine,
I must each day say o’er the very same,
Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine,
Even as when first I hallow’d thy fair name.
So that eternal love in love’s fresh case
Weighs not the dust and injury of age,
Nor gives to necessary wnnkles place,
But makes antiquity for aye his page;
Finding the first conceit of love there bred,
Where time and outward form would show it

dead.

cix.

0, never say that I was false of heart.
Though absence seem’d my flame to qualify I

As easy might I from myself depart.
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth he;
That IS my home of love: if I have rang’d.
Like him that travels, I return again;
Just to the time, not with the time exchang’d,

—

So that myself bnng water for my stain.
Never believe, though in my nature reign’d
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood,
That it could so preposterously be stain’d,
To leave for nothing all thy sum of good;
For ndthing this wide universe X call,
Save thou, my rose; in it thou art my all.

Alas, ’tis true, I have gone here and there,
And made myself a motley to the view,
Gor’d mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is

most dear,

Made old offenses of affections new.
Most true it is, that I have look’d on truth
Askance and strangely, but, by all above,
These blenches gave my heart another youth,
And worst essays prov’d thee my best of love.
Now all IS done, have w'hat shall have no end;
Mine appetite I never more will grind
On newer proof, to try an older friend,

A God in love, to whom I am confin’d, [best,
Then give me welcome, next my heaven the
Even to thy puie and most most loving breast.

0, for my sake do you with Fortune chide,
The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds,
That did not better for my life provide,
Than public means, which public manners

breeds.
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand,
And almost thence my nature is subdued
To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand:
Pity me then, and wish I were renew’d;
Whilst, hke a willing patient, I will drink
Potions of eysell, ’gainst my strong infection;
No bitterness that I will bitter thmk,
Nor double penance, to correct correction.
Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye,
Even that your pity is enough to cure me.

CXIL

Your love and pity doth the impression fill

Which vulgar scandal stamp’d upon my brow;
For what care I who calls me well or ill,

So you o’ergreen my bad, my good allow?
You are my all-the-world, and I must strive
To know my shames and praises from your

tongue;
None else to me, nor I to none alive,
Thatmy steel'd sense or changes, right orwrong.
In so profound abysm I throw all care

"

Of other's voices, that my adder's sense
To critic and to flatterer stopped are.
Mark how with my neglect I do dispense;-
You are so strongly m my purpose bred,
That all the world besides methinks are dead,

cxm.
Since I left you, mme eye is in my mind;
And that which governs me to go about
Doth part his function, and is partly blind,
Seems seeing, but effectually is out;
For it no form delivers to the heart
Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it doth latch;
Of his quick objects hath the mind no part,
Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch;
For if it see the rud’st or gentlest sight,
The most sweet favour, or deform’dst creature,
The mountain or the sea, the day or night,
The crow, or dove, it shapes them to your

feature,
Incapable of more, replete with you,
My most true mind thus maketh mine untrue,

cxiv.

Or whether doth my mind being crowned with
you,
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Pnnfc up the monarch’s plague, this flattery,

Or whether shall I say mine eye saith true.

And that your love taught it this alchymy,

To make of monsters and things indigest

Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble,

Creating every bad a perfect best,

As fast as objects to hts beams assemble?

0, ’tis the first, ’tis flattery in my seeing.

And my great mind most kingly drinks it up:

Mine eye well knows what with his gust i

’greeing,

And to his palate doth prepare the cup:

If it be poison’d, ’tis the lesser sm
That mine eye loves it, and doth first begin.

cxv.

Those lines that I before have writ, do he;

Even those that said I could not love you dearer,

Yet then my judgment knew no reason why
My most full flame should afterwards burn

clearer.

But reckomng time, whose milHon’d accidents,

Creep in ’twixt vows, and change decrees of

kings,

Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp’ st intents,

Divert strong minds to the course of altering

things,

Alas! why, fearing of Time’s tyranny,

Might I not then say, ‘Now I love you best,’

When I was certain o’er incertainty,

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest?

Love is a babe, then might I not say so.

To give full growth to that which stiU doth
grow?

cxvi.

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love

Which alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove:
0 no; it is an ever-fixed mark,
That looks on tempests, and is never shaken,

It is the star to every wandering bark,

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height

be taken.

Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy bps and
cheeks

Within his bending sickle’s compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error, and upon me prov'd,

I never writ, nor no man ever lov’d.

CXVII.

Accuse me thus; that I have scanted all

Wherein I should your great deserts repay;

Forgot upon your dearest love to call,

Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day;

That I have frequent been with unknown minds,
And given to time your own dear-purchas’d

nght;
That I have hoisted sail to all the winds
Which should transport me farthest from your

sight.

Book both my wilfulness and errors down,
And on just proof surmise accumulate,
Bring me within the level of your frown,
But shoot not at me in your waken’d hate:
Since my appeal says, I did strive to prove
The constancy and virtue of your love.

cxvnr.

Like as, to make our appetites more keen,
With eager compounds we our palate urge;

As, to prevent our maladies unseen,
We sicken to shun sickness, when we purge;

Even so, being full of your ne’er-cloying sweet-

ness.

To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding,

And, sick of welfare, found a kind of. meetness
To be diseas’d, ere that there was true need-

ing.

Thus pohcy in love, to anticipate

The ills that were not, grew to faults assured,
And brought to medicine a healthful state,

Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cured.

But thence I learn, and find the lesson true,

Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you-

cxrx

What potidns have I drunk of Siren tears,

Distill’d from limbecs foul as hell within,

Applying fears to hopes, and hopes to fears,

Still losing when I saw myself to win'
What wretched errors hath my heart committed,
Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never!
How have mine eyes out of their spheres been

fitted,

In the distraction of this madding fever!

0 benefit of ill! now I find true

That better is by evil made better,

And ruin’d love, when it is built anew,
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far

greater.

So I return rebuk’d to my content,

And gam by ill thrice more than 1 have spent.

cxx.

That you were once unkind, befriend me now,
And for that sorrow, which I then did feel,

Needs must I under my transgression bow,
Unless my nerves were brass or hammer’d steel,

For if you were by ray unkindness shaken,
As I by yours, you have pass'd a hell of time;
And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken
To weigh how once I suffer’d in your crime.
0 that our night of woe might have remember’d
My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits,

And soon to you, as you to roe, then tender’d
The humble salve which wounded bosom fits!

But that your trespass now becomes a fee;

Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom
me

CXXL

’Tis better to be vile than vile esteem’d,
When not to be receives reproach of being,
And the just pleasure lost, which is so deem’d
Not by our feeling, but by others’ seeing.
For why should others’ false adulterate eyes
Give salutation to my sportive blood?
Or on my frailties why are frailer spies,

Which in their wills count bad what I think
good?

No. I am that I am; and they that level

At my abuses, reckon up their own; [bevel;

1 may be straight, though they themselves he
By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be

shown,
Unless this general evil they maintain,
All men are bad, and in their badness retgn
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CXXII.

Thy gift, thy tables, axe within my brain

FuU character’d with lasting memory
Which shall above that idle rank remain,
Beyond all date, even to eternity:

Or at the least so long as brain and heart

Have faculty by nature to subsist;

TUI each to raz’d obhvion yield his part

Of thee, thy record never can be miss’d.

That poor retention could not so much hold,

Nor need I tahies thy dear love to score;

Therefore to give them from me was I bold.

To trust those tables that receive thee more:
To keep an adjunct to remember thee,

Were to import forgetfulness in me.

cxxni.

No I Time, thou shalt not boast that I do
change:

Thy pyramids buUt up with newer might
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange;

They are but dressings of a former sight.

Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire
What thou dost foist upon us that is old;

And rather make them born to our desire,

Than think that we before have heard them
told.

Thy registers and thee I both defy,

Not wondering at the present nor the past;

For thy records and what we see do he,

Made more or less by thy continual haste:

This I do vow, and this shall ever be,

I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee:

cxxiv.

If my dear love were but the child of state,

It might for Fortune’s bastard be unfather’d,

As subject to Time’s love or to Time’s hate,

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers

gather’d.

No, it was builded far from accident;

It suffers not in smihng pomp, nor falls

Under the blow of thralled discontent,

Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls:

It fears not policy, that heretic,

Which works on leases of short-number’d hours,
But all alone stands hugely poUtic, [showers.

That it nor grows with heat, nor drowns with
To this I witness call the fools of time,

Which die for goodness, who have liv’d for

crime.

cxxv.

Were it aught to me I bore the canopy.
With my extern the outward honouring,
Or laid great bases for eternity,

Which prove more short than waste or ruining?
Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour
Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent,

For compound sweet foregoing simple savour,
Pitiful thnvers, in their gazing spent?
No;—Iet me be obseqiuious in thy heart,

And take thou my oblation, poor but free,

Which is not mix’d with seconds, knows no art,

But mutual render, onl;^ me for thee.
Hence, thou suborn’d iaformerl a true soul.

When most impeach’d, stands least in thy
control.

CXXVL
0 thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power
Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle, hour;

Who-hast by waning grown, and therein show’st
Thy lovers withering, as thy sweet self grow’st!

If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack,
As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee

back,
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill

May time disgrace, and wretched minutes kill.

Yet fear her, 0 thou minion of her pleasure;

She may detain, but not still keep her treasure:

Her audit, though delay’d, answer’d must be,
And her quietus is to render thee.

CXXVII.

In the old age black was not counted fair,

Or if it were, it bore not beauty’s name;
But now is black beauty’s successive heir,

And beauty slander’d with a bastard shame:
For since each hand hath put on nature’s power,
Fairing the foul with art’s false borrow’d face.

Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy hour,
But is profan’d, if not lives in disgrace.

Therefore my mistress’ eyes are raven black,

Her eyes so suited; and they mourners seem
At such, who, not born fair, no beauty lack,

Slandering creation with a false esteem:
Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe,
That every tongue says, beauty should look

so.

CXXVIII,

How oft, when thou, my music, music play’st,

Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently

sway’st
The wiry concord that mine ear confounds,
Do I envy those jacks, that nimble leap
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand,
Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest

reap,

At the wood’s boldness by thee blushing standi
To be so tickled, they would change their state
And situation with those dancing chips,

O’er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait,

Making dead wood more bless’d than living lips.

Smce saucy jacks so happy are m this,

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to Mss,

CXXIX.

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame
Is lust in action; and till action, lu.st

Is perjur'd, murderous, bloody, full of blame.
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust;

Enjoy’d no sooner, but despised straight;

Past reason hunted; and no sooner had,
Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait,

On purpose laid to make the taker mad:
Mad in pursuit, and in possession so;

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme;
A bliss in proof,— and prov’d, a very woe;
Before, a joy propos’d; behind, a dream:
AU this the world well knows; yet none knows

well
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell,

cxxx.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red:
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen rosea damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more aelght
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Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak,—yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasmg sotind;

I grant I never saw a goddess go,—
,

My mistress when she walks, treads on the

ground;
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

As any she belied with false compare,

cxxxi.

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art,

As those whose beauties proudly make them
cruel;

For well thou know’st to my dear doting heart

Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel,

Yet, m good faith, some say that thee behold.

Thy face hath not the power to make love

groan:

To say they err, I dare not be so bold,

Although I swear it to myself alone.

And, to be sure that is not false I swear,
A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face,

One on another’s neck, do witness bear
Thy black is fairest in my judgment’s place.

Tn nothing art thou black, save in thy deeds,
And thence this slander, as I think, proceeds,

cxxxn.
Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitpng me,
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain.

Have put on black, and loving mourners be.

Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain.

And truly not the mormng sun of heaven
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east,

Nor that full star that ushers in the even
Doth half that glory to the sober west,

As those two mourning eyes become thy face:

O, let it then as well beseem thy heart

To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee
grace,

And suit thy pity like m every part.

Then will I swear beauty herself is black.

And all they foul that thy complexion lack.

CXXXIJJ.

Beshiew that heart that makes my heart to

groan [mel

For that deep wound it gives my friend and
Is’t not enough to torture me alone.

But slave to slavery my sweet’s friend must be?
Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken.

And my next self thou harder hast engross’d;

Of him, myself, and thee, I am forsaken;

A torment thnce three-fold thus to be cross’d.

Prison my heart in thy steel bosom’s ward,
But then my friend’s heart let my poor heart

bail;

Who e’er keeps me, let my heart be his guard;
Thou canst not then use ngour in my gaol:

And yet thou wilt; for I, being pent in thee
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me.

cxxxrv.

So now I have confess’d that he is thine,

And I myself am mortgag’d to thy will;

Myself I’ll forfeit, so that other mine
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still:

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free,

For thou art covetous, and he is kind;
He learn’d but, surety-like, to write for me,
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind.

The statue of thy beauty thou wilt take,

Thou usurer, that putt’st forth all to use.

And sue a friend, came debtor for my sake;
So him I lose through my unkind abuse.
Him have I lost; thou hast both him and me;
He pays the whole, and yet am I not free,

cxxxv.

Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy will,

And will to boot, and will m over-plus;

More than enough am I that vex thee still,

To thy sweet will making addition thus.

.Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious.

Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thme?
Shall wiU in others seem right gracious,

And in my will no fair acceptance shine?
The sea, all water, yet receives ram still.

And in abundance addeth to his store;

So thou, being nch in will, add to thy will

One will of mine, to make thy large will more.
Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill;

Think all but one, and me in that one Will.

cxxxvi.

If thy soul check thee that I come so near,

Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy Will,

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there;

Thus far for love, my love-suit, sweet, fulfil.

Will will fulfil the treasure of thy love,

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one.
In things of great receipt with ease we prove;
Among a number one is reckon’d none.
Then in the number let me pass untold,
Though in thy stores’ account I one must be;

For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold
That nothing me, a something sweet to thee,

Make but my name thy love, and love that

still, [Will
And then thou lov’st me,—for my name is

CXXXVII.

Thou blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mine
eyes,

That they behold, and see not what they see?
They know what beauty is, see where it lies,

Yet what the best is, take the worst to be.
If eyes, corrupt by over-partial looks,
Be anchor’d in the bay where all men ride,

Why of eyes’ falsehood hast thou forged hooks,
Whereto the judgment of my heart is tied?
Why should my heart think that a several plot,

Which my heart knows the wide world’s com-
mon place?

Or mine eyes, seeing this, say this is not,

To put fair truth upon so foul a face?
In things right true my heart and eyes have

err’d, [ferr’d.

And to this false plague are they now trans*

cxxxvm.
When my love swears that she is made of truth,

I do believe her, though I know she lies;

That she might think me some untutor’d youth,
Unlearned in the world’s false subtleties.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,
Although she knows my days are past the best,
Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue;
On both sides thus is simple truth supprest,
But wherefore says she not she is unjust?
And wherefore say not I that I am old?

0, love’s best habit is in seeming trust,

And age in love loves not to have years told:
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Therefore I lie with her, and she with me,
And in our faults by hes we flatter’d be.

cxxxix,

0, call not me to justify the wrong
That my unkindness lays upon my heart;

Wound me not with thine eye, but with thy
tongue;

Use power with power, and stay me not by art.

Tell me thou lov’st elsewhere; but in my sight,

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside.

What need’st thou wound with cunmng, when
thy might

Is more than my o’erpress’d defence can ’bide!

Let me excuse thee: ah! my love well knows
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies,
And therefore from my face she turns my foes,

That they elsewhere might dart their mjunes:
Yet do not so: but since I am near slam,

Kill me outnght with looks, and nd my pain.

Be wise as thou art cruel; do not press

My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain;

Lest sorrow lend me words, and words express

The manner of my pity-wanting pain.

If I might teach thee wit, better it were,

Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so,

(As testy sick men, when their deaths be near,

No news but health from their physicians know,)
For, if I should despair, I should grow mad.
And in my madness might speak ill of thee:

Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad,

Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be.

That I may not be so, nor thou belied,

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud
heart go wide.

CXLI.

In faith I do not love thee with mine eyes,

For they in thee a thousand errors note;

But ’tis my heart that loves what they despise,

Who in despite of view is pleased to dote.

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue’s tune
dehghted;

Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone,

Nor taste nor smell, desire to be invited

To any sensual feast with thee alone:

But my five wits, nor my five senses can
Dissuade one foohsh heart from serving thee.

Who leaves unsway’d the likeness of a man,
Thy proud heart’s slave and vassal wretch to

be:

Only my plague thus far I count my gain,

That she that makes me sin, awards me pain.

CXtIL

Love is my sin, and thy dear virtue hate.
Hate of my sm, grounded on sinful loving:

0, but with mine compare thou thine own state,

And thou shalt find it merits not reproving;
Or, if it do, not from those Ups of thine,

That have profan’d their scarlet ornaments,
And seal’d false bonds of love as oft as mine;
Robb’d other’s beds’ revenues of their rents.
Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lov’st those
Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune thee:
Root pity in thy heart, that, when it grows,
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be.
If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide,
By self-example mayst thou be denied!

Lo, as a careful housewife runs to catch
One of her feather’d creatures broke away.
Sets- down her babe, and makes all* swift

despatch
In pursmt of the thing she would have stay;

Whilst her neglected child holds her in chace.
Ones to catch her whose busy care is bent
To follow that which flies before her face.

Not prizing her poor infant’s discontent;

So runn’st thou after that which flies from thee,
Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind;
But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me,
And play the mother’s part, kiss me, be kind:
So will I pray that thou mayst have thy Will^

If thou turn back, and my loud crying still.

CXLIV.

Two loves I have of comfort and despair,

Which hke two spirits do suggest me still;

The better angel is a man nght fair,

The worser spirit a woman, colour’d ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil

Tempteth my better angel from my side,

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,

Wooing his purity with her foul pride.

And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend.

Suspect I may, yet not directly tell;

But, being both from me, both to each friend,

I guess one angel m another’s hell.

Yet this shall I ne’er know, but hve in doubt,
Till my bad angel fire my good one out.

CXLV.

Those bps that Love’s own hand did make
Breath’d forth the sound that said, *I hate,’

To me that languish’d for her sake:
But when she saw my woeful state,

Straight in her heart did mercy come,
Chidmg that tongue, that ever sweet
Was used in giving gentle doom;
And taught it thus anew to greet:

‘I hate’ she alter’d with an end.
That follow’d it as gentle day
Doth follow night, who like a fiend
From heaven to hell is flown away.

hate’ from hate away she threw,
And sav’d my hfe, saymg—’not you,’

CXLVI.

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,

Fool’d by these rebel powers that thee array,

Why dost thou pine v^fbin, and suffer dearth,
Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?
Why so large cost, having so short a lease,
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,
Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body’s end?
Then, soul, hve thou upon thy servant’s loss,

And let that pine to aggravate thy store;
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;
Within be fed, without be rich no more:
So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on

men, {then.

And, Death once dead, there’sm more dying

CXLVH,

My love is as a fever, longing sfill

For that which longer nurseth the diseute;
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,

The uncertain sicWy appetite to please.
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My reason, the physician to my love,

Angry that his prescnptions are not kept,

Hath left me, and I desperate now approve

Desire is death, which physic did except.

Past cure I am, now reason is past care,

And frantic mad with evermore unrest;

My thoughts and my discourse as mad men’s

are,

At random from the truth vainly express’d,

For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee

bright,

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night

0 me! what eyes hath love put m my head,

Which have no correspondence with true sight!

Or, if they have, where in my judgment fled.

That censures falsely what they see anght'^’

If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote,

What means the world to say it is not so?

If it be not, then love doth well denote

Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s, no.

How can it? 0 how can Love’s eye be true,

That IS so vex’d with watching and with tears?

No marvel then though I mistake my view;

The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.

0 cunmng Love' with tears thou keep’st me
blind,

Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should find.

CXLIX.

Canst thou, 0 cruel' say I love thee not,

When I, against myself, with thee partake?

Do I not think on thee, when I forgot

Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake?

Who hateth thee that I do call ray friend^

On whom frown’ st thou that I do fawn upon?
Nay if thou low’rst on me, do I not spend
Revenge upon myself with present moan?
What merit do I in myself respect,

That is so proud thy service to despise,

When all my best doth worship thy defect,

Commanded by the motion of thine eyes^

But, love, hate on, for now I know thy mind;
Those that can see thou lov’st, and I am blind.

CL.

0, from what power hast thou this powerful

might,

With insufficiency my heart to sway?
To make me give the lie to my true sight,

And swear that brightness doth not grace the
day?

Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill,

That m the very refuse of thy deeds
There is such strength and warrantise of skill,

That in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds?
Who taught thee how to make me love thee

more,

The more I hear and see just cause of hate?

0, though I love what others do abhor,

With others thou shouldst not abhor my state;

If thy unworthmess rais’d love m me,
More worthy I to be belov’d of thee.

j

CLI.

Love IS too young to know what conscience is:

Yet who knows not, conscience is born of love^

Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss,

Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove.

For thou betraying me, I do betray

My nobler part to my gross body’s treason;

My soul doth tell my body that he may
Triumph in love; flesh stays no farther reason;

But, raising at thy name, doth point out thee

As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride,

He IS contented thy poor drudge to be,

To stand m thy affairs, fall by thy side,

No want of conscience hold ;t that I call

Her—love, for whose dear love I rise and fall.

CLII.

In loving thee thou know’st I am forsworn,

But thou art twice forsworn, to me love swear-
ing, [torn,

In act thy bed-vow broke, and new faith

In vowing new hate after new love bearing.

But why of two oaths’ breach do I accuse thee,

When I break twenty? I am perjur’d most;
For all ray vows are oaths but to misuse thee,

And all my honest faith in thee is lost, [ness,

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kind-

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy;

And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindness,

Or made them swear against the thing they

see;

For I have sworn thee fair: more perjur’d I,

To swear, against the truth, so foul a he!

CLIII.

Cupid lay by his brand, and fell asleep;

A maid of Dian’s this advantage found,

And his love-kindlmg fire did quickly steep

In a cold valley-fountain of that ground,
Which borrow’d from this holy fire of love

A dateless lively heat, still to endure,
And grew a seething bath, which yet men prove

Against strange maladies a sovereign cure.

But at my mistress’ eye Love’s brand new-fir’d,

The boy for trial needs would touch my breast;

I, sick withal, the help of bath desir’d,

And thither hied, a sad distemper’d guest,

But found no cure: the bath for my help lies

Where Cupid got new fire,—my mistress’ eyes.

CLIV.

The little love-god, lying once asleep
Laid by his side Ms heart-inflaming brand,

Whilst many nymphs that vow’d chaste life to

keep
Came tripping by; but in her maiden hand
The fairest votary took up that lire

Which many legions of true hearts had warm’d:
And so the general of hot desire

Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarm’d.

This brand she quenched in a cool well by,

Which from Love’s fire took heat perpetual,

Growing a bath and healthful remedy
For men diseas’d; but I, my mistress’ thrall,

Came there for cure, and this by that I prove,

Love’s fire heats water, water cools not love.



A LOVER’S COMPLAINT
From off a hill whose concave womb re-worded

A plaintful story from a sistenng vale,

My spirits to attend this,double voice accorded.

And down I laid to list the sad-tun’d tale,

Ere long espied a fickle maid full pale,

Tearing of papers, brealdng rings a-twain,

Storming her world with sorrow’s wind and rain.

Upon her head a platted hive of straw,

Which fortified her visage from the sun,

Whereon the thought might think sometime it

saw
The carcase of a beauty spent and done.

Time had not scythed all that youth begun,

INor youth all quit; but, spite of Heaven’s fell

rage, [age.

Some beauty peep’d through lattice of sear’d

Oft did she heave her napkin to her eyne,

Which on it had conceited characters,

Laund’nng the silken figures in the bnne
That season’d woo had pelleted m tears,

And often reading what contents it bears;

As often shrieking undistinguish’d woe,

In clamours of all size, both high and low.

Sometimes her levell'd eyes their carnage nde;

As they did battery to the spheres intend;

Sometimes diverted their poor balls are tied

To th’ orbed earth: sometimes they do extend

Their view nght on; anon their gazes lend

To every place at once, and nowhere fix'd,

The mind and sight distractedly commix’d.

Her hair, nor loose, nor tied in formal plat,

Proclaim’d in her a careless hand of pride,

For some, untuck’d, descended her sheav’d hat,

Hanging her pale and pined cheek beside;

Some in her threaden fillet still did bide,

And, true to bondage, would not break from
thence,

Though slackly braided in loose negligence.

A thousand favours from a maund she drew
Of amber, crystal, and of bedded jet,

Which one by one she in a nver threw,

Upon whose weeping margent she was set;

Tike usury, applying wet to wet.

Or monarch’s hands, that let not bounty fall

Where want cnes 'some,’ but where excess begs
aU,

Of folded schedules had she many a one,

Which she perus’d, sigh’d, tore, and gave the
flood,

Crack'd many a ring of posied gold and bone,
Bidding them find their sepulchres in mud;

,

Found yet mo letters sadly perm'd in blood,
With sleided silk feat and affectedly

Enswath’d, and seal’d to curious secresy.

These often bath’d she in her fluxke eyes,
And often kiss’d, and often gave to tear;

Cried, ‘0 false blood, thou register of lies,

What unapproved witness dost thou bear I

Ink would have seem’d more black and damned
here!’

This said, m top of rage the lines she rents,

Big discontent so breaking their contents.

A reverend man that graz’d his cattle mgh,
Sometime a blusterer, that the ruffle knew
Of court, of city, and had let go by
The swiftest hours, observed as they flew,

Towards this afflicted fancy fastiy drew;
And, privileg’d by age, desires to know
In brief, the grounds and motives of her

woe.

So shdes he down upon his grained bat,

And comely-distant sits he by her sidle;

When he again desires her, being sat,

Her gnevance with his hearing to divide:

If that from him there may be aught applied
Which may her suffenng ecstasy assuage,
’Tis pronus’d m the chanty of age.

‘Father,’ she says, ‘though in me you behold
The injury of many a blasting houi,
Let it not tell your judgment lam old;

Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power:
I might as yet have been a spreading flower.

Fresh to myself, if I had self-applied

Love to myself, and to no love beside.

‘But woe IS me! too early I attended
A youthful suit (it was to gain ray grace)

Of one by nature’s outwards so commended,
That maiden’s eyes stuck over all his face:

Love lack’d a dwelhng, and made him her
place;

And when in his fair parts she did abide,

She was new lodg’d, and newly deified.

‘His browny locks did hang in crooked curls;

And every light occasion of the wind
Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls.

What’s sweet to do, to do will aptly find:

Each eye that saw him did enchant the mind;
For on his visage was m little drawn,
What largeness thinks in paradise was sawn.

‘Small show of man was yet upon his chin;

His phosnix down began but to appear,

Like unshorn velvet, on that termless skin,

Whose bare out-bragg’d the web it seem’d to

wear;
Yet show’d his visage by that cost more dear;
And nice affections wavering stood in doubt
If best ’twere as it was, or best without.

‘His qualities were beauteous as Ms form,
For maiden-tongued he was, and thereof free;

Yet, if men mov’d him, was he such a storm
As oft ’twixt May and April is to see, fbe.

When winds breathe sweet, unruly though they
His rudeness so with Ms luthonr’d youth
Did livery falseness in a pride of truth.
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Well could he nde, and often men would say

That horse his mettle from his rider takes:

Proud of subjection, noble by the sway,

What rounds, what bounds, what course, what
stop he makes!

And controversy hence a question takes,

Whether the horse by him became his deed,

Or he lus manage by the well-doing steed.

‘But quickly on this side the verdict went;

His real habitude gave life and grace

To appertainmgs and to ornament.
Accomplish’d in lumself, not m his case:

All aids, themselves made fairer by their place,

Can for additions; yet their purpos’d trim

Piec’d not his grace, but were all grac’d by him.

‘So on the tip of his subduing tongue
All kind of arguments and question deep.
All replication prompt, and reason strong,

For his advantage still did wake and sleep:

To make the weeper laugh, the laugher weep,
He had the dialect and different skill,

Catching all passions in his craft of

‘That he did in the general bosom reign

Of young, of old, and sexes both enchanted,
To dwell with him m thoughts, or to remain
In personal duty, following where he haunted-
Consents bewitch’d, ere he desire, have granted.
And dialogued for lum what he would say,

Ask’d their own wills, and made their wills obey.

‘Many there were that did his picture get,

To serve their eyes, and in it put their mind;
Like fools that in the imagination set

The goodly objects which abroad tibey find

Of lands and mansions, theirs in thought as-
sign’d;

And labouring m mo pleasures to bestow them,
Than the true gouty landlord which doth owe

them:

‘So many have, that never touch’d his hand,
Sweetly suppos’d them mistress of lus heart.

My woeful self, that did in freedom stand.

And was my own fee-simple, (not m part,)

What with his heart m youth, and youth m art.

Threw my affections in his charmed power,
Reserv’d the stalk, and gave him all my flower.

* Yet did I not, as some my equals did,

Demand of him, nor being desired yielded;

Finding myself in honour so forbid,

With safest distance I nune honour shielded:

Experience for me many bulwarks builded
Of proofs new-bleedmg, which remain’d the foil

Of this false jewel, and his amorous spoil.

‘But ah! who ever shunn’d by precedent
The destin’d ill she must herself assay?
Or forc’d examples, ’gainst her own content,

To put the by-pass’ d perils in her way?
Counsel may stop a while what will not stay

For when we rage, advice is often seen
By blunting us to make our wits more keen.

‘Nor gives it satisfaction to our blood,

That we must curb it upon others’ proof,

To be forbid the sweets that seem so good,

1063

For fear of harms that preach in our behoof.
0 appetite, from judgment stand aloof!

The one a palate ha& that needs will taste,

Though reason weep, and cry It is thy last.

‘For further I could say, This man’s untrue,
And knew the patterns of his foul beguihng;
Heard where his plants in others’ orchards grew,
Saw how deceits were gilded in his smiling;

Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling;

Thought characters and words, merely but art.

And bastards of his foul adulterate heart.

‘And long upon these terms I held my city.

Till thus he ’gan besiege me: Gentle maid,
Have of my suffering youth some feeling pity,

And be not of my holy vows afraid:

That’s to you sworn, to none was ever said;

For feasts of love I have been call’d unto,

Till now did ne’er invite, nor never vow.

‘AH my offences that abroad you see
Are errors of the blood, none of the mind;
Love made them not; with acture they may

be,

Where neither party is nor true nor land:

They sought their shame that so their shame
did find;

And so much less of shame in me remains,
By how much of me their reproach contains.

‘Among the many that mine eyes have seen,

Not one whose flame my heart so much as
warm’d,

On my affection put to the smallest teen,

Or any of my leisures ever charm’d:
Harm have I done to them, but ne’er was

harm’d;
Kept hearts in hveries, but mine own was free,

And reign’d, commanding in his monarchy.

‘Look here what tributes wounded fancies sent

me,
Of paled pearls, and rubies red as blood;

Figuring that they tbeir passions likewise lent

me
Of grief and blushes, aptly understood
In bloodless white and the encrimson’d mood,
Effects of terror and dear modesty,
Encamp’d in hearts, but fighting outwardly,

‘And lot behold the talents of their hair,

With twisted metal amorously impleach’d,

1 have receiv’d from many a several fair,

(Their kind acceptance weepingly beseech’d,)

With the annexions of fair gems enrich’d,

And deep-brain’d sonnets that did amplify

Each stone’s dear nature, worth, and quality.

‘The diamond, why ’twas beautiful and hard,

Whereto his mvis’d properties did tend;

The deep-green emerald, in whose fresh regard
Weak sights their sickly radiance do amend;
The heaven-hued sapphire and the opal blend
With objects mardfold; each several stone,

With wit well blazon’d, smil’d or made some
moan.

‘Lo! aU the trophies of affections hot,

Of pensiv’d and subdued desires the tender,
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Nature hath charg’d me that I hoard them not’

But yield them up where I myself must render,

That is, to you, my origin and ender;

Por these, of force, must your oblations be.

Since I their altar, you enpatron me.

‘0 then advance of yours that phraseless hand,
Whose white bears down the airy scale of praise;

Take all these similes to your own command,
Hallow’dwith sighs that burmng lungs did raise;

What me your mimster, for you obeys,

Works under you; and to your audit comes
Their distract parcels in combined sums.

‘lo! this device was sent me from a nun.

Or sister sanctified of holiest note;

Which late her noble suit m court did shun,

Whose rarest havings made the blossoms dote;

For she was sought by spirits of richest coat,

But kept cold distance, and did thence re-

move,
To spend her hving in eternal love.

‘But 0, my sweet, what labour is’t to leave

The thing we have not, mastering what not

strives?

Palmg the place which did no form receive,

Playmg patient sports in unconstrained gyves:

She that her fame so to herself contnves,

The scars of battle ’scapeth by the flight,

And makes her absence vahant, not her imght.

*0 pardon me, in that my boast is true;

The accident which brought me to her eye,

Upon the moment did her force subdue,
And now she would the caged cloister fly:

Religious love put out religion’s eye:

Notto be tempted, would she be immur’d,
And now, to tempt all, liberty procur'd.

‘How mighty then you are, 0 hear me tell!

The broken bosoms that to me belong
Have emptied, ah their fountains m my well,

And mine I pour your ocean all among:
I strong o’er them, and you o’er me being

strong,

Must for your victory us all congest,

As compound love to physic your cold breast.

‘My parts had power to charm a sacred sun,

Who, disciplin’d and dieted m grace,

Believ’d her eyes when they to assail begun,
AE vows and consecrations giving place.

0 most potential love! vow, bond, nor space,

In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor confine,

For thou art all, and all tl^gs else are thine.

‘When thou irapressest, what are precepts worth
Of stale example? When thou wilt inflame,
How coldly those impediments stand forth.

Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame!
Love’s arms are peace, ’gainst rule, ’gainst

sense, ’gainst shame,
And sweetens, in the suflenng pangs it bears.
The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears.

‘Now all these hearts that do on mine depend,
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they

pine,

And supplicant their sighs to you extend,

To leave the battery that you make ’gainst

mine,
Lending soft audience to my sweet design,

And credent soul to that strong-bonded oath,

That shall prefer and undertake my troth.

‘This said, his watery eyes he did dismount,
Whose sights till then were levell’d on my face,

Each cheek a river running from a fount

With brinish current downward flow’d apace:
O how the channel to the stream gave grace!

Who, glaz’d with crystal, gate the glowing roses

That flame through water which their hue
encloses.

‘0 father, what a hell of witchcraft lies

In the small orb of one particular tear!

But with the inundation of the eyes
What rocky heart to water will not wear?
What breast so cold that is not warmed here?
O cleft effect! cold modesty, hot wrath,

Both fire from hence and chill extincture hath!

‘For lo! his passion, but an art of craft.

Even there resolv’d my reason into tears;

There my white stole of chastity I daff’d,

Shook off my sober guards, and civil fears;

Appear to him, as he to me appears, (bore,

All melting; though our drops this difference

His poison’d me, and mine did him restore.

‘In him a plentitude of subtle matter,

Applied to cautels, all strange forms receives,

Of burning blushes or of weeping water,
Or swooning paleness; and he takes and leaves,

In cither’s aptness, as it best deceives,

To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes.
Or to turn white and swoon at tra^c shows;

‘That not a heart which in his level came
Could scape the hail of his all-hurting aim,
Showing fair nature m both kind and tame;
And, veil’d m them, did win whom he would

maim:
Against the thing he sought he would exclaim;
When he most burn’d in heart-wish’d luxury,
He preach’d pure maid, and prais’d cold chas-

tity.

‘Thus merely with the garment of a Grace
The naked and concealed fiend he cover’d.
That the unexperienced gave the tempter place,

Which, like a cherubim, above them hover’d.
Who, young and simple, would not be so

lover’d?
Ah me! I fell; and yet do question make
What I should do again for such a sake.

‘0, that infected moisture of his eye,

0, that false fire which in his cheek so glow’d,
O, that forc’d thunder from his heart did fly,

O, that sad breath his spongy lungs bestow’d,
0, all that borrow’d mofion, seeming ow’d.
Would yet again betray the fore-betray’d,
And new pervert a reconciled maid I’
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I.

When my love swears that she is made of truth,

I do believe her, though I know she hes,

That she might think me some untutor’d youth,

tJnskilfulm the world’s false forgeries.

Thus vamly thinking that she thinks me young.
Although I know my years be past the best,

I smiling credit her false-speaking tongue,

Outfacing faults in love with love’s ill rest.

But wherefore says my love that she is young?
And wherefore say not I that I am old?

O, love’s best habit is a soothing tongue,

And age, in love, loves not to have years told.

Therefore I’ll lie with love, and love with me,
Since that our faultsm love thus smother’d be.

IL

Two loves I have, of comfort and despair,

That like two spirits do suggest me shll;

My better angel is a man right fair,

My worser spint a woman colour’d ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil

Tempteth my better angel from my side.

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,

Wooing his purity with her fair pride.

And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend,

Suspect I mhy, yet not directly tell:

For being both to me, both to each friend,

I guess one angel in another’s hell;

The truth I shall not know, but live in doubt.
Till my had angel fire my good one out.

m.
Bid not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye,
'Gainst whom the world could not hold argu-

ment,

Persuade my heart to this false perjury?
Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment
A woman I forswore

; but I will prove,
Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee:
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love

;

Thy grace being gain’d cures all disgrace in me.
My vow was breath, and breath a vapour is;

Then, thou fair sun, that on this earth doth
shine,

Exhale this vapour vow; in thee it is:

If broken, then it is no fault of mine.
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise
To lose an oath, to win a paradise?

IV.

Sweet Cytherea, sitting by a brook
With young Adonis, lovely, fresh and green.
Bid court the lad with many a lovely look,

Such looks as none could look but beautv’s
queen.

She told him stories to delight his ear;
She show’d him favours to allure his eye;
To win his heart, she touch’d him hero and

there:
Touches so soft still conquer chastity.

But whether unripe years did want conceit,

Or he refus’d to take her figur’d proffer,

The tender nibbler would not touch th# bait,

But Smile and jest at every gentle offer:

Then fell she on her back, fidr queen, and
toward;

He rose and ran away; ah, fool too frowardi

V.

If love make me forsworn, how shah I swear
to love?
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0 never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow’d
: |

Though to myself forsworn, to thee 1’U con-
stant prove;

Those thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like

osiers bow’d.
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine

eyes, [prehend.

Where all those pleasures live that art can com-
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall

suffice; [commend;
Well learned is that tongue that well can thee
Ail ignorant that soul that sees thee without

wonder; [admire:

Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts

Thine eye Jove’s hghtmng seems, thy voice his

dreadful thunder, [fire.

Which (not to anger bent) is music and sweet
Celestial as thou art, 0 do not love that wrong,
To sing the heavens’ praise with such an

earthly tongue.

VI.

Scarce had the sun dried up the dewy mom.
And scarce the herd gone to the hedge for

shade.
When Cylherea, all in love forlorn,

A longing tarnance for Adorns made.
Under an osier growing by a brook,

A brook where Adon used to cool his spleen.

Hot was the day; she hotter that did look

For his approach, that often there had been.

Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by,

And stood stark naked on the brook’s green
bnm:

The sun look’d on the world with glorious eye,

Yet not so wistly as this queen on him;
He, spying her, bounc’d in, whereas he stood;

O Jove, quoth she, why was not I a flood?

vn.

Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickle;

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trusty;

Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass is, brittle;

Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty:

A lily pale, with damask die to grace her.

None fairer, nor none falser to deface her.

Her lips to mine how often hath she join’d.

Between each kiss her oaths of true love swear-
ingl

How many tales to please me hath she coin’d,

Dreading my love, the loss thereof still feanngl
Yet in the midst of all her pure protestings,

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were
jestmgs.

She burn’d with love, as straw with fire flameth,

She burn’d out love, as soon as straw out

burneth; [framing,

She fram’d the love, and yet she foil’d the
She bade love last, and yet she fell a turning.

Was this a lover, or a lecher whether?
Bad in the best, though excellent in neither.

vin.

If music and sweet poetry agree,
As they must needs, the sister and the brother,

,

Then must the love be great ’twixt thee and

,

me,
I

Because thou lov’st the one, and I the other.
Dowland to* thee is dear, whose heavenly touch
Upon the lute doth ravish human sense;
Spencer to me, whose deep conceit is such.
As, passing all conceit, needs no defence.
Thou lov’st to hear the sweet melodious sound
That Phoebus’ lute, the queen of music, makes;
And I in deep dehght am chiefly drown’d,
When as himself to singing he betakes.
One god is god of both, as poets feign;

One knight loves both, and both in thee
remain.

IX.

Fair was the morn, when the fair queen of love

Paler for sorrow than her milk-white dove,
For Aden’s sake, a youngster proud and wild;
Her stand she takes upon a steep-up hill;

Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds,
She, silly queen, with more than love’s good will
Forbade the boy he should not pass those

grounds;
Once, quoth she, did I see a fair sweet youth
Here in these brakes deep-wounded with a

boar,

Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth!
See in my thigh, quoth she, here was the sore

:

She showed hers, he saw more wounds than
one,

And blushing fled, and left her all alone.

X.

Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck’d, soon
vaded,

Pluck’d in the bud, and vaded in the spring!

Bnght orient pearl, alack! too timely shaded!
Fair creature, kill’d too soon by death’s sharp

sting!

Like a green plum that hangs upon a tree,

And falls, through wind, before the fall should
be.

I weep for thee, and yet no cause I have;
For why? thou left’st me nothing m thy will.

And yet thou left’st me more than I did crave;
For why? I craved nothing of thee stiih

O yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of thee;
Thy discontent thou didst bequeath to me.

XL
Venus, v/ith Adonis sitting by her,

Under a myrtle shade, began to woo him:
She told the youngling how god Mars did try

her,

And as he fell to her, she fed to him, [me;
Even thus, quoth she, the warlike god embrac’d
And then she clipp’d Adonis m her arms:
Even thus, quoth she, the warlike ged unlac’d

me;
As if the boy should use like loving charms.
Even thus, quoth she, he seized on my bps,
And With her lips on bus did act the seizure;
And as she fetched breath, away he skips,

And would not take her meaning nor her
pleasure.

Ahl that I had my lady at this bay,
To kiss and clip me till I run awayl



THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM

XIL
Crabbed age and youth
Cannot live together;

Youth IS full of pleasance,

Age IS full of care:

Youth like summer morn,
Age like winter weather;
Youth like suriimer brave,

Age like winter bare.

Youth IS full of sport,

Age’s breath is short,

Youth IS nimble, age is lame:
Youth is hot and bold,

Age is weak and cold;

Youth IS wild, and age is tame,
Age, I do abhor thee,

Youth, I do adore thee;

0, my love, my love is young I

Age, I do defy thee

;

A sweet shepherd, hie thee,

For methinks thou stay’st too long.

xni.

Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good,

A shining gloss, that vadcth suddenly;

A flower that dies, when first it ’gins to bud;
A brittle glass, that’s broken presently:

A doubtful good, a gloss, a glass, a flower,

Lost, vaded, broken, dead within an hour.

And as goods lost are seld or never found,
vaded gloss no rubbing will refresh,

flowers dead he wither’d on the ground,
broken glass no cement can redress,

So beauty, blemish'd once, for ever’s lost,

In spite of physic, painting, pain, and cost.

XIV.

Good night, good rest. Ah! neither be my
share

:

She bade good night, that kept my rest away;
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And daff’d me to a cabin hang'd with care,

To descant on the doubts of my decay.
Farewell, quoth she, and come again to-

morrow;
Farewell I could not, for I supp’d with sorrow.

Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile,

In scorn or friendship, mil I construe whether:
’T may be, she joy’d to jest at my exile,

’T may be, again to make me wander thither:

Wamier, a word for shadows like myself,

As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf.

XV.

Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the east!

My heart doth charge the watch; the morning:
nse

Doth cite each moving sense from idle rest.

Not daring trust the office of mine eyes,

While Philomela sits and sings, I sit and mark
And wish her lays were tuned like the lark,

For she doth welcome daylight with her ditty,

And drives away dark dismal-dreaming night:

The night so pack’d, I post unto my pretty;

Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wished
sight (sorrow;

Sorrow chang'd to solace, solace mix’d with
For why? she sigh ’d, and bade me come to-

morrow.

Were I with her, the night would post too soon;
But now are minutes added to the hours;
To spite me now, each minute seems a moon;
Yet not for me, shine sun to succour flowers!

Packs night, peep day; good day, of night
now borrow; [morrow.

Short, night, to-night, and length thyself to-



SONNETS TO SUNDRY
NOTES OF MUSIC

I.

It was a lordling’s daughter, the fairest one of

three, [be.

That liked of her master as well as well might
Till looking on an Enghshman, the fairest that

eye could see,

Her fancy fell a turning.

Long was the combat doubtful, that love with

love did fight, [kmght,

To leave the master loveless, or kill the gallant

To put in practice either, alas it was a spite

unto the silly damsel. [pain,

But one must be refused, more mickle was the

That nothing could be used, to turn them both

to gam, [with disdain:

For of the two the trusty knight was wounded
Alas, she could not help it! [the day,

Thus art, with arms contending, was victor of

Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid
away;

Then lullaby, the learned man hath got the lady

gay;

For now my song is ended.

II.

On a day (alack the day!),

Love, whose month was ever May,
Spied a blossom passing fair,

Playing in the wanton air:

Through the velvet leaves the wind,

AH unseen, ’gan passage find;

That the lover, sick to death.

Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath.

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow;

Air, would I might triumph so!

But, alas, my hand hath sworn
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn:

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet.
Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet,

Thou for whom Jove would swear
Juno but an Ethiope were;
And deny himself for Jove,
Turning mortal for thy love.

My flocks feed not,

My ewes breed not,

My rams speed not,

All is amiss:
Love is dying,

Faith’s defying,

Heart’s denying,

Causer of this.

All my merry jigs are quite forgot,

All my lady’s love is lost, God wot:

Where her faith was firmly fix’d in love,

There a nay is plac’d without remove.
One silly cross

Wrought all my loss;

. 0 frowning Fortune, cursed, fickle dame!
For now I see,

Inconstancy
More in women than in men remain.

In black mourn I,

All fears scorn I,

Love hath forlorn me.
Living in thrall:

Heart is bleeding,

All help needing,

(0 cruel speeding!)
Fraughted with gall.

My shepherd’s pipe can sound no deal,

My wether’s bell rings doleful knell;

My curtail dog, that wont to have play’d,

Plays not at all, but seems afraid;

With sighs so deep,

Procures to weep,
In howhng-wise, to see my

How sighs resound
Through heartless ground.

Like a thousand vanquish’d

Clear wells spring not.

Sweet birds sing not,

Green plants bring not
Forth; they die:

Herds stand weeping,
Flocks all sleeping,

Nymphs back peeping
Fearfully.

All our pleasure known to us poor swains,
All our merry meetings on the plains,

All our evening sport from us is fled,

All our love is lost, for Love is dead.
Farewell, sweet lass,

Thy like ne’er was.
For a sweet content, the cause of all my moan

Poor Coridon
Must live alone.

Other help for Mm I see that there is none.

IV.

Whenas thine eye hath chose the dame,
And stall’d the deer that thou shouldst

strike,

Let reason rule tMngs worthy blame,
As well as fancy, partial might;
Take counsel of some wiser head,
Neither too young, nor yet unwed.

And when thou com’st thy tale to tell,

Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk.

Lest she some subtle practice smell;
(A cripple soon can find a halt:)

But plainly say thou lov’st her well,

And set her person forth to seU.

What though her frowning brows be bent,
Her cloudy looks will calm ere nigbt;

And then too late she will repent,
That thus dissembled her delight;

And twice desire, ere it be day,

_
That which with scorn she put away.

What though she strive to try her strength.

And ban and brawl, and say thee nay,
Her feeble force will yield at length,
When craft hath taught her thus to aay:

doleful plight.

[fight!

men in bloody
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‘Had women been so strong as men,
In faith you had not had it then.’

And to her will frame all thy ways;
Spare not to spend,—and chiefly there

Where thy desert may ment praise,

By ringing in thy lady's ear:

The strongest castle, tower, and town,

The golden bullet beats it down.

Serve always with assured trust,

And in thy suit be humble, true;

Unless thy lady prove unjust,

Press never thou to choose anew;
When time shall serve, be thou not slack

To proffer, though she put thee back.

The wiles and gmles that women work,

Dissembled with an outward show.
The tricks and toys that in them lurk.

The cock that treads them shall not know.
Have you not heard it said full oft,

A woman's nay doth stand for nought?

Think women still to strive with men,
To sin, and never for to saint;

There is no heaven, by holy then,

When time with age shall them attaint.

Were kisses all the joys in bed,

One woman would another wed.

But soft; enough,—too much I fear,

Lest that my mistress hear my song;

She’ll not stick to round me i’ th’ ear,

To teach my tongue to.be so long:

Yet will she blush, here be it said,

To hear her secrets so bewray’d.

Live with me, and be my love,

And we will ^ the pleasures prove

That hills and valleys, dales and fields,

And all the craggy mountains yields.

There will we sit upon the rocks,

And see the shepherds feed their flocks,

By shallow nvers, by whose falls

Melodious birds sing madrigals.

There will I make thee a bed of roses,

With a thousand fragrant posies,

A cap of flowers and a kirtte

Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle.

A belt of straw and ivy buds,
With coral clasps and amber studs;

And if these pleasures may thee move
Then live with me, and be my love.

Love’s Answer.

If that the world and love were young,
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue,

io6g

These pretty pleasures might me move
To live with thee and be thy love.

As it fell upon a day,

In the merry month of May,
Sitting in the pleasant shade
Which a grove of myrtles made,
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing,

Trees did grow, and plants did spring:

Everything did bamsh moan,
Save the nightingale alone:

She, poor bird, as all forlorn,

Lean’d her breast up-till a thorn,

And there sung the dolefull’st ditty

That to hear it was great pity:

Fie, fie, fie, now would she cry,

Tern, Teru, by and by:

That to hear her so complain,

Scarce I could from tears refrain;

For her griefs so lively shown,
Made me think upon mine own.
Ah thought I, thou mourn’st in vain;

None take pity on thy pain:

Senseless trees, they cannot hear thee;

Ruthless bears, they will not cheer thee.

King Pandion, he is dead;
All thy friends are lapp’d in lead;

All thy fellow-birds do sing,

Careless of thy sorrowing.

Even so, poor bird, hke thee,

None alive will.pity me.
Whilst as fickle fortune smil’d,

Thou and I were both beguil’d.

Every one that flatters thee

Is no friend in misery.

Words are easy like the wind;
Faithful friends are hard to find.

Every man will be thy friend,

Whilst thou hast wherewith' to spend;
But if store of crowns be scant,

No man will supply thy want.
If that one be prodigal.

Bountiful they will him call:

And with such-like flattering

‘Pity but he were a king.’

If he be addict to vice,

Quickly him they will entice;

If to women he be bent,

They have him at commandement;
But if fortune once do frown,

Then farewell his great renown:
They that fawn’d on him before,

Use his company no more.
He that is thy friend indeed,

He will help thee in thy need;
If thou sorrow, he will weep;
If thou wake, he cannot sleep:

Thus of every grief m heart

He with thee doth bear a part.

These are certain signs to know
Fmthful friend from flattering foe.



THE PHOENIX
AND THE TURTLE

Let tbe bird of loudest lay,

On the sole Arabian tree.

Herald sad and trumpet be,
To whose sound chaste wings obey.

But thou, shrieking harbinger.
Foul pre-currer of the fiend.

Augur of the fever’s end,
To this troop come thou not near.

From this session interdict

Every fowl of tyrant wing.
Save the eagle, feather’d king:

Keep the obsequy so strict.

Let the priest in surplice white.
That defunctive music can.

Be the death>diviaing swan.
Lest the requiem lack his nght.

And thou, treble-dated crow.
That thy sable gender mak’st
With the breath thou giv’st and tak’st,

’Mongst our mourners shalt thou go.

Here the anthem doth commence:
Love and constancy is dead;
Phcenix and the turtle fled

In a mutual flame from hence.

So they lov’d, as love in twain
Had the essence but in one;
Two distincts, division none:
Number there in love was slain.

Hearts remote, yet not asunder;
Distance, and no space was seen
’Twixt the turtle and his queen;
But in them it were a wonder.

So between them love did shine,

That the turtle saw his right

Flaming in the phoenix’s sight:
Either was the other’s mine.

Property was thus appall’d.
That the self was not the same;
Single nature’s double name
Neither two nor one was call’d.

Reason, in itself confounded,
Saw division grow together;
To themselves yet either-neither,
Simple were so well compounded

That it cried how true a twain
Seemeth this concordant one!
Love hath reason, reason none
If what parts can so remain.

Whereupon it made this threne
To the phoenix: and the dove,
Co-supremes and stars of love;
As chorus to their tragic scene.

Threnos.

Beauty, truth, and rarity.

Grace in aU simphcity,
Here enclos’d in cinders He.

Death is now the phoenix’ nest;
And the turtle’s loyal breast
To eternity doth rest,

Leaving no posterity:

—

’Twas not their infinnity.
It was married chastity.

Truth may seem, but cannot be:
Beauty brag, but ’tis not she;
Truth and beauty buried be.

To this um let those repair
That are either true or fair;

For these dead birds sigh a prayer.



GLOSSARY
ABATE, vb. to shorten, blunt, except

ABC-BOOK, sub. a primer

abhor, vb. to horrify, reject

abject, adj. despised

ABODE, vb. to forbode

ABRAM, ad], auburn
abridgment, sub. pastime

ABROOK, vb. to endure

ABSOLUTE, ad], perfect, positive, resolved

ABY, vb to pay for

ACCITE, vb. to summon, excite

ACCOMPLISH, vb. to arm completely, gain

ACONITUM, sub. poison from wolf's-bane

ACTION-TAKING, adj. seckmg satisfaction at

law
ACTURE, sub. action

ADDITION, sub. title

address, vb. to prepare

ADMIRAL, sub. flagship

ADVERTISEMENT, siA information, counsel

AERY, sub nest, or young of a bird of prey

AFFECT, vb, love, aim at

AFFEER, vb. confirm

AFRY, vb to trust, betroth

AGGRAVATE, vb to increase, worsen
AGLET-BABY, sid). small figure cut on a lace-tag

AGNIZE, vb. to acknowledge
A-HOLD, adv. directly into the wind
AIM, sub. guess, mark
ALDER-LIEFEST, adj. dearest of all

A-LIFE, adv. dearly

ALLICHOLLY, sub. melancholy
ALLOW, vb. to approve
ALMS-DRINK, sub. liauor drunk on another’s

behalf

AMERCE, vb. punish
AME-ACE, sub lowest throw with dice

AMORT, adj. dejected

ANCHOR, sub. hermit
ANCIENT, sub. ensign

ANSWER, sub. retaliation

ANTICK, sub. buffoon
ANTRE, sub. cave

APPEAL, vb. to accuse

APPLE-JOHN, sub. a kmd of apple

-^POINTMENT, sub. preparation

APPREHEND, vb. to arrest, understand, imagine
ARCH, sub. chief, patron
ARGENTINE, adj. silver

ARGIERS, sub. Algiers

ARGUMENT, sub. subject of debate, proof
AROINT THEE! int. away* begone!

ARTICULATE, vb. to specify, to come to terms
ARTIFICIAL, adj. ingenious

ARTIST, scholar, physician

ASPERSION, sub. sprinkling

ASSINEGO, sub. ass

ASSURANCES, sub. deed of assurance
ASSURE, vb. betroth

ASTRINGER, sub, a falconer

ATONE, vb. to reconcile

ATTACH, vb. to seize

ATTAINT, vb. to stain, disgrace
ATTASKED, p. p. reprehended
ATTENDED p. p, guarded, waited for

ATTORNEY, sub. deputy, advocate

AURICULAR, ad] perceived by the ear

AUDACIOUS, adj daring

AUTHENTIC, adj. authoritative

AVAUNT! i«/. away! begone*

AVER, vb. confirm

AWELESS, adj inspiring no fear

AYtint alas!

BACCARE, i«r go back*

BACK-FRIEND, sub. officer arresting from behind
BACKWARD, sub. past

BAFFLE, vb. to shame, disgrace

BALDRICK, sub. belt

BALE, sub. injury, calamity

BALKED, p. p. piled up
BALLOW, sub. cudgel

BAN, vb. to airse, prohibit

BANE, vb. to murder
BAND, sub. bond
BANDY, exchange blows
BARBED, p. p. caparisoned m a warlike manner
BARFUL, adj. full of obstruction

BARN, or BAIRN, sub, child

BARNACLE, sub. goose
BASE, sub. a game
BASES, sub mantle worn by knights on horseback

BASILISK, sub cockatrice, species of cannon

BASIMECU, sub. = “baiscz ma queue"
BASTA, ml. enough*
BASTARD, sub. sweet raisin wme
BAT, sub a 'club

BATE, vb. to flutter, blunt

BATLET, sub wooden instrument used by washers

of dothes
BATTEN, vb grow fat

BATTLEt sub army
BAVIN, sub. brushwood
BAWCOCK, sub. stout fellow

BAY, sub. space between the mam beams of a roof

BAY, vb. to pursue with barking

BEADSMAN, juA. one paid to pray for others

BEAK, sub. ornamented projection at the prow of

a vessel

BEAR, vb. to obtain, dislike

BEARD, vb. to defy, oppose in a hostile manner
BEARING-CLOTH, sub. christening robe
BEAST, sub. ox
BEAT, vb. to,flutter

BEAVER, sub, face-guard of a helmet
BEDLAM, sub. asylum, lunatic

BEETLE, vb. to overhang the base

BEING, sub abode
BELDAM, sub. grandmother, an old woman
BE-LEED, p. p. cut off from the wind
BE-METE, vb. bc-measure, thrash

BE-MOIL, vb. to befoul with mire
BEND, vb. to glance

BERAY, vb to befoul

BERGOMASK, wA, a rustic dance
BEST, adj. bravest

BESTROUGHT, p. p. distracted

BESTRIDE, vb to stand over a fallen man and to

defend him
BETHHM, vb. to allow, pour out
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BEWRAY, vb. to betray, reveal

BEZONIAN, sub. rascal, needy beggar
BIAS, sub. an oblique course

BIGGIN, stA. nightcap

BILBO, sub. sword (from Bilbao)

BILBOES, sub irons, fetters

BILL, sub. halberd

BIRD-BOLT, sub a blunt-headed arrow
BISSON adj. blinding

BLACK MONDAY, sub. Easter Monday
BLANK, sub. white spot in the centre of a target

BLEAR, vb. to hoodwink
BLENCH, vb, to start, flinch

BLENT, p p. mixed
BLOCK, sub wooden mold for a hat

BL^OD-BOLTERED, adj. matted with blood

BLOW, tife to puff up
BLOWSE, sub. a coarse beauty

BLUE-BOTTLE, beadle

BLUE-CAP, sub. Scotsman
BLUNT, adj stupid, insensible

BLURTED AT, p p sneered at

BOARD, vb. to address, accost

BOB, vb to trick, make a fool of

BODGED, p p. boggled

BODKIN, sub dagger

BOLT, vb. to sift

BOMBARD or BUMBARD, sub leather bottle for

drink

BOMBAST, sub. cotton-wool stuffing

BONA-ROBA, sub. a showy strumpet

BOSKY, ad . woody
BOSOM, sub. wish
BOTCH, vb. to patch

BOTTOM, sub ball of thread, vb. to wind thread on
BOTS, sub. disease of horses caused by worms
BOURN, sub. boundary, brook
BOW, sub. yoke
BOW HAND, sub. left hand
BRABBLE, sub. quarrel

BRACE, sub. armour for the arm, state of defence
BRACK, sub. a kind of hound, a bitch-'hotin<<

BRAID, adj. deceitful

BRAVERY, sub. showy dress, bravado
BRAWL, sub. a kind of dance
BREACH, jwi surf

BREAST, sub voice in singing

BREECHED, p. p, covered as with breeches,
sheathed

BREECHING SCHOLAR, a schoolboy liable to
be whipped

BRIAREUS, sub. giant with hundred hands
BRIZE, sub. gad
BROACH, p. p to pierce, open a discussion
BROCK, sub. badger
BROKE, vb. to deal with a pandar
BROKEN, adj instrumental; p. toothless

PROW, sub. height

BROWNIST, sub. m adherent of a Puritan sect
BRUITH, sub rumour, vb to report with noise
BRUSH, sub. hostile encounter
BUKUKLE, sub. pimple
BUCK, vb. to wash linen

BUCKLE, vb. to bend
BUCKRAM, sub coarse linen
BUG, sub, terror

BUGLE, sub. a black bead of glass

BULK, sub. body, hull of a ship, framework before
shop

BUNG, sub. pickpocket
BURGONET, sub. a kind of helmet
BUSH, sub. a vintner's sign
BUSS, sub. and vb. kiss

BUXOM, ad

.

lively, brisk

BUZZARD, sub. hawk

CACODEMON, sub. evil spirit

CADDIS, sub. a gartcr-tape

CADE, sub. barrel

CADENT, adj. falling

CADUCEUS, sub. Mercury's wand
CAGE, sub. prison

CAIN-COLOURED, adj. red

CALIVER, su6 musket
CALL, sub decoy
CALLET, std>. a lewd woman
CALM, sub qualm
CANARY, sub. sweet wine, lively dance
CANKER, sub. ulcer-like evil, worm destroying

buds, dog-rose
CANSTICK, sub, candlestick

CANTLE, part, slice

CANTON, sub song
CAP, sub. the top, the principal, vb. to salute by

taking the cap off

CAP-A-PE, adv. from head to foot

CAPITULATE, vb to make an agreement
CAPOCCHIA, sub simpleton

CAPON, sub. love-letter

CAPRICIOUS, adj. fantastic

CARACK, galleon

CARKANET,ju6 necklace

CAREIRES, sub motion of a horse

CARL, sub clown, peasant

CARLOT, sub. peasant

CARRIAGE, sub. import
CARRY, vb to win, menage
CASE, vb. to strip off the skin

CATAIAN, sub. Chinaman, (hence) scoundrel
CATAPLASM, sub. poultice, plaster

CATASTROPHE, sub. end, conclusion

CATCH, stii. musical composition for several

voices

CATLING, sub. a lutc-stnng made of catgut

CAUTEL, sub. deceit, stratagem

CENSURE, vb. to judge
CEREMONIOUS, adj superstitious

CESS, sub. calculation

CHACE, sub. a term at tennis

CHAPLESS, adj. without the lower jaw
CHARACTER, vb. write

CHARE, sub job

CHARGE-HOUSE, jw6. a school-house

CHARNECO, sub a kind of wine
CHAUDRON,^«i entrails

CHEER, sub. countenance
CHEVERIL, sub soft flexible leather

CHEWET, sub. jackdaw
CHILDING, pt. p, fruitful

CHIPS, sub. keys of a virginal

CHOPINE, sub, shoe with a high sole

CHRYSTALS, sub, eyes

CHUCK, sub. a chicken - a term of endearment
CHUD, I would
CHUFF, swfr. an avaricious penon
CICATRICE, sub. scar

CIPHER, sub. zero

CIRCUMMUR’D, p. p. walled round
CIVIL, adj. grave, solemn
CLACK-DISH, sub. a beggar'# dish

CLAPPER-CLAW, vb. to maul
CLEF, sub, key (m music)
CLEPE, vb. to call

CLINQUANT, adj. glittering

CLIP, vb. to embrace
CLOSET, stdf. private room
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CLOUT, sub. mark at archery

CLOYLESS, adj. that does not satiate

COASTING, pt. p. inviting

COBLOAF, sub little loaf with a round head
COCK, sub. a small ship's boat

COCKATRICE, sub basilisk

COCKLE, sub. darnel

COCKLED, p. p. having a shell

CODLING, sub. an unripe apple

COFFIN, Sub pie-crust

COG, vb to falsify, cheat

COHERE, vb. to agree

COIGNE, Sub. corner

COIL, sub noises, fuss

COLLATERAL, ad;, indirect

COLLECTION, sub. deduction

COLLIED, p. p. blackened, smutted with coal

CQLLOP, a slice of meat
COLT, vb to fool

CO-MART, sub. a joint bargain

COMBAT, swfc duel

COMBINATION, sub. agreement
COMFORTABLE, ad; affording consolation

COMMONTY,suA comedy
COMPARATIVE, sub. one “full of comparisons"
COMPASSED, p p. round
COMPETENT, ad;, sufficient

COMPETITOR, sub. partner

COMPLEXION, character

COMPT, sub. reckoning

CON, vb. to learn by heart

CONCEIT, sub Idea

CONCERNANCY, sub meaning
CONCLUSION, sub problem, experiment
CONDOLEMENT, sub. sorrowing
CONEY, sub. rabbit

CONEY-CATCHED, p. p. cheated
CONFINER, sub. inhabitant

CONFOUND, vb. to destroy, waste, mingle
consigned, p. p. sealed by way of ratification

CONSIST, vb. insist

CONSORT, sub. company of musicians

CONSTRUE, vb. to interpret

CONSUMMATION, sub. death
CONTINENT, sub. something that contains, earth

CON’TRACT, vb. to betroth

CONTRIVE, vb to devise, to spend
CONTROLMENT, sub restraint

CONVEY, vb. to steal

CONVEYANCE, sub. escort, trickery, means of
transport

CONVINCE, vb. to overcome
CONVIVE, vb. to feast

COPATAIN, sub high sugar-loaf head
COPE, sub. firmament
COPPED, adj. peaked

_

COPY, sub. pattern, original, theme
CORANTO, sub. a quick dance
CORINTHIAN, sub. wcncher
CORKY, adj withered
CORNET, sub. company of cavalry

CORNUTO, sub. cuckold
COROLLARY, sub. surplus

COSTARD, sub. head
COTE, vb. to pa.ss, overtake

COUNTENANCE, sub. appearance, hypocrisy
COUNTERFEIT, sub. likeness, portrait

COUNTERGATE, sub. debtors’ prison

COUNTERPOINTS, sub. counterpanes
COUNTY, sub. count
COWL-STAFF, sub. a pole for carrying a basket
COY, adj. distant; vb. to sooth, to disdain
COZEN, vb. to cheat

COZIER, sub. cobbler

CRACK, sub. a pert little boy
CRANTS, sub ggrlands

CRARE, sub a small trading vessel

CRAZE, vb. to break

CREATE, created

CRINGE, vb. to disport

CRIPS, adj. curling, bent

CROSS-ROW, sub. alphabet

CROW-KEEPER, sub scarecrow

CROWNER, sub. coroner

CROWN-IMPERIAL, sub. a kind of lily

CRY, sub pack
CUISSES, sub. armour for the thighs

CULLION, sub a low fellow

CULVERIN, sub. a kind of cannon
CUNNING, sub knowledge, skill

CUPID'S FLOWER, sub. pansy
CURB, vb to restrain

CURIOSITY, sub. delicacy, fastidiousness

CURST, adj. shrewish, lU-tempered

CURTAL, sub a docked horse

CUSTOMER, sub a loose woman
CUSTALORUM, sub. corr. “Custos Rotulo-

nim” - Keeper of the Scrolls

CUT, sub. horse

CYPRUS, sub. crepc-like fabric

DAFF, vb. to put off

DANGER, sub reach of a weapon
DARDAN, adj Trojan
DARE, vb. to dazzle and so catch

DARRAIGN, vb. to put in order

DAUBERY, sub. false show, pretence

DAY-WOMAN, sub dairy-maid

DEAR, adj important, rare, dire

DEARTH, sub. high value

DEATH-TOKEN, sub. spot caused by plague

DEBILE, adj. weak, poor
DEBONAIRE, adj. meek, gentle

DEBOSHED, p. p. corrupted, debauched
DECAY, sub. destruction

DECLENSION, sub- deterioration

DECOCT, vb. to warm up
DEEM, sub. thought, surmise

DEFUNCTIVE, iu6. funeral

DEFER, vb. to waste

DEFEND, vb. forbid

DEMISE, vb. to grant

DENAY, suL denial

DENIER, sub, twelfth part of a French sou

DEPLORE, vb, to tell with grief

DEPOSE, vb. assert or examine on oath

DEPUTATION, sub. office of deputy
DERACINATE, vb. uproot
DERN, adf. dark
DEROGATION, sub. disparagement
DESCANT, vb. to sing the “upper voice ” or melody
DESIGNMENT, sub. enterprise

DEXTER, adj. right

DIAPASON, sub, a bass part

DICH, do it

DIFFERENCE, su6. alteration in a coat-of-arms,

characteristics

DIFFUSE, vb. to pour, confuse

DIGRESS vb. to depart, transgress

DiNT, sub. force

DIRENESS, sub horror
DISAPPOINTED, p. p. unprepared
DISASTER, stdt unfavourable influence of m star

DISCANDY, vb. to melt
DISCLOSE, vb. to be hatched
DISCOLOURED, p. p. pale
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DISCOURSE, sub reasoning

DISCOVER, vb to reveal

DISEASES, sub sayings

DISGRACE, sub. disfigurement

DISGUISE, sub. drunkenness
DISLIKEN, vb to disguise

DISLIMN, vb. to blur

DISME, sub. a tenth man
DISMOUNT, vb. to draw a sword
DISPITEOUS, adj pitiless

DISTEMPER, sub. drunkenness

DISTEMPERATURE, sub. perturbation

DISTINCT, sub. a separate thmg
DISTRAIN, vb. confiscate

DISTRESSFUL, adj. gained by hard work
DIVINE, std). priest

DIVISION, sid> melody, variation, disposition of
forces

DOCTRINE, sub lesson, learning

DOLE, sub share, destiny, sorrow

DOMINEER, vb to feast

DORMOUSE, am sleepy

DOTANT, sub. dotard

DOUT, vb. to extinguish

DOWLAS, sub coarse kind of linen

DOWLE, sub a fine feather

DOXY, sub beggar^s mistress

DRABBING, sub. whoring
DRAWN, p p. disembowelled

DRIBBLING, pt. p. falling short or wide of the
mark

DRIFT, sub intention, purpose
DROLLER, sub puppet-show
DROPSIED, p. p inflated

DROVIER, sub. cattle-dnver

DRUMBLE, vb to move slowly

DUDGEON, sub hilt of a dagger

DUE, sub debt, vb. to endue
DUELLO, sub. rules of duelling

DUMP, mournful melody
DUP, vb. to open
DURANCE, sub duration, imprisonment

EAGER, adj sour, cutting

EALE,iw&. eviK?)
EANLING, sub. young Iamb
EAR, vb. to plough
EASY, adj. insignificant

ECHE, vb. to eke out

ECSTASY, sub. frenzy, swoon, delight

EFFECT, sub purpose, appearance, realization

EFTEST, adj\ most convenient

EGREGIOUS, adj. very great

EGYPTIAN, sub gypsy
EKE, vb. to increase

ELD, sub. old age

ELEMENTS, sub. earth, water, air, fire

ELF, vb. to tangle

EMBARQUEMENT, sub. hindrance
EMBOSSED, p. p. swollen, foaming at the mouth
EMPERY, sub. dominion, empire
EMULOUS, adj. ambitious

ENACTURE, sub. performance
ENFEOFF, vb surrender
ENMEW, vb to drive into water
ENSCONCE, vb. to shelter behind a fortification

EnSEAMED, p. p greasy
ENTERTAIN, to take into one’s service
EPHESIAN, sub companion
ERINGO, sub. candied root of sea holly
ERRING, pt p. wandering
ESCOT, vb. to maintain
ESIL, sub. vinegar

ESSENTIAL, adj. real

EXCREMENT, sub. beard
EXECUTION, stA. exercise of powers
EXEQUIES, siA. funeral rites

EXHALATION, stA. meteor
EXHIBITION, sub. allowance

EXIGENT, stA. emergency
EXPRESS, vb. to reveal

EXPRESSURE, sub. picture

EXSUFFLICATE, nd; inflated

EXTEND, vb. to seize upon
EXTRAVAGANT, adu wandering
EYAS, sub young hawk
EYE, sub. tinge, shade of colour

EYLIADS, sub looks

FABLE, sub. falsehood

FACE, vb to show a false face, to trim a garment
FACINEROUS, adj infamous, wicked
FACT, sub. crime
FACTION, sub. party

FACULTIES, sub powers
FADGE, vb. to fit

fading, sub refrain of a song
FAIRING, sub. present

FAITOR, sub impostor, rascal

FALCON, sub a female hawk
FANCY, sub. love

FANE, sub. temple
FAP, adj drunk
FARCED, p.p. stuffed

FARDEL, siA. bundle, pack
FARROW, sub. a litter of pigs

FASHIONS, iwfc. a disease of horses

FAT, adj. duU, hot

FAVOUR, sub leave, lenity, charm, appearance
FEALTY, sub. vassal’s obligation, fidelity

FEAT, adj dexterous

FEATURE, adj. shape of body
FEDERARY, sub. accomplice

FEEDER, sub. servant

FEE-SIMPLE, sub. an absolute inheritable

possession

fenny, adj. of the marshland
FEERE, sub. spouse

FELL, sub akin, adj cruel

FESTINATELY, adv. speedily

FETCH, trick

FETTLE, vb. to prepare

FICO, sub. fig a contemptuous expression
FIGHTS, sub protective screen round a ship

FILLS, sub. shafts

FILM, sub gossamer
FINELESS, adj. without end
FIRE-DRAKE, sub. meteor
FiRK, vb. to beat

FIT, sub. a division of a poem
FITCHEW, sub. polecat

FIVES, sub. disease in young horses

FLAKE, sub. a lock of hair

FLAMBN, sub. a priest in ancient Rome
FLAPJACK, sub. pancake
FLAW, sub. squall of wind; outburst of passion

FLEWED, adj. with large chaps
FLIRT-GILL, sub. a loose woman
FLOTE, sub. sea
FLOURISH, sub. ornament
FLUSH, adj. lusty

FLUX, sub. discharge

FOB, vb. to cheat
FOIN, vb. to thrust with rapier

POISON, sub. plentiful crop
FONDLY, adv. foolishly
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FOOT-CLOTH, svh a long saddle-cloth

FORAGE, sub, raging

FORESLOW, vb. to loiter

FORGETIVE, aij, mvenuve
forked, ad], horned
FORSPEAK, vh. to speak against

FOX, sub. sword
FRAMPOLD, ad], disagreable, unpleasant

FRANK, sub. sty

FRANKLIN, sub. freeholder

FRET, vb. to stop a string by a fret

FRIPPERY, sub an old clothes' shop

PRIZE, sub. a coarse cloth

FRONTLET, sub. band on forehead

FRUSH, vb. to batter

FULLAM, sub. a loaded dice

FUSTIAN, sub. a coarse cloth

GABARDINE, sub a loose cloak

GAD, sub. a sharp spike

GAIN-GIVING, pt. p. misgiving

GALLIAN, ado French
GALLIARD, sub a lively dance in triple time

GALLIASS, sub. a heavy ship, larger than the

galley

GALLOW, vb. to frighten

GALLOWGLASS, sub a heavy-armed soldier

GALLYMAWFRY, sub. medley
GAMUT, sub. musical scale

GARBOIL, sub. brawl, disturbance

GASKINS, sub. breeches

GASTED, P p. frightened

GAWD, sub. toy, trifle

GECK, sub. fool

GEMINI, sub. pair

GENEROSITY, sub. noble birth

GENNET, sub. a small horse

GENTLE, vb. to ennoble

GERMAN, sub. relative; adj. akin

GEST, sub deed, time allotted for a halt

GIB, sub. a male cat

GIG, sub. whipping-top
GIGLOT, sub. a wanton woman
GIMMAL, std>. iomt
GING, sub. gang
GIRD, sub. biting remark
GLANCE, sub. satirical observauon
GLEEK, vb. to joke

GL02E, vb. to explain, beguile

GOOD-DEN, good evening

GOOSE, sub. tailor's iron

GORBELLIED, adj. fat

GORGET, sub. armour for throat

GOSSIP, sub. godfather or godmother
GOURD, sub, false dice

GOUT, Sub. drop
GOVERNMENT, sub, self-control, management
GRANGE, sub. farm-house
GRATE, vb. to fret

GREASILY, adj, indecently

GREEK, sub. a pandar or light wench
GREET, vb. to please

GRISE, sub. step

GROSSLY, ad], palpably

GUARD, rui. trimming of a garment, vb. to orna-
ment

GUDGEON, sui. a credulous person
GUERDON, sub, reward
GUINEA-HEN, stsb. prostitute

GULF, sub voracious belly

GUN-STONES, sub. cannon-balls
GUST, sub. taste

GYVES, sub. fetters

HABIT, sub costume
HACKNEY, prostitute

HAGGARD, sub, wild female hawk
HALCYON, kingfisher

HAND-FAST, sub. marriage contract

HARLOCKS, sub wild mustard
HATCHMENT, sub. a tablet showing the coat of

arms
HAVOC, sub slaughter

HAY, sub. a home-thrust (in fencing)

HEAD, sub. armed force

HEAT, p.p. heated
HEBENON, sub. some kind of poison (henbane?)

HEFTED, p p heaved
HELL, sub. a part of a prison

Helmed, P p steered through
KENT, p. p. grasped

HERMIT, sub. beadsman
HEST, sub command
HIGHT, p p. named
HILDING, sub. a good-for-nothing fellow

HIPPED, ad] lame
HIT, vb. to agree

HOLD, vb to esteem
HOLDING, sub. consistency

HOLLA, inter . atop!

HOME, adv. to the point aimed at

HOMELY, adj. plain

HONEY-STALKS, sub. clover flowers

HOODMAN BLIND, sub a blind-man's-buff

HORN-BOOK, sub. a sheet with an alphabet etc.

for children, protected by transparent horn
HOROLOGE, mi clock

HOX, vb. to hamstring

HULL, vb. to drift with the tide

HUMOROUS, adj. humid, changeable

HUMOUR, sub a fluid m man's body determining

his character (black bile, blood, bile, phlegm)
HUNGRY, ad], sterile

HUNT-COUNTER, sub. a worthless dog
HURRICANO, sub. a water-spout

HURTLING, pt p. dm
HUSBANDRY, sub. thnft

HUSWIFE, sub. a light woman

IDES of March, 15th March
IGNOMY, sub. disgrace

ILLNESS, sub. wickedness

IMAGINARY, adj. imaginative

IMBAR, vh. to bar, defend
IMBRUE, vb to cover with blood
IMMANITY, sub. inhumanity
IMMEDIACY, sub. next rank m authority

IMP, vb. to restore the powers to fly

IMPAIR, adj. unfit

IMPETICOS, vb. to hide in a pocket (a burlesaue
word)

IMPORTANCE, sub. importunancy
IMPORTUNE, vb. to trouble

IMPRESS, mb device, family crest

INCAPABLE, adj. unintelligent

INCARNADINE, vb to dye red

INCENSED, p p. incited

INCH, sub. a small island

INCLIP, vb. to embrace
INCOMPREHENSIBLE, adj. boundless
INCONY, adj. fine, delicate

INCORRECT, adj unchastened
INDENT, vb. to zigzag, to make a pact with
INDEX, sub. preface

INDIGN, adj. unworthy
INDIRECT, adj, wrong, treacherous

INDUCTION, sub. the first step in an undertaking
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INFECTION, sub. of a man, imfinished specimen
INFER, vb to cause, allege, prove

INFORM, vb. to assume a shape; inspire

INGAGED, p p. not engaged
INHABITABLE, adj. uninhabitable

INKLE, Sid), tape; yarn
INLAND, adj. civilized

INSANE, adj, causing madness
INSCONCE, vb. to fortify

INSINUATE vb. to wheedle into somebody’s
favour

INSTANCE, sub motive, presence, proof

INTERESS’D,^> p. entitled

INTITULED, p. p. designated

INTRENCHANT, adj. which cannot be cut

INTRINSE, adj. intricate

INVESTMENTS, sub. attire

I WIS, assuredly

Jack, sub. a term of contempt; hey of the virginal

JACK-AN-APES, sub, monkey; coxcomb
JADE, sub. a worthless horse

JAKES, sub. privy

JAUNT, vb to run to and fro

JEALOUS, adj. suspicious

JESSES, svb. straps of leather fastened on hawk’s
legs

JEST, vb to act in a mask or play

JET, u6. to strut

JOINT-RING, sub. a gimmal-rmg
JOURNAL, adj daily

JOVIAL, adj. belonging to Jove
JUMP, vb. to risk, adv precisely

JUTTY, sub. projecting part of a building

KAM, adv. contrary

KEECH, sub. fat rolled into a lump
KEEL, vb. to cool

KEISAR, sub. Caesar
KEN, sub. a range of vision; sight

KENNEL, sub. gutter

KERN, sub. a light-armed soldier

kernel, sub. pip, seed

KICKSHAWS, sub. a fancy dish; trifle

KILN-HOLE, rwJ. a place for coals

kind, sub. nature, race, family

KINDLESS, adj. unnatural

KINDLY, adij. proper; adv. naturally

kinged, p. p. ruled by
KIRTLE,juft. skirt

KISSING-COMFIT, sub. sweetmeat for perfum-
ing the breath

KNAP, vb. to bite noisily; knock
KNAVE, sub. servant

KNOT, sub. folded arms; garden plot; lump;
company

KNOWINGLY, adv. from experience

LABEL, sub. slip of paper, tag

LABRAS, sub. lips

LACED MUTTON, sub. strumpet
LACKEY, vb. to follow closely

LADE, vb. to empty as by bailing
LADY-SMOCK, sub. cuckoo-flower
,LAG, adj. late

LAMMAS-TIDE, sub. Ist August
LAMPAS, sub. disease of horses
LANK, vb. to shrink

LANTERN, sub. a window-turret
LAP, vb, to wrap
LARD, vb. to fatten

LARGE, adj. licentious,

LARGESS, sub. fret gift

LASS-LORN, ad;. forsaken by one’s sweetheart
LATCH, vb to catch

LAUND, sub. glade

LAVOLT, a kind of lively dance
LAW-DAY, sub. a day for the sitting of a court
LAZAR, suL leper

LEAGURE, rwi camp
LEAPING-TIME, sub. youth
LEATHER-COAT, sub. a kind of apple

LEAVEN, mfc taint

LEER, complexion
LEET, sub. a special court held by lords of manors
LEGERITY, sub mmbleness
LEIGER, sub. a permanent representative

LEMAN, sub. sweetheart

L’ENVOY sub. a conclusion of a poem
LET, vb. to hinder
LETHE’D, oblivious

LIBBARD, sub leopard

LIBERAL, adj. licentious

LIBERTY, sub. licence

LEAF, adf. dear

LIFTER, sub weight-hfter, thief

LIGHT O’LOVE, name of a dance-tune
LIMBECK, sub alembic

LIMBER, adj. flexible

LIMN, vb. to paint

LION-SICK, adj sick with pride

LITHER, adj yielding

LITIGOUS, adj. questionable

LIVELIHOOD, sm6 life

LOB, mi. jester

LOCKRAM, sub. a kind of linen

LOFFE, vb to laugh

LOGGATS, Sub, a game played with little logs of
wood

LONG PURPLES, sub a kind of orchis

LQOF, vb. to bring a hip nearer to the wind
LOON, sub. a stupid fellow

LOOP, sub. part of a hinge

LOP, sub. smaller branches
LOSEL, sub. rascal

LOT, sub prize

LOUT, vb. to insult

love-in-idleness, sub. pansy
LOYAL, adj. legitimate

LUBBER, rwi. lout

LUCE, sub. pike

LUCRE, sub. acquisition

LUKES, sub. fits of lunacy
LURCH, vb to lurk, to cheat

LUXURY, sub. lasciviousness

LIM, sub. bloodhound

MACULATE, adj. not pure
MADE-UP, adj. accomplished
MAILED-UP, p. p. enveloped
MAIN, sub. a number called before the dice are

thrown
MAIN COURSE, sub. mainsail
MAINLY, adv. violently

MAKE, sub. mate
MALICIOUS, adj. violent

MALKIN, sub. slut

MALMSEY, sub. a sweet wine
MALT-WORM, sub. topper
MAMMET, sub. puppet
MAMMOCK, vb, to tear into pieces
MAN, vb, to tame a hawk
MANAKIN, sub. little ram
MANNER, sub, stolen articles found on the thief

A»^N-QUELLER» sub. killer, murderer
MANY, sub, multitude
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MARE, sub. nightmare
MARGENT, sub margin
MARTLEMAS, Martinmas, 11th November
MARTLET, sub. swallow

MARY-BUD, sub. a bud of the marigold
MASK, vb. to act m a mask
MAST, sub. fruit of some trees, serving as food for

swine
MATCH, sub opponent j agreement

MATE, vb. to confound
MATIN, sub. morning
MAUGRE, prep, in spite of

MAUND, sub. basket

MAZARD, sub. head
mazed, P p. confused
MEACOCK, ad;, cowardlj'

MEAL'D, p. p. stained

MEAN, sub. one of the middle voices m a four-part

composition

MEANLY, adh poorly

MECHANIC, sub a manual worker
MEDICINE, sub, physician

MEED, sub reward
MEETLY, adv. fairly good
MEINY, sub. attendants, train

MERCATANTE, sub. merchant
MERCURIAL, adh nimble
MERE, adh absolute

MERED, p. p. mere
MERMAID, sub. siren

MESS, swi dish, set of four

METAPHYSICAL, adj. supernatural
METHEGLIN, sub a kind of spiced drink

MEW, vb. to shut up
MICHER, sub. truant

MICHING MALLECHO, skulking mischief

MICKLE, ad; great

MILCH, ad;', giving milk
MINX, sub. drab
MIRABLE, ad], marvellous

MISCREATE, ad;, illegitimate

MISPRISION, sub. piistake; contempt
MISSIVE, sub. messenger
MOBLEDj adj. muffled
MODERN, ad], commonplace
MODEST, adj. moderate
MOME, sub. dolt

MONTH^S MIND, inclination

MOP, sub. grimace
MORISGO, sub. a morris-dancer
MORT, sub. a horn-signal announcing the death

of a deer
MOTHER, sub. hysteria

MOTION, sub. a puppet-show
MOULD, sub. earth

MOW, grimace
MOY, sub. imaginary name of a com
MURDERING PIECE, sub. a small cannon
MURE, wall

MURK, sub. darkness
MURRAIN, sub. plague
MUSIT, sids. a gap m a hedge
MUSS* sud}. a kind of a game
MUTTON, sub. a light wench
MUTUALITY, stdb. intimacy
MYSTERY, sub. craft

NAIL, sub. measure of length for cloth
NAPKIN, sub. handkerchief
NATURE, sub, living nature, life

NAY-WORD, sub. password, by-word
NB, can}, and not
NEAT, sub. ox, calf, cow, adj, elegant

NEB, mouth
NEELD, sub. needle

NEIF, sub fist

NETHER-STOCKS, sub stockings

NICELY, adv. scrupulously

niceness, sub reserve, shyness

NICK, vb to brand with folly

NIGHTGOWN, sub. dressing-gown

NIGHT-RULE, sub frolic of the night

NILL, will not

NIMBLE-PINION’D, ad;, with swift wmgs
NOBLE, sub. a gold com
NOISE, sub music
NONPAREIL, sub. one without equal

NoOK-SHOTTEN ad;, running out into corners

and capes

NOSE-HERB, sub. plant frown for perfume

NOVUM, sub. a game with dice

NOWL, sub. head
NUNCIO, sub messenger
NUNCLE, sub. uncle

NUTHOOK, sub. constable

OB., halfpenny
OBIDICUT, sub. name of a fiend

OBJECTION, sub accusation

OBLOQUY, sub. shame, disgrace

OBSCENE, adj disgusting

OBSEQUIOUS, ad; dutiful

occulted, p. p. hidden
ODDLY, adv. unequally

OEILIAD, std>. an inviting, amorous glance

OF, prep, during, m, on
OFFER, vb. to attach, do dare

OLD, adj. plentiful

ONEYERS.iwi bankers (?)

OPPOSITION, sub. combat
OR, conj. before

ORB, sub. circle, fairy ring

ORDER, vb. to govern
ORDINANCE, sub. destiny, rank

ORDINARY, sub. public meal
ORGULOUS, adj. proud
ORISON, sub. prayer
ORT, sub. scrap, fragment
OSTENT, sub. show, display

OUNCE, sub. lynx

OUPH, sub. elf, goblin

OUSEL-COCK, sub. blackbird

OUTLOOK, vb. to stare down
OVERSCUTCHED, p. p. ‘<over-bcaten"

OVERTURE, sub. disclosure

OUCH, sub. in pL: jewelry

PACK, sub. plot

PADDOCK, sub. toad
PAIN, sub. punishment
PAJOCK,fMi. peacock (?)

PALE, sub. enclosure, pallisade

PALFREY, sub. horse
PALLET, sub. bed
PALIJAMENT, sub. robe

PALM TREE, sub. willow

PALMY, adj. triumphant
PALTER, vb. to shuffle

PANTALOON, sub. old man
PARCEL, swi. part » company
PARD, sub panther or leopard

PARITOR, sub, summoning oifiecr of the bishop *i

court

PARLOUS, adj. penIou.i, shrewd
PASH, sub. head vb. to strike

PASS, sub. reputation , thrust in fencing
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PASSADO, sub. a thrust with a sword
PASSANT, adj. walking
PASSY, sub. a kind of slow dance
PATCH, sub. fool

PATCHERY, sub roguery

PATIN, sub. a circular metal plate

PAUNCH, vb. to stab m the belly

PAVIN, sub. a kind of dance

PEACH, vb. to inform, to denounce
PEAT, sub darling

PECULIAR, adj personal

pedant, sub. schoolmaster

PElZE, vb. to balance

pelf, sub. property
PELTING, ad

.

paltry

PENTHESILEA, sub. Queen of the Amazons
PENSIONERS, sub. body-guard of a king

PERDURABLE, adj. lasting

PERElvlPTORY, adj. final, deterixuned,overbearmg
PERFECTION, sub. accomplishment
PERIAPT, sub. amulet

PERJURE, perjuier

PERNICIOUS, adj. wicked
PERPEND, vb. to consider

PETTINESS, Sub. insignificance

PHANTASMA, sub. nightmare

PHEEZE, vb to castigate

PHILIP, sub a name for the sparrow

PHRASELESS, adj. beyond description

PHYSICAL, adj. medicinal

PIA MATER, sub brain

PICK, vb. to pitch

PICKING, adj. insignificant

PICK-THANK, flatterer

EIGHT, p pitched

PILCHER, sub. scabbard

PILL, vb. plunder
PINFOLD, sid>. pound for stray cattle

PISMIRE, sub. ant

PITCH, sub. height

PLACKET, sub. petticoat, woman
PLANCHED, p. p. made of boards

PLANT, sub. foot

PLANTAGE, sub. plants

PLASH, sub. pool
PLATE, vb. to cover in armour
PLATFORM, plan

PLURISY, excess

POINT-DEVICE, adv precisely

POIZE, sub. weight, moment
POLITICIAN, sub. a politic intriguer

POMANDER, Sub. a ball of perfume
POMEWATER, sub. a kind of apple
PORPENTINE, sub. porcupine
PORT, sub. gate; demeanour, state

PORTAGE, sub. port-holes

PORTANGE, sm6. behaviour
POSITION, sub. affirmation

POSSET, sub. a kind of drink

POSTERN, sub. side-door

POTCH, sub. to tlirust

POTENTIAL, adj. powerful
POUNCET-BOX, sub. Small box for perfumes
POWDER, vb to salt

PRACTISE, vb to use stratagem
precedent, sub. original

PRECEPT, sub. instruction, warrant
PREGNANT, adj. ready
PREMISED, adf sent before the time
PRENOMINATE, adj\ aforesaid
PREROGATIVE, sub. precedence
PRESAGE, .sub. prophecy, foreboding
PRESENTLY, adv. immediately

PRESENTATION, sub. show
PRESENTMENT, sub. dedication

PRESS, sub warrant to impress recruits

PRESSURE, sub impression

PREST, adj. ready

PRETENCE, sub. purpose

PRETTY, adj. little

PREVENT, vb. to antiapate

PRICKET, sub. buck m its second year
PRIDE, sub pomp
PRIG, sub. thief

PRIMERO, sub. a card-game
PRINCIPAL, rwi. prmapal rafter of a house
PRINCOX, sub a pert, spoiled boy
PRISTING,ad; former
PRIZE, sub. privilege, contest

PRODITOR, sub. traitor

PROFACE, may it do you good!

PROFESS, vb. to acknowledge
PROGENY, mi race

PROJECT, sub. Idea

PROLIXIOUS, adj. tedious

PROMULGATE, vb. to announce
PRONE, adj eager

PROPEND, vb, to incline

PROPERTY, sub. tool

PROPUGNATION, sub. defence

PROROGUE, vb to prolong

PROTEST, ui. to proclaim, to promise
PRUNE, vb. to preen, to dress up
PUGGING, adj, thievish

PUISSANT, adj. powerful

PUN, vb. to pound
PUNK, sub. harlot

PURCHASE, sub. spoil, vb. to acquire

PURL, vb. to flow

PURLIEU, sub, a piece of land bordering a forest

PURSUIVANT, sub. a herald’s officer

PUSH, sub. attack

PUTTOCK, sub a bird of prey

QUAIL, sub. harlot

QUAINT, adj. clever, fine, intricate

QUALIFICATION, sub. condition

QUALIFY, vb. to moderate, to dilute

QUARRY, sub. a pile of killed game
QUAT, sub. a pimple
QUELL, vh. to murder
QUESTION, t;i to talk

QUESTRIST, sub. searcher

QUICK, adj. living

QUICKEN, vb, to become living

QUIDDITS, sub. subtleties

QUIETUS, sub. discharge

QUILLETS, sub. legal subtleties

QUINTAIN, sub. a post for tilting at

QUIP, sub. a sharp remark
QUITTAL, Sub. requital

QUITTANCE, sub, return, vb. requite

QUIVER, adj. mmWe
QUOIF, sub. a close-fitting cap
QUOIT, vb, to thtow
QUOTIDIAN, adj. returning daily im fever)

BABATO, sub. a kind of stiff collar

RACK, sub clouds driven before wind; vb. to

stretch

RAMPALLIAN, sub. scoundrel
RANK, sub. movement in line

RANKLE, vb. to inflict a festering wound
RAPTURE, sub. fit

RASCAL, sub. a lean, worthless deer
RASH, adj. wdh immediate result
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RAUGHT, p. p. reached
RAVELLED, p. p. entangled

RAVIN, vb. to devour
RAYED, adj. dirtied

RAZED, ad/, with ornamental cuttings

REAR-MOUSE, sub. bat

REASON, vb. to discuss

REBECK, sub> an old 'Stringed instrument

RECHEATE, sub. a horn-signal for calling dogs
back

RECK, vb. to heed
RECLAIM, vb. to subdue
RECLUSIVE, ad], retired

recoil, to degenerate

recommend, vb. to infbrm

RECORD, vb. to sing

RECORDER, 5«i a flute

RECURE, vb. to recover

REDE, luA. advice

RED-LATTICE, sub. a -window of an alehouse

REDUCE, vb. to bring back

REECHY, adj. smoky, filthy

REFELL, vb. to refute

REGIMENT, svh government
REGION, heaven
REGUERDON, sub. reward
REJOURN, vb. to adjourn^ io put off

RELATION, sub. application

RELISH, vb. to sing

REMISSION, sub. inclination, pardon
RENDER, sub. confession, account

RENEGE, vb. to deny
JIEPEAL, vb. to call back from exile

REPROBANCE, sub. rejection, damnation
REPROOF, sub shame, legulation

REPUGN, vb. to resist

RESEMBLANCE, sub probabihty

RESOLVE, vb. to dissolve

RESPECTIVE, ad], deliberate

RESPECTIVELY, adv. with due respect

RESPITE, delay

RESTING, adj'. not moving
RETIRE, vb. to withdraw
RETROGRADE, adJ. contrary

REVERSE, sub back-handed stroke m fencing
REVOLVE, vb. to consider

REWORD, vb. to re-echo

RIB, vb. to enclose

RIGGISH ad) wanton
RIGOL, sub, circle

RIM, sub. peritoneum
RIVAGE, sub. shore
RIVAL, sub. partner
ROBUSTIOUS, ad]\ violent

ROMAGE, sub. bustle

RONDURE, i«* circle

RONYON, sub. hog
ROOK, vb. to squat

ROPERY, sub. knavery
ROUND, vb, to whisper
ROUNDEL, tub. a kind of dance
ROUSE, sub. bumper; drinking-bout
ROYNISH, ad}, scurvy

RUDDOCK, Sub. robin
RUDESBY, sub. rude feUow
RUFFLE, vb. to swagger
RUSSET, sub. a homespun cloth oi grey colour
RUTH, sub. pity

SABLE, adf. black
SACK, sub. a white wine from Spain or Canaries
SACKBUT, mb. a musical instrument

SACRED, adf. accursed

SAD, adj. senous
SAG, vb. to dechne
SALIIET, sub. light helmet

SALTIERS, sub satyrs

SAMPLE, example
SARGENET, adf. flimsy

SAUCY, adf. lascivious

SAY, ad; a kind of fine cloth

SCAFFOLDAGE, swi stage

SCALD, adj. scurvy
SCALE, vb. to weigh
SCAMELS, sub meaning not certaim (sea-birds ?)

SCATHE, vb. to injure

SCHEDULE, sub. scroll

SCONCE, sub. head
SCOTCH, vb. to cut slightly

SCRIMER, sub. fencer

SCRIP, sub. shepherd^s pouch
SCROYLE, sub. scoundrel
SCULL, tub. a shoal of fish

SCUT, sub. tail of a deer
SEA-COAL, sub. ordinary coal (not charcoal)

SEAM, sub. fat

SECOND, sub. supporter
SECT, sub. cutting, party

SECURE, ad; free from care

SECURITY, sub. lack of caution

SEEL, vb to bhnd
SE’NNIGHT, sub. week
SENTENTIOUS, ad; moralizing
SEPTENTRION, sub. North
SEQUESTER, sub. separation

SERGEANT, mi bailiff

SERPIGO, sub. skin disease, tetter

SETTER, sub a thieve’s decoy
SEVERALS, sub particulars

SEWER, sub. servant

SHALE, mi shell

SHARD, sub. sherd
SHARD-BORNE, adf. borne by scaly wings
SHARK UP, vb. to gather haphazard
SHEER, adf transparent

SHENT, p. p. blamed, rebuked
SHIFT, sub. trick

SHIP'*TIRE, sub. extravagant woman’s hcad'-dress

SHIVE, stib. slice

SHOOK, sub. shoes
SHOT, Sub. tavern-reckoning; marksman
SHOUGH, sub. a shaggy king of dog
SHRIFT, sub. confession

SHROUD, vb. to conceal
SIEGE, sub. seat, ancestry
SIMPLE, sub. medianal herb
SIMPLICITY, sub foolishness

SINEW, vb. to join together
SINGLE, vb. to select

SINGLENESS, jwi folly

SINK-A'PACE, sub a kind of dance, cmqucpace
SIR-REVERENCE, save your reverence
SISTERING, ad;, neighbouring
SIZES, sub. allowances
SKAINS-MAl’ES, sub unexplained (term of

reproach)

SKILLET, sub. saucepan
SKIRR, vb. to scour
SKEY, ad;, cosmic
SLEAVE, sub skein
SLEDDED, ad;, on sledges

SLEEVE-HAND, cuff

SLIP, sub. a counterfeit coin
SLIVER, s:(b. small branch; vb. to tear off

SLOP, sub. wide breeches
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SLOWER, aij, more serious

SMOKE, vh. to compel to appear
SMOOTH, vh, to flatter

SNEAP, sub. rebuke
SNEAPINGj pt. p, nipping
SNECK UP' go hang'
SNIPE, sup fool

SNIPT-TAFFETA, sub. adi. overdressed

SNUFFS, sub resentment
.SOBER, ad], calm, serious, modest
SOLICITATION, sub improper courtship

SOLIDARE, sub a small com
SOOTH, sid) truth, flattery

SORT, sub manner, lot

SORTANCE,rafc suit

SOT, sub. fool

SOWL, tib. to pull by the ears

SPAVINS, a horse disease

SPERR, vb to shut up
SPHERICAL, adj. planetary, cosmic
SPHERY, adJ. star-like

SPITAL, sub hospital

SPIN, vb. to gush
SPLAY, vb. to castrate

SPEAG, ad] corr spackt, quick

SPRIGHTED, haunted
SPRIGHTLY, ad] brisk, cheerful

SQUARE, vb to quarrel

SQUASH, sub unripe peascod

SQUIRE, sub. rule

STALE, sub bate, laughing-stock, urine

STANNYEL, sud an inferior kind of hawk
STARK, adv completely

STARVE, vb. to die of cold

STATIST, sub. statesman

STERNAGE, sub to s. of astern of

STICKLER-LIKE, ad}, like an umpire
STIGMATIC, sub marked by deformity

STILL, adv. always, adj. constant

STITHY, rwi smithy

STOMACH, sub. appetite, ambition, angry temper
STOVER, sub fodder

STRAPPADO, sub a kind of a punishment by
torture *

STRIKE, to blast

SUBSCRIBE, vb. to surrender

SUBSCRIPTION, sub. submission

SUGGEST, vb to prompt, seduce
SUGGESTION, sub. temptation

SUR-REINED, ad}, over-ridden

SUSPIRE, vb. to breathe

SWABBER, sub. a sailor who sweeps deck
SWASHING, pt. p, bullying, dashing
SWAY, sub direction, rule

SWEETING, sub. a kind of apple

SWILL, vb to swallow

TABLE(S), sub palm, note-book, backgammon,
Picture

TABOR, sub. drum
TABOURINE, tub. small military drum
TAG, sub. rabble

TAKE, vb. to cast a spell

TAKE OUT, vb. to copy
TAKE-UP, to levy

TALL, ad}, proper
TALLOW KEECH, lump of ox fat

TARRE, vb to provoke
TARTAR, sub, hell

TAURUS, sub. Bull (zodiacal constellation)

TAX, vb. to censure
TEEN, sub. grief

TENT, vb, to lodge, to probe

TERCEL, sub. male hawk
TERMINATION, sub. expression

TERTIAN, sub. a fever which occurs every other
day

TESTER, sub a sixpence

THICK adj. heavy, dim, quick

THOUGHT, sm6 melancholy

THRASONICAL, adj. boastful

THRENE, sub. funeral song

THROE, vb to pain

THRUMMED, ad], made of coarse yarn
THWART, adj perverse

TICKLE, adj. insecure

TIGHTLY, ait/ safely

TINCT, sub colour, elixir

TIRE, vb to devour
TIRING-HOUSE, sub dressing-room
TISIK, sub. cough
TITHE, ad}, tenth

TOD, sub 28 pounds (of wool)

TOKEN, sub. plague-spot

TOMBOY, sub harlot

TORTIVE, ad; distorted

TOUCH, vb. to test; to wound
TOURNEY, vb to fight in a tournament
TOWER, vb to rise (of a falcon)

toy, sub trifle, whim, vb. to dally

TOZE, vb to tear

TRAIN, vb to lure, entice

TRAMMEL UP, vb. to catch as m a net

TRANECT, sub. ferry

TRASH, vb. to check by adding weight
TRAY-TRAP, sub a kind of game with dice

TREBLE-DATED, adj. living three times as long
as man

TRICK, sub. skill, fashion, characteristic

TRICK, vb to smear
TRICKING, sub dress, adornment
TRIGON, sub triangle, conjunction of planets

TROJAN, sub. cant woid for a thief or dissolute
fellow

TROPHY, sub. token, tomb, monument
TROPICALLY, adv. metaphontally

TUCK, sub. rapier

TUG, vb. to buftet

TUITION, sub, protection

TUN-DISH, sub. funnel .

TURLEYGOOD, sub a “bedlam-beggar"
TUSHES, sub. tusks

TWIGGING, ad}, wickered

TWIRE, vb to twinkle

UMBERED, adj. shadowed
UMBRAGE, sub. shadow
UNANEL'D, adj. without receiving Extreme

Unction
UNATl'AiNTBD, adj. without piejudicc

UNBOLT, vb. to explain

unbolted, adj. coarse

UNCLEW, vb. to ruin

UNDERCREST, vh to supporr hy cresi

UNDBR-GBNERATION, sub. antipodes

UNDBR-SKINNBR, tapster

UNDERTAKER, sub. mcdler, venturer

UNDERWROUGHT, adj, undermined
UNIiAR’D, aJ/. not tilled

UNHATH, adv, scarcely

UNKXPRHSSIVIi, adj inexpicfisiWc

UNFELLOWED. adj. without equal
unhappily, adv. unfavourably

UNHOUSED, ad), without care*, unmarried
UNHOUSEL’D, adj. without receiving Holy

Sacrament



GLOSSARY 1081

UNION, sub. pearl

UNKIND, ad] unnatural
UNMANNED, ad], not accustomed to men
UNMASTERED, ad] • licentious

UNPAVED, ad], castrated

UNPROPER ad] common
UNRESPECTIVE, ad] heedless

UNRAUGH, ad], beardless

UNSEMINAR’D, ad] castrated

unsifted, ad] untried

UNSQUARED, ad], inapt

UNSTANCHED, adj leaky

UNSURE, ad], not secuie

UNTENTED, ad] incurable, because unsearch-
able

UNWEIGHING, adj. thoughtless

UPCAST, sub a throw at bowls
UPSHOOT, sub. best shot
URCHIN, sub. hedgehog, elf

UTIS, sub festival, merrymaking

VADE, vb. to fade

VAIL, sub going down
VALANCED, ad], fringed with a beard
VANTBRACE, sub armour for the forearm
VASTIDITY, sub what is vast

VAUNT, sub beginning
VELURE, sub. velvet

VENTRICLE, sub. part of a brain
VENEW, sub. thrust, fencing-bout
VERGE, sub. circle

VIRTUE, sub valour

VIRTUOUS, ad] powerful
VISITATION, Sub. affliction, visit

VOIDING-LOBBY, sub waiting-room

WAFT, vb. to convey by water; to beckon, to avert

WAFTURE, sub. gesture
WAN, vb to turn pale
WANNION, sub vengeance
WARREN, sub. a game preserve
WASSAIL, sub carousal
WAT, sub. hare
WATER sub. lustre of a diamond
WATER-GALL, sub secondary rainbow
WEAN, vb to turn away
WEED, sub. garment

WEET, vb. to know
WELKIN, sub. sky

WEZAND, sub. windpipe
WHELK, sub pimple
WHIFFLER,^ sub officer who clears the way for

a procession

WHIPSTER, sub an insignificant fellow

WHIPPING-CHEER, sub. flogging

WHIST, ad] hushed
WHITING-TIME, sub. bleaching time
WHISTLER, suJ bleacher

WHOOBUB, sub. clamour
WIDE-CHAPPED adj with open mouth
WIGHT, sub. man
WIMPLED, adj. blindfolded

WINK, vb to shut one’s eyes

WINTER-GROUND, vb. to cover and so protect

from winter’s frost

WISH, vb. to invite, to recommend
WIT, sub, five wits . common wit, imagination,

fantasy, estimation, memory
WITTOL, sub. a contented cuckold
WOOD adj. mad, frantic

WOODCOCK, sub. i e a fool

WOODMAN, sub. hunter
WOOLWARD, adj with woollen garment next to

skin

WORLD, to go to the world, to marry
WORM, sub. a snake
WRANGLER, sub adversary

WREST, sub. a key for turning the harp
WRITHLED, adj wrinkled
WROTH, sub. misfortune

YARELY, adv quickly

YEST, sub foam
YCLAD,p.p. clad

YCLEPED, p p. called

YELLOWNESS, sub. jealousy

YERK, vb. to jerk, to stab

YIELD, vb. to bear, to reward
YRAVISH, vb. to ravish

YSLARED, p p silenced

ZANY, sub. fool

ZONE, sub path of the sun

Primed in Czechoslovakia


